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William Blake 
 
“The Sick Rose” 
 

O Rose thou art sick. 
The invisible worm, 
That flies in the night 
In the howling storm: 
 
Has found out thy bed 
Of crimson joy: 
And his dark secret love 
Does thy life destroy.  
 
John Keats 
 
“La Belle Dame Sans Merci” 

I 
Ah, what can ail thee, wretched wight, 
Alone and palely loitering? 
The sedge is wither'd from the lake, 
And no birds sing.  

II 
Ah, what can ail thee, wretched wight, 
So haggard and so woe-begone? 
The squirrel's granary is full, 
And the harvest's done.  

III 
I see a lily on thy brow, 
With anguish moist and fever dew; 
And on thy cheek a fading rose 
Fast withereth too.  

IV  
I met a lady in the meads, 
Full beautiful - a faery's child; 
Her hair was long, her foot was light, 
And her eyes were wild.  

V  
I set her on my pacing steed, 
And nothing else saw all day long, 
For sideways would she lean, and sing 
A faery's song.  

VI  
I made a garland for her head, 
And bracelets too, and fragrant zone; 
She look'd at me as she did love, 
And made sweet moan.  

VII  
She found me roots of relish sweet, 
And honey wild, and manna dew; 
And sure in language strange she said - 
'I love thee true.'  

VIII  
She took me to her elfin grot, 
And there she gazed, and sighed deep, 
And there I shut her wild wild eyes 
So kiss'd to sleep.  

IX  
And there we slumber'd on the moss, 
And there I dream'd - Ah! woe betide! 
The latest dream I ever dream'd 
On the cold hill side.  
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X  

I saw pale kings, and princes too, 
Pale warriors, death-pale were they all; 
They cried - 'La Belle Dame sans Merci 
Hath thee in thrall!'  

XI  
I saw their starved lips in the gloam, 
With horrid warning gaped wide, 
And I awoke, and found me here 
On the cold hill side.  

XII  
And this is why I sojourn here, 
Alone and palely loitering, 
Though the sedge is wither'd from the lake, 
And no birds sing. 
 
Alfred, Lord Tennyson 
 
“The Lady of Shalott” 
 

PART I 
On either side the river lie  
Long fields of barley and of rye,  
That clothe the wold and meet the sky;  
And thro' the field the road runs by  
To many-tower'd Camelot;  
And up and down the people go,  
Gazing where the lilies blow  
Round an island there below,  
The island of Shalott.  
Willows whiten, aspens quiver,  
Little breezes dusk and shiver  
Thro' the wave that runs for ever  
By the island in the river  
Flowing down to Camelot.  
Four gray walls, and four gray towers,  
Overlook a space of flowers,  
And the silent isle imbowers  
The Lady of Shalott.  
By the margin, willow veil'd,  
Slide the heavy barges trail'd  
By slow horses; and unhail'd  
The shallop flitteth silken-sail'd  
Skimming down to Camelot:  
But who hath seen her wave her hand?  
Or at the casement seen her stand?  
Or is she known in all the land,  
The Lady of Shalott?  
Only reapers, reaping early  
In among the bearded barley,  
Hear a song that echoes cheerly  
From the river winding clearly,  
Down to tower'd Camelot:  
And by the moon the reaper weary,  
Piling sheaves in uplands airy,  
Listening, whispers " 'Tis the fairy  
Lady of Shalott."  
 

PART II  
There she weaves by night and day  
A magic web with colours gay.  
She has heard a whisper say,  
A curse is on her if she stay  
To look down to Camelot.  
She knows not what the curse may be,  
And so she weaveth steadily,  
And little other care hath she,  
The Lady of Shalott.  
And moving thro' a mirror clear  
That hangs before her all the year,  
Shadows of the world appear.  
There she sees the highway near  
Winding down to Camelot:  
There the river eddy whirls,  
And there the surly village-churls,  
And the red cloaks of market girls,  
Pass onward from Shalott.  
Sometimes a troop of damsels glad,  
An abbot on an ambling pad,  
Sometimes a curly shepherd-lad,  
Or long-hair'd page in crimson clad,  
Goes by to tower'd Camelot;  
And sometimes thro' the mirror blue  
The knights come riding two and two:  
She hath no loyal knight and true,  
The Lady of Shalott.  
But in her web she still delights  
To weave the mirror's magic sights,  
For often thro' the silent nights  
A funeral, with plumes and lights  
And music, went to Camelot:  
Or when the moon was overhead,  
Came two young lovers lately wed:  
"I am half sick of shadows," said  
The Lady of Shalott.  
 

PART III  
A bow-shot from her bower-eaves,  
He rode between the barley-sheaves,  
The sun came dazzling thro' the leaves  
And flamed upon the brazen greaves  
Of bold Sir Lancelot.  
A red-cross knight for ever kneel'd  
To a lady in his shield,  
That sparkled on the yellow field,  
Beside remote Shalott.  
The gemmy bridle glitter'd free,  
Like to some branch of stars we see  
Hung in the golden Galaxy.  
The bridle bells rang merrily  
As he rode down to Camelot:  
And from his blazon'd baldric slung  
A mighty silver bugle hung,  
And as he rode his armour rung,  
Beside remote Shalott.  
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All in the blue unclouded weather  
Thick-jewell'd shone the saddle-leather  
The helmet and the helmet-feather  
Burn'd like one burning flame together,  
As he rode down to Camelot.  
As often thro' the purple night,  
Below the starry clusters bright,  
Some bearded meteor, trailing light,  
Moves over still Shalott.  
His broad clear brow in sunlight glow'd;  
On burnish'd hooves his war-horse trode;  
From underneath his helmet flow'd  
His coal-black curls as on he rode,  
As he rode down to Camelot.  
From the bank and from the river  
He flash'd into the crystal mirror,  
"Tirra lirra," by the river  
Sang Sir Lancelot.  
She left the web, she left the loom,  
She made three paces thro' the room,  
She saw the water-lily bloom,  
She saw the helmet and the plume,  
She look'd down to Camelot.  
Out flew the web and floated wide;  
The mirror crack'd from side to side;  
"The curse is come upon me," cried  
The Lady of Shalott.  
 

PART IV  
In the stormy east-wind straining,  
The pale yellow woods were waning,  
The broad stream in his banks   
complaining  
Heavily the low sky raining  
Over tower'd Camelot;  
Down she came and found a boat  
Beneath a willow left afloat,  
And round about the prow she wrote  
'The Lady of Shalott'.  
And down the river's dim expanse  
Like some bold seer in a trance,  
Seeing all his own mischance--  
With a glassy countenance  
Did she look to Camelot.  
And at the closing of the day  
She loosed the chain, and down she lay;  
The broad stream bore her far away,  
The Lady of Shalott.  
Lying, robed in snowy white  
That loosely flew to left and right--  
The leaves upon her falling light--  
Thro' the noises of the night  
She floated down to Camelot:  
And as the boat-head wound along  
The willowy hills and fields among,  
They heard her singing her last song,  
The Lady of Shalott.  

Heard a carol, mournful, holy,  
Chanted loudly, chanted lowly,  
Till her blood was frozen slowly,  
And her eyes were darken'd wholly,  
Turn'd to tower'd Camelot.  
For ere she reach'd upon the tide  
The first house by the water-side,  
Singing in her song she died,  
The Lady of Shalott.  
Under tower and balcony,  
By garden-wall and gallery,  
A gleaming shape she floated by,  
Dead-pale between the houses high,  
Silent into Camelot.  
Out upon the wharfs they came,  
Knight and burgher, lord and dame,  
And round the prow they read her name,  
The Lady of Shalott.  
Who is this? and what is here?  
And in the lighted palace near  
Died the sound of royal cheer;  
And they cross'd themselves for fear,  
All the knights at Camelot:  
But Lancelot mused a little space;  
He said, "She has a lovely face;  
God in his mercy lend her grace,  
The Lady of Shalott." 
 
Aristotle 
 
Poetics, Section I, Part I 
 
Epic poetry and Tragedy, Comedy also and Dithyrambic 
poetry, and the music of the flute and of the lyre in most 
of their forms, are all in their general conception modes of 
imitation. They differ, however, from one another in three 
respects- the medium, the objects, the manner or mode of 
imitation, being in each case distinct.  
 
