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PLATO

from Phaedo

““Then,”” said he, ‘‘when does the soul get hold
of the truth? For whenever the soul tries to ex-
amine anything in company with the body, it is
plain that it is deceived by it.”’

““*Quite true.”’

““Then it is not clear that in reasoning, if
anywhere, something of the realities becomes
visible to it?"’

““Yes.”

““And I suppose it reasons best when none
of these senses disturbs it, hearing or sight, or
pain, or pleasure indeed, but when it is com-
pletely by itself and says good-bye to the body,
and so far as possible has no dealings with it,
when it reaches out and grasps that which really
is.”’

“That is true.”

“And is it not then that the philosopher’s
soul chiefly holds the body cheap and escapes
from it, while it seeks to be by itself?”’

“So it seems.”

“‘Let us pass on, Simmias. Do we say there
is such a thing as justice by itself, or not?"”’

“We do say so, certainly!”’

“Such a thing as the good and beautiful?”’

““Of course!"’

““And did you ever see one of them with
your eyes?’’

“‘Never,”” said he.

““By any other sense of those the body has
did you ever grasp them? I mean all such
things, greatness, health, strength, in short ev-
erything that really is the nature of things what-
ever they are: Is it through the body that the
real truth is perceived? Or is this better—who-
ever of us prepares himself most completely and
most exactly to comprehend each thing which
he examines would come nearest o knowing
each one?”’

*‘Certainly.”’

«And would he do that most purely who
should approach each with his intelligence
alone, not adding sight to intelligence, or drag-
ging in any other sense along with reasoning,
but using the intelligence uncontaminated alone
by itself, while he tries to hunt out each essence
uncontaminated, keeping clear of eyes and ears
and, one might say, of the whole body, because
he thinks the body disturbs him and hinders the
soul from getting possession of truth and wis-
dom when body and soul are companions—is
not this the man, Simmias, if anyone, who will
hit reality?’’

““Nothing could be more true, Socrates,”
said Simmias.

““Then from all this,”’ said Socrates, ‘‘gen-
uine philosophers must come to some such
opinion as follows, so as to make to one an-
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other statements such as these: ‘A sort of direct
path,.so to speak, seems to take us to the con-
clusion that so long as we have the body with
us in our enquiry, and our soul is mixed up with
so great an evil, we shall never attain suffi-
ciently what we desire, and that, we say, is the
truth. For the body provides thousands of busy
distractions because of its necessary food; be-
sides, if diseases fall upon us, they hinder us
from the pursuit of the real. With loves and de-
sires and fears and all kinds of fancies and
much rubbish, it infects us, and really and truly
makes us, as they say, unable to think one little
bit about anything at any time. Indeed, wars
and factions and battles all come from the body
and its desires, and from nothing else. For the
desire of getting wealth causes all wars, and we
are compelled to desire wealth by the body, be-
ing slaves to its culture; therefore we have no
leisure for philosophy, from all these reasons.
Chief of all is that if we do have some leisure,
and turn away from the body to speculate on
something, in our searches it is everywhere in-
terfering, it causes confusion and disturbance,
and dazzles us so that it will not let us see the
truth; so in fact we see that if we are ever to
know anything purely we must get rid of it, and
examine the real things by the soul alone; and
then, it seems, after we are dead, as the reason-
ing shows, not while we live, we shall possess
that which we desire, lovers of which we say
we are, namely wisdom. For if it is impossible
in company with the body to know anything
purely, one thing of two follows: either knowl-
edge is possible nowhere, or only after death;
for then alone the soul will be quite by itself
apart from the body, but not before. And while
we are alive, we shall be nearest to knowing, as
it seems, if as far as possible we have no com-
merce of communion with the body which is
not absolutely necessary, and if we are not in-
fected with its nature, but keep ourselves pure
from it, until God himself shall set us free. And
so,.pure and rid of the body’s foolishness, we
shall probably be in the company of those like
ourselves, and shall know through our own
selves complete incontamination, and that is
perhaps the truth. But for the impure to grasp

the pure is not, it seems, allowed.” So we must
think, Simmias, and so we must say to one an-
other, all who are rightly lovers of learning;
don't you agree?’’

‘“Assuredly, Socrates.”

““Then,”” said Socrates, ‘‘if this is true, my
comrade, there is great hope that when I arrive
where 1 am travelling, there if anywhere I shall
sufficiently possess that for which all our study
has been pursued in this past life. So the jour-
ney which has been commanded for me is made
with good hope, and the same for any other
man who believes he has got his mind purified,
as I may call it.”

““Certainly,”” replied Simmias.

““And is not purification really that which
has been mentioned so often in our discussion,
to separate as far as possible the soul from the
body, and to accustom it to collect itself to-
gether out of the body in every part, and to
dwell alone by itself as far as it can, both at this
present and in the future, being freed from the
body as if from a prison?”’

*‘By all means,’” said he.

““Then is not this called death—a freeing
and separation of soul from body?"’

