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ALL.—T will take an order, stranger, if that is what'you
;\‘ean; but our terms are cash for you Hellenes, especially for
the philosophers of the Hellenes, ever since a certain
rasymachus, having tasted my wares, as claiming to be a
Ote-staller (11) in pork, escaped my notice leaving the city.
not I;R-‘I‘?qr with you Hellenes it. is cgstomax‘y,.Socrates, is it
Yorr or deities ‘and heroes to act in this way : since 1 seem to
Membher hearing of one Heracles acting so. )
0C.—According to the poet Aristophanes (12), my friend :
c¢Ido not believe that heroes actso; as I have told
Tasymachus before now (13).  But come, Chaerephon, do
YOu wish that we examine the philosophic and the trading life,
At we may know which of the two is the more blessed ?
-HAE.—Certainly.
wiﬁoc-‘Then do you answer for philosophy and Ehe stranger
sar answer for trade ; and I will ask questions. But the Bur-
genand the woman w'ill b(? the jury and the interpreters, if the
is th €man stumble with his Hellenic. Let us begin, then, where
€ natural beginning of such an enquiry. Teil me, O ad-
Cate of the trading life, you have a function, have you not ?
LL.—What does the man mean, bursar?
AUR~\You have a work to do.
LL—Why did he not say so ?

sin
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éds- Of course, I have.
:\OC--‘TO make something, is it not ?

S;L-~Sausages. | )
fnakeCP'\And you, Chaerephon, what do you philosophers
yoEHAE'“WiSe and educated young men, Socrates; such as
SOYOUrSelf have made. o
in acc"_Good, O most modest pupil ! but whatsoever thl‘ng is,
is tuality, that which it is, must first have becn that which 1t
Sa nly Dotentially ; is not that so? Answer, O excellent sau-
ge-seller,
M3 ¥4 v Appaw 14)
WjHR'\He iz bégilnning t(() swear, Socrates, by our gods ; but
answer for him that you speak truly. '
Say C.—The sausage in actuality was then at first a potential
Sage only
Bur—ves,
Boc'\And by what name was it called, then ?
o Re—TIt was a pig, or, perhaps, a calf. . ' .
educc'\And you, Chaerephon, befcre I made you a wise an
dted young man, what were you ?
SOCA E.—A schoolboy, Socrates.

. “—Were you then also wise ? o .
WritinAE'*Least of all ; since I spent my time in €ating ant o
Og love-poems to maidens. . ‘
it o —Therefore, it seems likely, though I shrink from saying
aerephon, that you were then, in respect of eating, a

Cay 2Uman pig.

AE.—Perhaps. '

H(Z\But in respect of love-poems, a variety calf.

oc E—TI have not what I may say. N o
the po'k\so far, then, the raw material of the philosopher an
- r “Packer is tolerably the same? )
this? AR —1t may be, Socrates. But looking to what do you say

N
do )?()C'\Ne"er mind. Next, O sweetest sausagc-seller, what
LE do to your pig when you have received him.
so"\We first, Socrates, remove his bristles.

"By what means? _
RH?LL'\ ith boiling water, Socrates, and sharp, razor-like
big 20'\&“ your schoolboy, Chaerephon, when first he leaves
the p(}:lhlool‘nlaster and attends instead at the gymnasia where

Cy I'0sophers teach, has he bristles?
Soe. " —-How should he have bristles Socrates ? -
O~ UPon his cheeks and chin my serious friend.

thig a:\]i:é\You seem to mean the first beard ; perhaps he has
Sop cast,

lea"ec:.ﬂ\And perhaps this at least-—for the moustache 1 also
CHA}? e~ he now first removes.

Soe \\Perhaps_ .
kuives.p urely not with boiling water and sharp, razor-like

Hag

QQEEIt seems likely. X
P(n-k.packo,then here is a second point of contact between the

. ®'s and the philosopher’s sty
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Cuag.—1I can not deny it, but why do you say this ?