For as there are persons who, by conscious art or mere 
habit, imitate and represent various objects through the 
medium of color and form, or again by the voice; so in the 
arts above mentioned, taken as a whole, the imitation is 
produced by rhythm, language, or 'harmony,' either singly 
or combined.  
 
Part II 
 
Since the objects of imitation are men in action, and these 
men must be either of a higher or a lower type (for moral 
character mainly answers to these divisions, goodness and 
badness being the distinguishing marks of moral 
differences), it follows that we must represent men either 
as better than in real life, or as worse, or as they are. It is 
the same in painting.  
 
Part IV  
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Poetry in general seems to have sprung from two causes, 
each of them lying deep in our nature. First, the instinct of 
imitation is implanted in man from childhood, one 
difference between him and other animals being that he is 
the most imitative of living creatures, and through 
imitation learns his earliest lessons; and no less universal 
is the pleasure felt in things imitated. We have evidence of 
this in the facts of experience. Objects which in 
themselves we view with pain, we delight to contemplate 
when reproduced with minute fidelity: such as the forms 
of the most ignoble animals and of dead bodies. The cause 
of this again is, that to learn gives the liveliest pleasure, 
not only to philosophers but to men in general; whose 
capacity, however, of learning is more limited. Thus the 
reason why men enjoy seeing a likeness is, that in 
contemplating it they find themselves learning or inferring, 
and saying perhaps, 'Ah, that is he.' For if you happen not 
to have seen the original, the pleasure will be due not to 
the imitation as such, but to the execution, the coloring, or 
some such other cause.  
 
Imitation, then, is one instinct of our nature.  
 
Plato 
 
Republic, Book X 
 
Translated by Benjamin Jowett 
 
Socrates - GLAUCON  
 
Of he many excellences which I perceive in the order of 
our State, there is none which upon reflection pleases me 
better than the rule about poetry.  
 
To what do you refer?  
To the rejection of imitative poetry, which certainly ought 
not to be received; as I see far more clearly now that the 
parts of the soul have been distinguished.  
 
What do you mean?  
Speaking in confidence, for I should not like to have my 
words repeated to the tragedians and the rest of the 
imitative tribe --but I do not mind saying to you, that all 
poetical imitations are ruinous to the understanding of the 
hearers, and that the knowledge of their true nature is the 
only antidote to them.  
 
Explain the purport of your remark.  
Well, I will tell you, although I have always from my 
earliest youth had an awe and love of Homer, which even 
now makes the words falter on my lips, for he is the great 
captain and teacher of the whole of that charming tragic 
company; but a man is not to be reverenced more than the 
truth, and therefore I will speak out.  
 
Very good, he said.  
Listen to me then, or rather, answer me.  

Put your question.  
Can you tell me what imitation is? for I really do not 
know.  
A likely thing, then, that I should know.  
Why not? for the duller eye may often see a thing sooner 
than the keener.  
 
Very true, he said; but in your presence, even if I had any 
faint notion, I could not muster courage to utter it. Will 
you enquire yourself?  
 
Well then, shall we begin the enquiry in our usual manner: 
Whenever a number of individuals have a common name, 
we assume them to have also a corresponding idea or form. 
Do you understand me?  
 
I do.  
Let us take any common instance; there are beds and 
tables in the world --plenty of them, are there not?  
 
Yes.  
But there are only two ideas or forms of them --one the 
idea of a bed, the other of a table.  
 
True.  
And the maker of either of them makes a bed or he makes 
a table for our use, in accordance with the idea --that is 
our way of speaking in this and similar instances --but no 
artificer makes the ideas themselves: how could he?  
 
Impossible.  
And there is another artist, --I should like to know what 
you would say of him.  
 
Who is he?  
One who is the maker of all the works of all other 
workmen.  
What an extraordinary man!  
Wait a little, and there will be more reason for your saying 
so. For this is he who is able to make not only vessels of 
every kind, but plants and animals, himself and all other 
things --the earth and heaven, and the things which are in 
heaven or under the earth; he makes the gods also.  
 
He must be a wizard and no mistake.  
Oh! you are incredulous, are you? Do you mean that there 
is no such maker or creator, or that in one sense there 
might be a maker of all these things but in another not? 
Do you see that there is a way in which you could make 
them all yourself?  
 
What way?  
An easy way enough; or rather, there are many ways in 
which the feat might be quickly and easily accomplished, 
none quicker than that of turning a mirror round and round 
--you would soon enough make the sun and the heavens, 
and the earth and yourself, and other animals and plants, 
and all the, other things of which we were just now 
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speaking, in the mirror.  
 
Yes, he said; but they would be appearances only.  
Very good, I said, you are coming to the point now. And 
the painter too is, as I conceive, just such another --a 
creator of appearances, is he not?  
 
Of course.  
But then I suppose you will say that what he creates is 
untrue. And yet there is a sense in which the painter also 
creates a bed?  
 
Yes, he said, but not a real bed.  
And what of the maker of the bed? Were you not saying 
that he too makes, not the idea which, according to our 
view, is the essence of the bed, but only a particular bed?  
 
Yes, I did.  
Then if he does not make that which exists he cannot 
make true existence, but only some semblance of 
existence; and if any one were to say that the work of the 
maker of the bed, or of any other workman, has real 
existence, he could hardly be supposed to be speaking the 
truth.  
 
At any rate, he replied, philosophers would say that he 
was not speaking the truth.  
 
No wonder, then, that his work too is an indistinct 
expression of truth.  
 
No wonder.  
Suppose now that by the light of the examples just offered 
we enquire who this imitator is?  
 
If you please.  
Well then, here are three beds: one existing in nature, 
which is made by God, as I think that we may say --for no 
one else can be the maker?  
 
No.  
There is another which is the work of the carpenter?  
Yes.  
And the work of the painter is a third?  
Yes.  
Beds, then, are of three kinds, and there are three artists 
who superintend them: God, the maker of the bed, and the 
painter?  
 
Yes, there are three of them.  
God, whether from choice or from necessity, made one 
bed in nature and one only; two or more such ideal beds 
neither ever have been nor ever will be made by God.  
 
Why is that?  
Because even if He had made but two, a third would still 
appear behind them which both of them would have for 
their idea, and that would be the ideal bed and the two 

others.  
 
Very true, he said.  
God knew this, and He desired to be the real maker of a 
real bed, not a particular maker of a particular bed, and 
therefore He created a bed which is essentially and by 
nature one only.  
 
So we believe.  
Shall we, then, speak of Him as the natural author or 
maker of the bed?  
 
Yes, he replied; inasmuch as by the natural process of 
creation He is the author of this and of all other things.  
 
And what shall we say of the carpenter --is not he also the 
maker of the bed?  
 
Yes.  
But would you call the painter a creator and maker?  
Certainly not.  
Yet if he is not the maker, what is he in relation to the bed?  
I think, he said, that we may fairly designate him as the 
imitator of that which the others make.  
 
Good, I said; then you call him who is third in the descent 
from nature an imitator?  
 
Certainly, he said.  
And the tragic poet is an imitator, and therefore, like all 
other imitators, he is thrice removed from the king and 
from the truth?  
 
That appears to be so.  
Then about the imitator we are agreed. And what about 
the painter? --I would like to know whether he may be 
thought to imitate that which originally exists in nature, or 
only the creations of artists?  
 
The latter.  
As they are or as they appear? You have still to determine 
this.  
What do you mean?  
I mean, that you may look at a bed from different points 
of view, obliquely or directly or from any other point of 
view, and the bed will appear different, but there is no 
difference in reality. And the same of all things.  
 
Yes, he said, the difference is only apparent.  
Now let me ask you another question: Which is the art of 
painting designed to be --an imitation of things as they are, 
or as they appear --of appearance or of reality?  
 
Of appearance.  
Then the imitator, I said, is a long way off the truth, and 
can do all things because he lightly touches on a small 
part of them, and that part an image. For example: A 
painter will paint a cobbler, carpenter, or any other artist, 
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though he knows nothing of their arts; and, if he is a good 
artist, he may deceive children or simple persons, when he 
shows them his picture of a carpenter from a distance, and 
they will fancy that they are looking at a real carpenter.  
 