“‘Not a doubt of that,”” said he.

“‘But to set it free, as we say, is the chief
endeavour of those who rightly love wisdom,
nay of those alone, and the very care and prac-
tice of the philosophers is nothing but the free-
ing and separation of soul from body, don’t you
think so?”’

““It appears to be so.””

““Then, as I said at first, it would be absurd
for a man preparing himself in his life to be as
near as possible to death, so to live, and then
when death came, to object?”’

“Of course.”’

““Then in fact, Simmias,”” he said, ‘‘those
who rightly love wisdom are practicing dying,
and death to them is the least terrible thing in
the world. Look at it in this way: If they are
everywhere at enmity with the body, and desire
the soul to be alone by itself, and if, when this
very thing happens, they shall fear and object—
would not that be wholly unreasonable? Should
they not willingly go to a place where there is
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good hope of finding what they were in love
with all through life (and they loved wisdom),
and of ridding themselves of the companion
which they hated? When human favourites and
wives and sons have died, many have been will-
ing to go down to the grave, drawn by the hope
of seeing there those they used to desire, and of
being with them; but one who is really in love
with wisdom and holds firm to this same hope,
that he will find it in the grave, and nowhere
else worth speaking of—will he then fret at dy-
ing and not go thither rejoicing? We must surely
think, my comrade, that he will go rejoicing, if
he is really a philosopher; he will surely believe
that he will find wisdom in its purity there and
there alone. If this is true, would it not be most
unreasonable, as I said just now, if such a one
feared death?”’

““Unreasonable, I do declare,’”’ said he.

*“Then this is proof enough,”” he said, ‘‘that
if you see a man fretting because he is to die,
he was not really a philosopher, but a
philosoma—not a wisdom-lover but a body-
lover. And no doubt the same man is money-
lover and honours-lover, one or both. . . .”’

*‘Since the soul is clearly immortal, this or
something like this at any rate is what happens
in regard to our souls and their habitations—
that this is so seems to me proper and worthy of
the risk of believing; for the risk is noble. Such
things he must sing like a healing charm to
himself, and that is why I have lingered so long
over the story. But these are the reasons for a
man to be confident about his own soul, when
in his life he has bidden farewell to all other
pleasures, the pleasures and adornments of the
body, thinking them alien and such as do more
harm than good, and has been earnest only for
the pleasure of learning; and having adorned the
soul with no alien ornaments, but with her
own—with temperance and justice and courage
and freedom and truth, thus he awaits the jour-
ney to the house of Hades, ready to travel when
the doom ordained shall call. You indeed,”” he
said, ‘‘Simmias and Cebes and all, hereafter at
some certain time shall each travel on that jour-
ney: but me—‘Fate calls me now,” as a man
might say in a tragedy, and it is almost time for

me to travel towards the bath; for I am sure you
think it better to have a bath before drinking the
potion, and to save the women the trouble of
washing a corpse.”

When he had spoken, Criton said, ‘‘Ah
well, Socrates, what injunctions have you for
these friends or for me, about your children or
anything else? What could we do for you to
gratify you most?”’

“What [ always say, Criton,”” he said,
“nothing very new: Take good care of your-
selves, and you will gratify me and mine and
yourselves whatever you do, even if you prom-
ise nothing now. But if you neglect yourselves,
and won’t take care to live your lives following
the footsteps, so to speak, of both this last con-
versation and those we have had in former
times, you will do no good even if you promise
ever so much at present and ever so faithfully.”

*“Then we will do our best about that,”” he
said; ‘‘but how are we to bury you?”’

““How you like,”” said he, ‘‘if you catch me
and I don’t escape you.” At the same time,
laughing gently and looking towards us, he
said, “‘Criton doesn’t believe me, my friends,
that this is I, Socrates now talking with you and
laying down each of my injunctions, but he
thinks me to be what he will see shortly, a
corpse, and asks, if you please, how to bury
me! I have been saying all this long time, that
when I have drunk the potion, I shall not be
here then with you; I shall have gone clear away
to some bliss of the blest, as they call it. But he
thinks I am talking nonsense, just to console
myself, yes and you too. Then go bail for me to
Criton,”” he said, ‘‘the opposite of the bail he
gave to those judges. He gave bail that I would
remain; you please, give bail that I will not re-
main after I die, but I shall get off clear and
clean, that Criton may take it more easily, and
may not be vexed by seeing my body either be-
ing burnt or buried; don’t let him worry for me
and think I’'m in a dreadful state, or say at the
funeral that he is laying out or carrying or dig-
ging in Socrates. Be sure, Criton, best of
friends,”” he said, ‘‘to use ugly words not only
is out of tune with the event, but it even infects
the soul with something evil. Now, be confident
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and say you are burying my body, and then
bury it as you please and as you think would be
most according to custom.”’