Soc.—Never mind.  And what do you do next, stranger ?

Arr.—We take off the skin of the beast, Socrates ; and for
the most part we prepare new skins for him. i

Soc.—How do yousay ?

ArL.—1 mean the heaunful, many-coloured skins which we
see upon the Egyptian savsage and the Lright red skin of the
Hyperborean sausage, (15) and many others also,

Soc.—And when your young men, Chaerephon, have made
smooth their checks and throat, do they not also shed their old
and dusty skin, like snakes, and assume instead, for the most
part, a new clothing of many colours ?

Cuar.—1I do not know, Socrates.

Soc.—O wonderful Chaerephon, well do men call you
“the bat,” (16) for you are in very truth like one who sees
not ; tell me, have yoa never observed Alcibiades and his
friends how they delight clothing themselves in himatia of
many colours and in chitons as red as the Tlyperborean
sausage ?

Ciuian.—Now that you mention it, 1 have seen it.

Soc.—Then in heaven’s name where is the resemblance
between the potential sausage and the potential philosopher
about to cease ? for it now rcaches many furlongs (r7). But
what is put into this new and britliant skin, stranger?

AvrL, —Ttis packed and stuffed and crammad, so to speak,
with many ingredients, Socrates, till it is ready to burst with
its own size; and then it is examined to see if it is what it
should be, and is put upon the market.

Soc.—Babai !

CHAE.—What is the matter, Socrates.

Soc.—This is strange news ; for 1 seem, oh Chaerephon, to
remember as in a dream some one telling me how the teachers
in Athens stuff and pack and-—this same word--cram their
pupils with all sorts of mental food, till they teo are more
bursting than ever with their own size and wisdom ; and then—
so my informant seemed to say—having displayed themselves
before examiners they are let loose upon the public.

Bur.—Yes, Socrates, and not only so but just as sometimes
in spite of the examination of the sausages, some of them go
forth to the world, seeming rather than being, the flesh of pigs,
so that, indeed, cur citizens having feasted abundantly, are
conscious afterwards of having partaken of puppies, so also let
Chaerephon now say if in the case of some of th.se wise and
educated young men there is not somctimes the same fraud
against the public? _

Soc.—You tell my own dream, (18) friend. I have noticed
this a thousand times, if I may answer for Chaerephon, who is
a little deaf.  But what are these many ingredients you speak
of, O sausage-seller.

ALL.—First there is a little sweet spice, Socrates.

Soc.—-Which is by interpretation, Chacrephon, Hellenic
literature. ]

ALr.—And, there is also a great deal of gristle.

Spe.—QOimoi ! what 1s this ? youseem to speak of geometry
and the writings of our Euclid? (10).

ALL.—And, last, there is now also in our pimes at least,
when all things have become worse, 4 quantity of un\yhulesome
wind and air 1o mike the sausage seem larger than itself.

Soc.—Hush ! hush ! my friend ; you surely do not accuse
our teach. rs of youth thatthey introduce the theory of atoms
and the other sciences of nature, as they are called, into the
souls of their pupils, to make them more windy and swollen
than ever ? I almost repent of having followed this argument
so far, to such conclusions is it bringing us. . )

Bur.—VYes, Socrates, and therefore just as one pricks this
gentleman’s wares with a fork’s point before roastiag them, so
also you are wont, as I have heard, to prick thos: other wind-
bags with a pointed question, lest they should burst them-

selves. ) )
Soc.—TFor I am anxious for their safety.

Cuak.—All this is nothing to Dionysos.(20) .

Soc.—Rather, it is everything, O clever Chaerephon ; did
not this sausage-seller say sausage-selling was better than
philosophy ?

. —Yes. ) .
(S:oHcAL But you said no, but the life of the philosopher was

far superior to that of the merchant, let alone the sausage-

seller.
CHar,—Yes.