Certainly.  
And whenever any one informs us that he has found a 
man knows all the arts, and all things else that anybody 
knows, and every single thing with a higher degree of 
accuracy than any other man --whoever tells us this, I 
think that we can only imagine to be a simple creature 
who is likely to have been deceived by some wizard or 
actor whom he met, and whom he thought all-knowing, 
because he himself was unable to analyse the nature of 
knowledge and ignorance and imitation.  
 
Most true.  
And so, when we hear persons saying that the tragedians, 
and Homer, who is at their head, know all the arts and all 
things human, virtue as well as vice, and divine things too, 
for that the good poet cannot compose well unless he 
knows his subject, and that he who has not this knowledge 
can never be a poet, we ought to consider whether here 
also there may not be a similar illusion. Perhaps they may 
have come across imitators and been deceived by them; 
they may not have remembered when they saw their 
works that these were but imitations thrice removed from 
the truth, and could easily be made without any 
knowledge of the truth, because they are appearances only 
and not realities? Or, after all, they may be in the right, 
and poets do really know the things about which they 
seem to the many to speak so well?  
 
The question, he said, should by all means be considered.  
Now do you suppose that if a person were able to make 
the original as well as the image, he would seriously 
devote himself to the image-making branch? Would he 
allow imitation to be the ruling principle of his life, as if 
he had nothing higher in him?  
 
I should say not.  
The real artist, who knew what he was imitating, would be 
interested in realities and not in imitations; and would 
desire to leave as memorials of himself works many and 
fair; and, instead of being the author of encomiums, he 
would prefer to be the theme of them.  
 
Yes, he said, that would be to him a source of much 
greater honour and profit.  
 
Then, I said, we must put a question to Homer; not about 
medicine, or any of the arts to which his poems only 
incidentally refer: we are not going to ask him, or any 
other poet, whether he has cured patients like Asclepius, 
or left behind him a school of medicine such as the 
Asclepiads were, or whether he only talks about medicine 
and other arts at second hand; but we have a right to know 
respecting military tactics, politics, education, which are 

the chiefest and noblest subjects of his poems, and we 
may fairly ask him about them. 'Friend Homer,' then we 
say to him, 'if you are only in the second remove from 
truth in what you say of virtue, and not in the third --not 
an image maker or imitator --and if you are able to discern 
what pursuits make men better or worse in private or 
public life, tell us what State was ever better governed by 
your help? The good order of Lacedaemon is due to 
Lycurgus, and many other cities great and small have been 
similarly benefited by others; but who says that you have 
been a good legislator to them and have done them any 
good? Italy and Sicily boast of Charondas, and there is 
Solon who is renowned among us; but what city has 
anything to say about you?' Is there any city which he 
might name?  
 
I think not, said Glaucon; not even the Homerids 
themselves pretend that he was a legislator.  
 
Well, but is there any war on record which was carried on 
successfully by him, or aided by his counsels, when he 
was alive?  
 
There is not.  
Or is there any invention of his, applicable to the arts or to 
human life, such as Thales the Milesian or Anacharsis the 
Scythian, and other ingenious men have conceived, which 
is attributed to him?  
 
There is absolutely nothing of the kind.  
But, if Homer never did any public service, was he 
privately a guide or teacher of any? Had he in his lifetime 
friends who loved to associate with him, and who handed 
down to posterity an Homeric way of life, such as was 
established by Pythagoras who was so greatly beloved for 
his wisdom, and whose followers are to this day quite 
celebrated for the order which was named after him?  
 
Nothing of the kind is recorded of him. For surely, 
Socrates, Creophylus, the companion of Homer, that child 
of flesh, whose name always makes us laugh, might be 
more justly ridiculed for his stupidity, if, as is said, Homer 
was greatly neglected by him and others in his own day 
when he was alive?  
 
Yes, I replied, that is the tradition. But can you imagine, 
Glaucon, that if Homer had really been able to educate 
and improve mankind --if he had possessed knowledge 
and not been a mere imitator --can you imagine, I say, that 
he would not have had many followers, and been 
honoured and loved by them? Protagoras of Abdera, and 
Prodicus of Ceos, and a host of others, have only to 
whisper to their contemporaries: 'You will never be able 
to manage either your own house or your own State until 
you appoint us to be your ministers of education' --and 
this ingenious device of theirs has such an effect in 
making them love them that their companions all but carry 
them about on their shoulders. And is it conceivable that 
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the contemporaries of Homer, or again of Hesiod, would 
have allowed either of them to go about as rhapsodists, if 
they had really been able to make mankind virtuous? 
Would they not have been as unwilling to part with them 
as with gold, and have compelled them to stay at home 
with them? Or, if the master would not stay, then the 
disciples would have followed him about everywhere, 
until they had got education enough?  
 
Yes, Socrates, that, I think, is quite true.  
Then must we not infer that all these poetical individuals, 
beginning with Homer, are only imitators; they copy 
images of virtue and the like, but the truth they never 
reach? The poet is like a painter who, as we have already 
observed, will make a likeness of a cobbler though he 
understands nothing of cobbling; and his picture is good 
enough for those who know no more than he does, and 
judge only by colours and figures.  
 
Quite so.  
In like manner the poet with his words and phrases may 
be said to lay on the colours of the several arts, himself 
understanding their nature only enough to imitate them; 
and other people, who are as ignorant as he is, and judge 
only from his words, imagine that if he speaks of cobbling, 
or of military tactics, or of anything else, in metre and 
harmony and rhythm, he speaks very well --such is the 
sweet influence which melody and rhythm by nature have. 
And I think that you must have observed again and again 
what a poor appearance the tales of poets make when 
stripped of the colours which music puts upon them, and 
recited in simple prose.  
 
Yes, he said.  
They are like faces which were never really beautiful, but 
only blooming; and now the bloom of youth has passed 
away from them?  
 
Exactly.  
Here is another point: The imitator or maker of the image 
knows nothing of true existence; he knows appearances 
only. Am I not right?  
 
Yes.  
Then let us have a clear understanding, and not be 
satisfied with half an explanation.  
 
Proceed.  
Of the painter we say that he will paint reins, and he will 
paint a bit?  
 
Yes.  
And the worker in leather and brass will make them?  
Certainly.  
But does the painter know the right form of the bit and 
reins? Nay, hardly even the workers in brass and leather 
who make them; only the horseman who knows how to 
use them --he knows their right form.  

 
Most true.  
And may we not say the same of all things?  
What?  
That there are three arts which are concerned with all 
things: one which uses, another which makes, a third 
which imitates them?  
 
Yes.  
And the excellence or beauty or truth of every structure, 
animate or inanimate, and of every action of man, is 
relative to the use for which nature or the artist has 
intended them.  
 
True.  
Then the user of them must have the greatest experience 
of them, and he must indicate to the maker the good or 
bad qualities which develop themselves in use; for 
example, the flute-player will tell the flute-maker which 
of his flutes is satisfactory to the performer; he will tell 
him how he ought to make them, and the other will attend 
to his instructions?  
 
Of course.  
The one knows and therefore speaks with authority about 
the goodness and badness of flutes, while the other, 
confiding in him, will do what he is told by him?  
 
True.  
The instrument is the same, but about the excellence or 
badness of it the maker will only attain to a correct belief; 
and this he will gain from him who knows, by talking to 
him and being compelled to hear what he has to say, 
whereas the user will have knowledge?  
 
True.  
But will the imitator have either? Will he know from use 
whether or no his drawing is correct or beautiful? Or will 
he have right opinion from being compelled to associate 
with another who knows and gives him instructions about 
what he should draw?  
 
Neither.  
Then he will no more have true opinion than he will have 
knowledge about the goodness or badness of his 
imitations?  
 
I suppose not.  
The imitative artist will be in a brilliant state of 
intelligence about his own creations?  
 
Nay, very much the reverse.  
And still he will go on imitating without knowing what 
makes a thing good or bad, and may be expected therefore 
to imitate only that which appears to be good to the 
ignorant multitude?  
 
Just so.  
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Thus far then we are pretty well agreed that the imitator 
has no knowledge worth mentioning of what he imitates. 
Imitation is only a kind of play or sport, and the tragic 
poets, whether they write in iambic or in Heroic verse, are 
imitators in the highest degree?  
 
Very true.  
And now tell me, I conjure you, has not imitation been 
shown by us to be concerned with that which is thrice 
removed from the truth?  
 