With these words, he got up and retired into
another room for the bath, and Criton went af-
ter him, telling us to wait. So we waited dis-
cussing and talking together about what had
been said, or sometimes speaking of the great
misfortune which had befallen us, for we felt
really as if we had lost a father and had to
spend the rest of our lives as orphans. When he
had bathed, and his children had been brought
to see him—for he had two little sons, and one
big—and when the women of his family had
come, he talked-to them before Criton and gave
what instructions he wished. Then he asked the
women and children to go, and came back to
us. It was now near sunset, for he had spent a
long time within. He came and sat down after
his bath, and he had not talked long after this
when the servant of the Eleven came in, and
standing by him said, ‘O Socrates! I have not
to complain of you as I do of others, that they
are angry with me, and curse me, because I
bring them word to drink their potion, which
my officers make me do! But I have always
found you in this time most generous and gentle,
and the best man who ever came here. And now
too, I know well you are not angry with me, for
you know who are responsible, and you keep it
for them. Now you know what I came to tell
you, so farewell, and try to bear as well as you
can what can’t be helped.”

Then he turned and was going out, with
tears running down his cheeks. And Socrates
looked up at him and said, ‘‘Farewell to you
also, I will do so.”” Then, at the same time
turning to us, ‘‘What a nice fellow!”’ he said.
““All the time he has been coming and talking
to me, a real good sort, and now how gener-
ously he sheds tears for me! Come along,
Criton, let’s obey him. Someone bring the po-
tion, if the stuff has been ground; if not, let the
fellow grind it.”’

Then Criton said, ‘‘But, Socrates, I think
the sun is still over the hills, it has not set yet.
Yes, and I know of others who, having been
told to drink the poison, have done it very late;

they had dinner first and a good one, and some
enjoyed the company of any they wanted,
Please don’t be in a hurry, there is time to
spare.”’

But Socrates said, ‘‘Those you speak of
have very good reason for doing that, for they
think they will gain by doing it; and I have
good reasons why I won’t do it. For I think [
shall gain nothing by drinking a little later, only
that I shall think myself a fool for clinging to
life and sparing when the cask’s empty. Come
along,” he said, ‘‘do what I tell you, if you
please.”’

And Criton, hearing this, nodded to the boy
who stood near. The boy went out, and after
spending a long time, came in with the man
who was to give the poison carrying it ground
ready in a cup. Socrates caught sight of the man
and said, ‘‘Here, my good man, you know
about these things; what must I do?”’

“‘Just drink it,”’ he said, ‘‘and walk about
till your legs get heavy, then lie down. In that
way the drug will act of itself.”’

At the same time, he held out the cup to
Socrates, and he took it quite cheerfully, Eche-
crates, not a tremble, not a change in colour or
looks; but looking full at the man under his
brows, as he used to do, he asked him. ‘“What
do you say about this drink? What of a libation
to someone? Is that allowed, or not?”’

He said, ‘“We only grind so much as we
think enough for a moderate potion.”

““I understand,’”” he said, ‘“‘but at least, I
suppose, it is allowed to offer a prayer to the
gods and that must be done, for good luck in
the migration from here to there. Then that is
my prayer, and so may it be!”’

With these words he put the cup to his lips
and, quite easy and contented, drank it up. So
far most of us had been able to-hold back our
tears pretty well; but when we saw him begin
drinking and end drinking, we could no longer.
I burst into a flood of tears for all I could do,
so I wrapped up my face and cried myself out;
not for him indeed, but for my own misfortune
in losing such a man and such a comrade.
Criton had got up and gone out even before I
did, for he could not hold the tears in. Apol-
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lodoros had never ceased weeping all this time,
and now he burst out into loud sobs, and by his
weeping and lamentations completely broke
down every man there except Socrates himself.
He only said, ‘‘What a scene! You amaze me.
That’s just why I sent the women away, to keep
them from making a scene like this. I've heard
that one ought to make an end in decent si-
lence. Quiet yourselves and endure.”

When we heard him we felt ashamed and
restrained our tears. He walked about, and when
he said that his legs were feeling heavy, he lay
down on his back, as the man told him to do; at
the same time the one who gave him the potion
felt him, and after a while examined his feet
and legs; then pinching a foot hard, he asked if
he felt anything; he said no. After this, again,
he pressed the shins; and, moving up like this,
he showed us that he was growing cold and

stiff. Again he felt him, and told us that when it
came to his heart, he would be gone. Already
the cold had come nearly as far as the abdo-
men, when Socrates threw off the covering
from his face—for he had covered it over—and
said, the last words he uttered, ‘‘Criton,”” he
said, ‘“we owe a cock to Asclepios; pay it with-
out fail.”

““That indeed shall be done,” said Criton.
“‘Have you anything more to say?"’

When Criton had asked this, Socrates gave
no further answer, but after a little time, he
stirred, and the man uncovered him, and his
eyes were still. Criton, seeing this, closed the
mouth and eyelids.

This was the end of our comrade, Eche-
crates, a man, as we would say, of all then liv-
ing we had ever met, the noblest and the wisest
and most just.