Certainly.  
And what is the faculty in man to which imitation is 
addressed?  
What do you mean?  
I will explain: The body which is large when seen near, 
appears small when seen at a distance?  
 
True.  
And the same object appears straight when looked at out 
of the water, and crooked when in the water; and the 
concave becomes convex, owing to the illusion about 
colours to which the sight is liable. Thus every sort of 
confusion is revealed within us; and this is that weakness 
of the human mind on which the art of conjuring and of 
deceiving by light and shadow and other ingenious 
devices imposes, having an effect upon us like magic.  
 
True.  
And the arts of measuring and numbering and weighing 
come to the rescue of the human understanding-there is 
the beauty of them --and the apparent greater or less, or 
more or heavier, no longer have the mastery over us, but 
give way before calculation and measure and weight?  
 
Most true.  
And this, surely, must be the work of the calculating and 
rational principle in the soul  
 
To be sure.  
And when this principle measures and certifies that some 
things are equal, or that some are greater or less than 
others, there occurs an apparent contradiction?  
 
True.  
But were we not saying that such a contradiction is the 
same faculty cannot have contrary opinions at the same 
time about the same thing?  
 
Very true.  
Then that part of the soul which has an opinion contrary to 
measure is not the same with that which has an opinion in 
accordance with measure?  
 
True.  
And the better part of the soul is likely to be that which 
trusts to measure and calculation?  
 

Certainly.  
And that which is opposed to them is one of the inferior 
principles of the soul?  
 
No doubt.  
This was the conclusion at which I was seeking to arrive 
when I said that painting or drawing, and imitation in 
general, when doing their own proper work, are far 
removed from truth, and the companions and friends and 
associates of a principle within us which is equally 
removed from reason, and that they have no true or 
healthy aim.  
 
Exactly.  
The imitative art is an inferior who marries an inferior, 
and has inferior offspring.  
 
Very true.  
And is this confined to the sight only, or does it extend to 
the hearing also, relating in fact to what we term poetry?  
 
Probably the same would be true of poetry.  
Do not rely, I said, on a probability derived from the 
analogy of painting; but let us examine further and see 
whether the faculty with which poetical imitation is 
concerned is good or bad.  
 
By all means.  
We may state the question thus: --Imitation imitates the 
actions of men, whether voluntary or involuntary, on 
which, as they imagine, a good or bad result has ensued, 
and they rejoice or sorrow accordingly. Is there anything 
more?  
 
No, there is nothing else.  
But in all this variety of circumstances is the man at unity 
with himself --or rather, as in the instance of sight there 
was confusion and opposition in his opinions about the 
same things, so here also is there not strife and 
inconsistency in his life? Though I need hardly raise the 
question again, for I remember that all this has been 
already admitted; and the soul has been acknowledged by 
us to be full of these and ten thousand similar oppositions 
occurring at the same moment?  
 
And we were right, he said.  
Yes, I said, thus far we were right; but there was an 
omission which must now be supplied.  
 
What was the omission?  
Were we not saying that a good man, who has the 
misfortune to lose his son or anything else which is most 
dear to him, will bear the loss with more equanimity than 
another?  
 
Yes.  
But will he have no sorrow, or shall we say that although 
he cannot help sorrowing, he will moderate his sorrow?  
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The latter, he said, is the truer statement.  
Tell me: will he be more likely to struggle and hold out 
against his sorrow when he is seen by his equals, or when 
he is alone?  
 
It will make a great difference whether he is seen or not.  
When he is by himself he will not mind saying or doing 
many things which he would be ashamed of any one 
hearing or seeing him do?  
 
True.  
There is a principle of law and reason in him which bids 
him resist, as well as a feeling of his misfortune which is 
forcing him to indulge his sorrow?  
 
True.  
But when a man is drawn in two opposite directions, to 
and from the same object, this, as we affirm, necessarily 
implies two distinct principles in him?  
 
Certainly.  
One of them is ready to follow the guidance of the law?  
How do you mean?  
The law would say that to be patient under suffering is 
best, and that we should not give way to impatience, as 
there is no knowing whether such things are good or evil; 
and nothing is gained by impatience; also, because no 
human thing is of serious importance, and grief stands in 
the way of that which at the moment is most required.  
 
What is most required? he asked.  
That we should take counsel about what has happened, 
and when the dice have been thrown order our affairs in 
the way which reason deems best; not, like children who 
have had a fall, keeping hold of the part struck and 
wasting time in setting up a howl, but always accustoming 
the soul forthwith to apply a remedy, raising up that which 
is sickly and fallen, banishing the cry of sorrow by the 
healing art.  
 
Yes, he said, that is the true way of meeting the attacks of 
fortune.  
 
Yes, I said; and the higher principle is ready to follow this 
suggestion of reason?  
 
Clearly.  
And the other principle, which inclines us to recollection 
of our troubles and to lamentation, and can never have 
enough of them, we may call irrational, useless, and 
cowardly?  
 
Indeed, we may.  
And does not the latter --I mean the rebellious principle 
--furnish a great variety of materials for imitation? 
Whereas the wise and calm temperament, being always 
nearly equable, is not easy to imitate or to appreciate 

when imitated, especially at a public festival when a 
promiscuous crowd is assembled in a theatre. For the 
feeling represented is one to which they are strangers.  
 
Certainly.  
Then the imitative poet who aims at being popular is not 
by nature made, nor is his art intended, to please or to 
affect the principle in the soul; but he will prefer the 
passionate and fitful temper, which is easily imitated?  
 
Clearly.  
And now we may fairly take him and place him by the 
side of the painter, for he is like him in two ways: first, 
inasmuch as his creations have an inferior degree of truth 
--in this, I say, he is like him; and he is also like him in 
being concerned with an inferior part of the soul; and 
therefore we shall be right in refusing to admit him into a 
well-ordered State, because he awakens and nourishes and 
strengthens the feelings and impairs the reason. As in a 
city when the evil are permitted to have authority and the 
good are put out of the way, so in the soul of man, as we 
maintain, the imitative poet implants an evil constitution, 
for he indulges the irrational nature which has no 
discernment of greater and less, but thinks the same thing 
at one time great and at another small-he is a manufacturer 
of images and is very far removed from the truth.  
 
Exactly.  
But we have not yet brought forward the heaviest count in 
our accusation: --the power which poetry has of harming 
even the good (and there are very few who are not 
harmed), is surely an awful thing?  
 
Yes, certainly, if the effect is what you say.  
Hear and judge: The best of us, as I conceive, when we 
listen to a passage of Homer, or one of the tragedians, in 
which he represents some pitiful hero who is drawling out 
his sorrows in a long oration, or weeping, and smiting his 
breast --the best of us, you know, delight in giving way to 
sympathy, and are in raptures at the excellence of the poet 
who stirs our feelings most.  
 
Yes, of course I know.  
But when any sorrow of our own happens to us, then you 
may observe that we pride ourselves on the opposite 
quality --we would fain be quiet and patient; this is the 
manly part, and the other which delighted us in the 
recitation is now deemed to be the part of a woman.  
 
Very true, he said.  
Now can we be right in praising and admiring another 
who is doing that which any one of us would abominate 
and be ashamed of in his own person?  
 
No, he said, that is certainly not reasonable.  
Nay, I said, quite reasonable from one point of view.  
What point of view?  
If you consider, I said, that when in misfortune we feel a 
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natural hunger and desire to relieve our sorrow by 
weeping and lamentation, and that this feeling which is 
kept under control in our own calamities is satisfied and 
delighted by the poets;-the better nature in each of us, not 
having been sufficiently trained by reason or habit, allows 
the sympathetic element to break loose because the sorrow 
is another's; and the spectator fancies that there can be no 
disgrace to himself in praising and pitying any one who 
comes telling him what a good man he is, and making a 
fuss about his troubles; he thinks that the pleasure is a 
gain, and why should he be supercilious and lose this and 
the poem too? Few persons ever reflect, as I should 
imagine, that from the evil of other men something of evil 
is communicated to themselves. And so the feeling of 
sorrow which has gathered strength at the sight of the 
misfortunes of others is with difficulty repressed in our 
own.  
 
How very true!  
And does not the same hold also of the ridiculous? There 
are jests which you would be ashamed to make yourself, 
and yet on the comic stage, or indeed in private, when you 
hear them, you are greatly amused by them, and are not at 
all disgusted at their unseemliness; --the case of pity is 
repeated; --there is a principle in human nature which is 
disposed to raise a laugh, and this which you once 
restrained by reason, because you were afraid of being 
thought a buffoon, is now let out again; and having 
stimulated the risible faculty at the theatre, you are 
betrayed unconsciously to yourself into playing the comic 
poet at home.  
 
Quite true, he said.  
And the same may be said of lust and anger and all the 
other affections, of desire and pain and pleasure, which 
are held to be inseparable from every action ---in all of 
them poetry feeds and waters the passions instead of 
drying them up; she lets them rule, although they ought to 
be controlled, if mankind are ever to increase in happiness 
and virtue.  
 
I cannot deny it.  
Therefore, Glaucon, I said, whenever you meet with any 
of the eulogists of Homer declaring that he has been the 
educator of Hellas, and that he is profitable for education 
and for the ordering of human things, and that you should 
take him up again and again and get to know him and 
regulate your whole life according to him, we may love 
and honour those who say these things --they are excellent 
people, as far as their lights extend; and we are ready to 
acknowledge that Homer is the greatest of poets and first 
of tragedy writers; but we must remain firm in our 
conviction that hymns to the gods and praises of famous 
men are the only poetry which ought to be admitted into 
our State. For if you go beyond this and allow the honeyed 
muse to enter, either in epic or lyric verse, not law and the 
reason of mankind, which by common consent have ever 
been deemed best, but pleasure and pain will be the rulers 

in our State.  
 
That is most true, he said.  
And now since we have reverted to the subject of poetry, 
let this our defence serve to show the reasonableness of 
our former judgment in sending away out of our State an 
art having the tendencies which we have described; for 
reason constrained us. But that she may impute to us any 
harshness or want of politeness, let us tell her that there is 
an ancient quarrel between philosophy and poetry; of 
which there are many proofs, such as the saying of 'the 
yelping hound howling at her lord,' or of one 'mighty in 
the vain talk of fools,' and 'the mob of sages 
circumventing Zeus,' and the 'subtle thinkers who are 
beggars after all'; and there are innumerable other signs of 
ancient enmity between them. Notwithstanding this, let us 
assure our sweet friend and the sister arts of imitation that 
if she will only prove her title to exist in a well-ordered 
State we shall be delighted to receive her --we are very 
conscious of her charms; but we may not on that account 
betray the truth. I dare say, Glaucon, that you are as much 
charmed by her as I am, especially when she appears in 
Homer?  
 
Yes, indeed, I am greatly charmed.  
Shall I propose, then, that she be allowed to return from 
exile, but upon this condition only --that she make a 
defence of herself in lyrical or some other metre?  
 
Certainly.  
And we may further grant to those of her defenders who 
are lovers of poetry and yet not poets the permission to 
speak in prose on her behalf: let them show not only that 
she is pleasant but also useful to States and to human life, 
and we will listen in a kindly spirit; for if this can be 
proved we shall surely be the gainers --I mean, if there is a 
use in poetry as well as a delight?  
 
Certainly, he said, we shall the gainers.  
If her defence fails, then, my dear friend, like other 
persons who are enamoured of something, but put a 
restraint upon themselves when they think their desires are 
opposed to their interests, so too must we after the manner 
of lovers give her up, though not without a struggle. We 
too are inspired by that love of poetry which the education 
of noble States has implanted in us, and therefore we 
would have her appear at her best and truest; but so long 
as she is unable to make good her defence, this argument 
of ours shall be a charm to us, which we will repeat to 
ourselves while we listen to her strains; that we may not 
fall away into the childish love of her which captivates the 
many. At all events we are well aware that poetry being 
such as we have described is not to be regarded seriously 
as attaining to the truth; and he who listens to her, fearing 
for the safety of the city which is within him, should be on 
his guard against her seductions and make our words his 
law.  
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Yes, he said, I quite agree with you.  
Yes, I said, my dear Glaucon, for great is the issue at stake, 
greater than appears, whether a man is to be good or bad. 
And what will any one be profited if under the influence 
of honour or money or power, aye, or under the 
excitement of poetry, he neglect justice and virtue?  
 
Yes, he said; I have been convinced by the argument, as I 
believe that any one else would have been.  
 
And yet no mention has been made of the greatest prizes 
and rewards which await virtue.  
 
What, are there any greater still? If there are, they must be 
of an inconceivable greatness.  
 
Why, I said, what was ever great in a short time? The 
whole period of threescore years and ten is surely but a 
little thing in comparison with eternity?  
 
Say rather 'nothing,' he replied.  
And should an immortal being seriously think of this little 
space rather than of the whole?  
 
Of the whole, certainly. But why do you ask?  
Are you not aware, I said, that the soul of man is immortal 
and imperishable?  
 
He looked at me in astonishment, and said: No, by heaven: 
And are you really prepared to maintain this?  
 
Yes, I said, I ought to be, and you too --there is no 
difficulty in proving it.  
 
I see a great difficulty; but I should like to hear you state 
this argument of which you make so light.  
 
Listen then.  
I am attending.  
There is a thing which you call good and another which 
you call evil?  
 
Yes, he replied.  
Would you agree with me in thinking that the corrupting 
and destroying element is the evil, and the saving and 
improving element the good?  
 
Yes.  
And you admit that every thing has a good and also an 
evil; as ophthalmia is the evil of the eyes and disease of 
the whole body; as mildew is of corn, and rot of timber, or 
rust of copper and iron: in everything, or in almost 
everything, there is an inherent evil and disease?  
 
Yes, he said.  
And anything which is infected by any of these evils is 
made evil, and at last wholly dissolves and dies?  
 

True.  
The vice and evil which is inherent in each is the 
destruction of each; and if this does not destroy them there 
is nothing else that will; for good certainly will not 
destroy them, nor again, that which is neither good nor 
evil.  
 
Certainly not.  
If, then, we find any nature which having this inherent 
corruption cannot be dissolved or destroyed, we may be 
certain that of such a nature there is no destruction?  
 
That may be assumed.  
Well, I said, and is there no evil which corrupts the soul?  
Yes, he said, there are all the evils which we were just 
now passing in review: unrighteousness, intemperance, 
cowardice, ignorance.  
 
But does any of these dissolve or destroy her? --and here 
do not let us fall into the error of supposing that the unjust 
and foolish man, when he is detected, perishes through his 
own injustice, which is an evil of the soul. Take the 
analogy of the body: The evil of the body is a disease 
which wastes and reduces and annihilates the body; and 
all the things of which we were just now speaking come to 
annihilation through their own corruption attaching to 
them and inhering in them and so destroying them. Is not 
this true?  
 
Yes.  
Consider the soul in like manner. Does the injustice or 
other evil which exists in the soul waste and consume her? 
Do they by attaching to the soul and inhering in her at last 
bring her to death, and so separate her from the body ?  
 
Certainly not.  
And yet, I said, it is unreasonable to suppose that anything 
can perish from without through affection of external evil 
which could not be destroyed from within by a corruption 
of its own?  
 
It is, he replied.  
Consider, I said, Glaucon, that even the badness of food, 
whether staleness, decomposition, or any other bad quality, 
when confined to the actual food, is not supposed to 
destroy the body; although, if the badness of food 
communicates corruption to the body, then we should say 
that the body has been destroyed by a corruption of itself, 
which is disease, brought on by this; but that the body, 
being one thing, can be destroyed by the badness of food, 
which is another, and which does not engender any natural 
infection --this we shall absolutely deny?  
 
Very true.  
And, on the same principle, unless some bodily evil can 
produce an evil of the soul, we must not suppose that the 
soul, which is one thing, can be dissolved by any merely 
external evil which belongs to another?  
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Yes, he said, there is reason in that.  
Either then, let us refute this conclusion, or, while it 
remains unrefuted, let us never say that fever, or any other 
disease, or the knife put to the throat, or even the cutting 
up of the whole body into the minutest pieces, can destroy 
the soul, until she herself is proved to become more 
unholy or unrighteous in consequence of these things 
being done to the body; but that the soul, or anything else 
if not destroyed by an internal evil, can be destroyed by an 
external one, is not to. be affirmed by any man.  
 
And surely, he replied, no one will ever prove that the 
souls of men become more unjust in consequence of death.  
 
But if some one who would rather not admit the 
immortality of the soul boldly denies this, and says that 
the dying do really become more evil and unrighteous, 
then, if the speaker is right, I suppose that injustice, like 
disease, must be assumed to be fatal to the unjust, and that 
those who take this disorder die by the natural inherent 
power of destruction which evil has, and which kills them 
sooner or later, but in quite another way from that in 
which, at present, the wicked receive death at the hands of 
others as the penalty of their deeds?  
 
Nay, he said, in that case injustice, if fatal to the unjust, 
will not be so very terrible to him, for he will be delivered 
from evil. But I rather suspect the opposite to be the truth, 
and that injustice which, if it have the power, will murder 
others, keeps the murderer alive --aye, and well awake too; 
so far removed is her dwelling-place from being a house 
of death.  
 
True, I said; if the inherent natural vice or evil of the soul 
is unable to kill or destroy her, hardly will that which is 
appointed to be the destruction of some other body, 
destroy a soul or anything else except that of which it was 
appointed to be the destruction.  
 
Yes, that can hardly be.  
But the soul which cannot be destroyed by an evil, 
whether inherent or external, must exist for ever, and if 
existing for ever, must be immortal?  
 
Certainly.  
That is the conclusion, I said; and, if a true conclusion, 
then the souls must always be the same, for if none be 
destroyed they will not diminish in number. Neither will 
they increase, for the increase of the immortal natures 
must come from something mortal, and all things would 
thus end in immortality.  
 
Very true.  
But this we cannot believe --reason will not allow us --any 
more than we can believe the soul, in her truest nature, to 
be full of variety and difference and dissimilarity.  
 

What do you mean? he said.  
The soul, I said, being, as is now proven, immortal, must 
be the fairest of compositions and cannot be compounded 
of many elements?  
 
Certainly not.  
Her immortality is demonstrated by the previous argument, 
and there are many other proofs; but to see her as she 
really is, not as we now behold her, marred by 
communion with the body and other miseries, you must 
contemplate her with the eye of reason, in her original 
purity; and then her beauty will be revealed, and justice 
and injustice and all the things which we have described 
will be manifested more clearly. Thus far, we have spoken 
the truth concerning her as she appears at present, but we 
must remember also that we have seen her only in a 
condition which may be compared to that of the sea-god 
Glaucus, whose original image can hardly be discerned 
because his natural members are broken off and crushed 
and damaged by the waves in all sorts of ways, and 
incrustations have grown over them of seaweed and shells 
and stones, so that he is more like some monster than he is 
to his own natural form. And the soul which we behold is 
in a similar condition, disfigured by ten thousand ills. But 
not there, Glaucon, not there must we look.  
 
Where then?  
At her love of wisdom. Let us see whom she affects, and 
what society and converse she seeks in virtue of her near 
kindred with the immortal and eternal and divine; also 
how different she would become if wholly following this 
superior principle, and borne by a divine impulse out of 
the ocean in which she now is, and disengaged from the 
stones and shells and things of earth and rock which in 
wild variety spring up around her because she feeds upon 
earth, and is overgrown by the good things of this life as 
they are termed: then you would see her as she is, and 
know whether she has one shape only or many, or what 
her nature is. Of her affections and of the forms which she 
takes in this present life I think that we have now said 
enough.  
 
True, he replied.  
And thus, I said, we have fulfilled the conditions of the 
argument; we have not introduced the rewards and glories 
of justice, which, as you were saying, are to be found in 
Homer and Hesiod; but justice in her own nature has been 
shown to be best for the soul in her own nature. Let a man 
do what is just, whether he have the ring of Gyges or not, 
and even if in addition to the ring of Gyges he put on the 
helmet of Hades.  
 
Very true.  
And now, Glaucon, there will be no harm in further 
enumerating how many and how great are the rewards 
which justice and the other virtues procure to the soul 
from gods and men, both in life and after death.  
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Certainly not, he said.  
Will you repay me, then, what you borrowed in the 
argument?  
What did I borrow?  
The assumption that the just man should appear unjust and 
the unjust just: for you were of opinion that even if the 
true state of the case could not possibly escape the eyes of 
gods and men, still this admission ought to be made for 
the sake of the argument, in order that pure justice might 
be weighed against pure injustice. Do you remember?  
 
I should be much to blame if I had forgotten.  
Then, as the cause is decided, I demand on behalf of 
justice that the estimation in which she is held by gods 
and men and which we acknowledge to be her due should 
now be restored to her by us; since she has been shown to 
confer reality, and not to deceive those who truly possess 
her, let what has been taken from her be given back, that 
so she may win that palm of appearance which is hers also, 
and which she gives to her own.  
 
The demand, he said, is just.  
In the first place, I said --and this is the first thing which 
you will have to give back --the nature both of the just and 
unjust is truly known to the gods.  
 
Granted.  
And if they are both known to them, one must be the 
friend and the other the enemy of the gods, as we admitted 
from the beginning?  
 
True.  
And the friend of the gods may be supposed to receive 
from them all things at their best, excepting only such evil 
as is the necessary consequence of former sins?  
 
Certainly.  
Then this must be our notion of the just man, that even 
when he is in poverty or sickness, or any other seeming 
misfortune, all things will in the end work together for 
good to him in life and death: for the gods have a care of 
any one whose desire is to become just and to be like God, 
as far as man can attain the divine likeness, by the pursuit 
of virtue?  
 
Yes, he said; if he is like God he will surely not be 
neglected by him.  
 
And of the unjust may not the opposite be supposed?  
Certainly.  
Such, then, are the palms of victory which the gods give 
the just?  
That is my conviction.  
And what do they receive of men? Look at things as they 
really are, and you will see that the clever unjust are in the 
case of runners, who run well from the starting-place to 
the goal but not back again from the goal: they go off at a 
great pace, but in the end only look foolish, slinking away 

with their ears draggling on their shoulders, and without a 
crown; but the true runner comes to the finish and receives 
the prize and is crowned. And this is the way with the just; 
he who endures to the end of every action and occasion of 
his entire life has a good report and carries off the prize 
which men have to bestow.  
 
True.  
And now you must allow me to repeat of the just the 
blessings which you were attributing to the fortunate 
unjust. I shall say of them, what you were saying of the 
others, that as they grow older, they become rulers in their 
own city if they care to be; they marry whom they like and 
give in marriage to whom they will; all that you said of 
the others I now say of these. And, on the other hand, of 
the unjust I say that the greater number, even though they 
escape in their youth, are found out at last and look foolish 
at the end of their course, and when they come to be old 
and miserable are flouted alike by stranger and citizen; 
they are beaten and then come those things unfit for ears 
polite, as you truly term them; they will be racked and 
have their eyes burned out, as you were saying. And you 
may suppose that I have repeated the remainder of your 
tale of horrors. But will you let me assume, without 
reciting them, that these things are true?  
 
Certainly, he said, what you say is true.  
These, then, are the prizes and rewards and gifts which are 
bestowed upon the just by gods and men in this present 
life, in addition to the other good things which justice of 
herself provides.  
 
Yes, he said; and they are fair and lasting.  
And yet, I said, all these are as nothing, either in number 
or greatness in comparison with those other recompenses 
which await both just and unjust after death. And you 
ought to hear them, and then both just and unjust will have 
received from us a full payment of the debt which the 
argument owes to them.  
 
Speak, he said; there are few things which I would more 
gladly hear.  
 
Socrates  
 
Well, I said, I will tell you a tale; not one of the tales 
which Odysseus tells to the hero Alcinous, yet this too is a 
tale of a hero, Er the son of Armenius, a Pamphylian by 
birth. He was slain in battle, and ten days afterwards, 
when the bodies of the dead were taken up already in a 
state of corruption, his body was found unaffected by 
decay, and carried away home to be buried. And on the 
twelfth day, as he was lying on the funeral pile, he 
returned to life and told them what he had seen in the 
other world. He said that when his soul left the body he 
went on a journey with a great company, and that they 
came to a mysterious place at which there were two 
openings in the earth; they were near together, and over 
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against them were two other openings in the heaven above. 
In the intermediate space there were judges seated, who 
commanded the just, after they had given judgment on 
them and had bound their sentences in front of them, to 
ascend by the heavenly way on the right hand; and in like 
manner the unjust were bidden by them to descend by the 
lower way on the left hand; these also bore the symbols of 
their deeds, but fastened on their backs. He drew near, and 
they told him that he was to be the messenger who would 
carry the report of the other world to men, and they bade 
him hear and see all that was to be heard and seen in that 
place. Then he beheld and saw on one side the souls 
departing at either opening of heaven and earth when 
sentence had been given on them; and at the two other 
openings other souls, some ascending out of the earth 
dusty and worn with travel, some descending out of 
heaven clean and bright. And arriving ever and anon they 
seemed to have come from a long journey, and they went 
forth with gladness into the meadow, where they 
encamped as at a festival; and those who knew one 
another embraced and conversed, the souls which came 
from earth curiously enquiring about the things above, and 
the souls which came from heaven about the things 
beneath. And they told one another of what had happened 
by the way, those from below weeping and sorrowing at 
the remembrance of the things which they had endured 
and seen in their journey beneath the earth (now the 
journey lasted a thousand years), while those from above 
were describing heavenly delights and visions of 
inconceivable beauty. The Story, Glaucon, would take too 
long to tell; but the sum was this: --He said that for every 
wrong which they had done to any one they suffered 
tenfold; or once in a hundred years --such being reckoned 
to be the length of man's life, and the penalty being thus 
paid ten times in a thousand years. If, for example, there 
were any who had been the cause of many deaths, or had 
betrayed or enslaved cities or armies, or been guilty of any 
other evil behaviour, for each and all of their offences 
they received punishment ten times over, and the rewards 
of beneficence and justice and holiness were in the same 
proportion. I need hardly repeat what he said concerning 
young children dying almost as soon as they were born. 
Of piety and impiety to gods and parents, and of 
murderers, there were retributions other and greater far 
which he described. He mentioned that he was present 
when one of the spirits asked another, 'Where is Ardiaeus 
the Great?' (Now this Ardiaeus lived a thousand years 
before the time of Er: he had been the tyrant of some city 
of Pamphylia, and had murdered his aged father and his 
elder brother, and was said to have committed many other 
abominable crimes.) The answer of the other spirit was: 
'He comes not hither and will never come. And this,' said 
he, 'was one of the dreadful sights which we ourselves 
witnessed. We were at the mouth of the cavern, and, 
having completed all our experiences, were about to 
reascend, when of a sudden Ardiaeus appeared and 
several others, most of whom were tyrants; and there were 
also besides the tyrants private individuals who had been 

great criminals: they were just, as they fancied, about to 
return into the upper world, but the mouth, instead of 
admitting them, gave a roar, whenever any of these 
incurable sinners or some one who had not been 
sufficiently punished tried to ascend; and then wild men 
of fiery aspect, who were standing by and heard the sound, 
seized and carried them off; and Ardiaeus and others they 
bound head and foot and hand, and threw them down and 
flayed them with scourges, and dragged them along the 
road at the side, carding them on thorns like wool, and 
declaring to the passers-by what were their crimes, and 
that they were being taken away to be cast into hell.' And 
of all the many terrors which they had endured, he said 
that there was none like the terror which each of them felt 
at that moment, lest they should hear the voice; and when 
there was silence, one by one they ascended with 
exceeding joy. These, said Er, were the penalties and 
retributions, and there were blessings as great.  
 
Now when the spirits which were in the meadow had 
tarried seven days, on the eighth they were obliged to 
proceed on their journey, and, on the fourth day after, he 
said that they came to a place where they could see from 
above a line of light, straight as a column, extending right 
through the whole heaven and through the earth, in colour 
resembling the rainbow, only brighter and purer; another 
day's journey brought them to the place, and there, in the 
midst of the light, they saw the ends of the chains of 
heaven let down from above: for this light is the belt of 
heaven, and holds together the circle of the universe, like 
the under-girders of a trireme. From these ends is 
extended the spindle of Necessity, on which all the 
revolutions turn. The shaft and hook of this spindle are 
made of steel, and the whorl is made partly of steel and 
also partly of other materials. Now the whorl is in form 
like the whorl used on earth; and the description of it 
implied that there is one large hollow whorl which is quite 
scooped out, and into this is fitted another lesser one, and 
another, and another, and four others, making eight in all, 
like vessels which fit into one another; the whorls show 
their edges on the upper side, and on their lower side all 
together form one continuous whorl. This is pierced by the 
spindle, which is driven home through the centre of the 
eighth. The first and outermost whorl has the rim broadest, 
and the seven inner whorls are narrower, in the following 
proportions --the sixth is next to the first in size, the fourth 
next to the sixth; then comes the eighth; the seventh is 
fifth, the fifth is sixth, the third is seventh, last and eighth 
comes the second. The largest (of fixed stars) is spangled, 
and the seventh (or sun) is brightest; the eighth (or moon) 
coloured by the reflected light of the seventh; the second 
and fifth (Saturn and Mercury) are in colour like one 
another, and yellower than the preceding; the third (Venus) 
has the whitest light; the fourth (Mars) is reddish; the sixth 
(Jupiter) is in whiteness second. Now the whole spindle 
has the same motion; but, as the whole revolves in one 
direction, the seven inner circles move slowly in the other, 
and of these the swiftest is the eighth; next in swiftness 
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are the seventh, sixth, and fifth, which move together; 
third in swiftness appeared to move according to the law 
of this reversed motion the fourth; the third appeared 
fourth and the second fifth. The spindle turns on the knees 
of Necessity; and on the upper surface of each circle is a 
siren, who goes round with them, hymning a single tone 
or note. The eight together form one harmony; and round 
about, at equal intervals, there is another band, three in 
number, each sitting upon her throne: these are the Fates, 
daughters of Necessity, who are clothed in white robes 
and have chaplets upon their heads, Lachesis and Clotho 
and Atropos, who accompany with their voices the 
harmony of the sirens --Lachesis singing of the past, 
Clotho of the present, Atropos of the future; Clotho from 
time to time assisting with a touch of her right hand the 
revolution of the outer circle of the whorl or spindle, and 
Atropos with her left hand touching and guiding the inner 
ones, and Lachesis laying hold of either in turn, first with 
one hand and then with the other.  
 
When Er and the spirits arrived, their duty was to go at 
once to Lachesis; but first of all there came a prophet who 
arranged them in order; then he took from the knees of 
Lachesis lots and samples of lives, and having mounted a 
high pulpit, spoke as follows: 'Hear the word of Lachesis, 
the daughter of Necessity. Mortal souls, behold a new 
cycle of life and mortality. Your genius will not be 
allotted to you, but you choose your genius; and let him 
who draws the first lot have the first choice, and the life 
which he chooses shall be his destiny. Virtue is free, and 
as a man honours or dishonours her he will have more or 
less of her; the responsibility is with the chooser --God is 
justified.' When the Interpreter had thus spoken he 
scattered lots indifferently among them all, and each of 
them took up the lot which fell near him, all but Er 
himself (he was not allowed), and each as he took his lot 
perceived the number which he had obtained. Then the 
Interpreter placed on the ground before them the samples 
of lives; and there were many more lives than the souls 
present, and they were of all sorts. There were lives of 
every animal and of man in every condition. And there 
were tyrannies among them, some lasting out the tyrant's 
life, others which broke off in the middle and came to an 
end in poverty and exile and beggary; and there were lives 
of famous men, some who were famous for their form and 
beauty as well as for their strength and success in games, 
or, again, for their birth and the qualities of their ancestors; 
and some who were the reverse of famous for the opposite 
qualities. And of women likewise; there was not, however, 
any definite character them, because the soul, when 
choosing a new life, must of necessity become different. 
But there was every other quality, and the all mingled 
with one another, and also with elements of wealth and 
poverty, and disease and health; and there were mean 
states also. And here, my dear Glaucon, is the supreme 
peril of our human state; and therefore the utmost care 
should be taken. Let each one of us leave every other kind 
of knowledge and seek and follow one thing only, if 

peradventure he may be able to learn and may find some 
one who will make him able to learn and discern between 
good and evil, and so to choose always and everywhere 
the better life as he has opportunity. He should consider 
the bearing of all these things which have been mentioned 
severally and collectively upon virtue; he should know 
what the effect of beauty is when combined with poverty 
or wealth in a particular soul, and what are the good and 
evil consequences of noble and humble birth, of private 
and public station, of strength and weakness, of cleverness 
and dullness, and of all the soul, and the operation of them 
when conjoined; he will then look at the nature of the soul, 
and from the consideration of all these qualities he will be 
able to determine which is the better and which is the 
worse; and so he will choose, giving the name of evil to 
the life which will make his soul more unjust, and good to 
the life which will make his soul more just; all else he will 
disregard. For we have seen and know that this is the best 
choice both in life and after death. A man must take with 
him into the world below an adamantine faith in truth and 
right, that there too he may be undazzled by the desire of 
wealth or the other allurements of evil, lest, coming upon 
tyrannies and similar villainies, he do irremediable wrongs 
to others and suffer yet worse himself; but let him know 
how to choose the mean and avoid the extremes on either 
side, as far as possible, not only in this life but in all that 
which is to come. For this is the way of happiness.  
 
And according to the report of the messenger from the 
other world this was what the prophet said at the time: 
'Even for the last comer, if he chooses wisely and will live 
diligently, there is appointed a happy and not undesirable 
existence. Let not him who chooses first be careless, and 
let not the last despair.' And when he had spoken, he who 
had the first choice came forward and in a moment chose 
the greatest tyranny; his mind having been darkened by 
folly and sensuality, he had not thought out the whole 
matter before he chose, and did not at first sight perceive 
that he was fated, among other evils, to devour his own 
children. But when he had time to reflect, and saw what 
was in the lot, he began to beat his breast and lament over 
his choice, forgetting the proclamation of the prophet; for, 
instead of throwing the blame of his misfortune on 
himself, he accused chance and the gods, and everything 
rather than himself. Now he was one of those who came 
from heaven, and in a former life had dwelt in a 
well-ordered State, but his virtue was a matter of habit 
only, and he had no philosophy. And it was true of others 
who were similarly overtaken, that the greater number of 
them came from heaven and therefore they had never been 
schooled by trial, whereas the pilgrims who came from 
earth, having themselves suffered and seen others suffer, 
were not in a hurry to choose. And owing to this 
inexperience of theirs, and also because the lot was a 
chance, many of the souls exchanged a good destiny for 
an evil or an evil for a good. For if a man had always on 
his arrival in this world dedicated himself from the first to 
sound philosophy, and had been moderately fortunate in 
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the number of the lot, he might, as the messenger reported, 
be happy here, and also his journey to another life and 
return to this, instead of being rough and underground, 
would be smooth and heavenly. Most curious, he said, 
was the spectacle --sad and laughable and strange; for the 
choice of the souls was in most cases based on their 
experience of a previous life. There he saw the soul which 
had once been Orpheus choosing the life of a swan out of 
enmity to the race of women, hating to be born of a 
woman because they had been his murderers; he beheld 
also the soul of Thamyras choosing the life of a 
nightingale; birds, on the other hand, like the swan and 
other musicians, wanting to be men. The soul which 
obtained the twentieth lot chose the life of a lion, and this 
was the soul of Ajax the son of Telamon, who would not 
be a man, remembering the injustice which was done him 
the judgment about the arms. The next was Agamemnon, 
who took the life of an eagle, because, like Ajax, he hated 
human nature by reason of his sufferings. About the 
middle came the lot of Atalanta; she, seeing the great 
fame of an athlete, was unable to resist the temptation: 
and after her there followed the soul of Epeus the son of 
Panopeus passing into the nature of a woman cunning in 
the arts; and far away among the last who chose, the soul 
of the jester Thersites was putting on the form of a 
monkey. There came also the soul of Odysseus having yet 
to make a choice, and his lot happened to be the last of 
them all. Now the recollection of former tolls had 
disenchanted him of ambition, and he went about for a 
considerable time in search of the life of a private man 
who had no cares; he had some difficulty in finding this, 
which was lying about and had been neglected by 
everybody else; and when he saw it, he said that he would 
have done the had his lot been first instead of last, and that 
he was delighted to have it. And not only did men pass 
into animals, but I must also mention that there were 
animals tame and wild who changed into one another and 
into corresponding human natures --the good into the 
gentle and the evil into the savage, in all sorts of 
combinations.  
 
All the souls had now chosen their lives, and they went in 
the order of their choice to Lachesis, who sent with them 
the genius whom they had severally chosen, to be the 
guardian of their lives and the fulfiller of the choice: this 
genius led the souls first to Clotho, and drew them within 
the revolution of the spindle impelled by her hand, thus 
ratifying the destiny of each; and then, when they were 
fastened to this, carried them to Atropos, who spun the 
threads and made them irreversible, whence without 
turning round they passed beneath the throne of Necessity; 
and when they had all passed, they marched on in a 
scorching heat to the plain of Forgetfulness, which was a 
barren waste destitute of trees and verdure; and then 
towards evening they encamped by the river of 
Unmindfulness, whose water no vessel can hold; of this 
they were all obliged to drink a certain quantity, and those 
who were not saved by wisdom drank more than was 

necessary; and each one as he drank forgot all things. 
Now after they had gone to rest, about the middle of the 
night there was a thunderstorm and earthquake, and then 
in an instant they were driven upwards in all manner of 
ways to their birth, like stars shooting. He himself was 
hindered from drinking the water. But in what manner or 
by what means he returned to the body he could not say; 
only, in the morning, awaking suddenly, he found himself 
lying on the pyre.  
 
And thus, Glaucon, the tale has been saved and has not 
perished, and will save us if we are obedient to the word 
spoken; and we shall pass safely over the river of 
Forgetfulness and our soul will not be defiled. Wherefore 
my counsel is that we hold fast ever to the heavenly way 
and follow after justice and virtue always, considering that 
the soul is immortal and able to endure every sort of good 
and every sort of evil. Thus shall we live dear to one 
another and to the gods, both while remaining here and 
when, like conquerors in the games who go round to 
gather gifts, we receive our reward. And it shall be well 
with us both in this life and in the pilgrimage of a 
thousand years which we have been describing.  
 
Philostratus the Elder 
 
Imagines  

 
Excerpts taken from the Loeb Classical Library translation 
by Arthur Fairbanks, Cambridge: Harvard University 
Press, 1979 
 
1.1. Whoever scorns painting is unjust to truth; and he is 
also unjust to all the wisdom that has been bestowed upon 
poets—for poets and painters make equal contribution of 
our knowledge of the deeds and the looks of heroes—and 
he withholds his praise from symmetry of proportion, 
whereby art partakes of reason (logos). For one who 
wishes a clever theory, the invention of painting belongs 
to the gods—witness on earth all the designs with which 
the Seasons paint the meadows, and the manifestations we 
see in the heavens—but for one who is merely seeking the 
origin of the art, imitation is an invention most ancient 
and most akin to nature; and wise men invented it, calling 
it now painting, now plastic art. 
 
1.2. There are many forms of plastic art—plastic art 
proper, or modeling, and imitation in bronze, and the work 
of those who carve Lygdian or Parian marble, and ivory 
carving, and, by Zeus, the art of gem-cutting is also plastic 
art—while painting is imitation by the use of colors; and 
not only does it employ color, but this second form of art 
cleverly accomplishes more with this one means than the 
other form with its many means. For it both reproduces 
light and shade and also permits the observer to recognize 
the look, now of the man who is mad, now of the man 
who is sorrowing or rejoicing. The varying nature of 
bright eyes the plastic artist does not bring out at all in his 
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work; but the “gray eye,” the “blue eye,” the “black eye,” 
are known to painting; and it knows chestnut and red and 
yellow hair, and the color of garments and armor, 
chambers too and houses and groves and mountains and 
springs and the air that envelops them all.  
 
1.23 NARCISSUS: The pool paints Narcissus, and the 
painting represents both the pool and the whole story of 
Narcissus. A youth just returned from the hunt stands over 
a pool, drawing from within himself a kind of yearning 
and falling in love with his own beauty; and you see, he 
sheds a radiance into the water. The cave is sacred to 
Achelo　 and the Nymphs, and the scene is painted 
realistically (gegraptai de ta eikota). For the statues are of 
a crude art and made from a local stone; some of them are 
worn away by time, others have been mutilated by 
children of cowherds or shepherds while still young and 
unaware of the presence of the god. Nor is the pool 
without some connection with the Bacchic rites of 
Dionysus, since he has made it known to the Nymphs of 
the wine-press; at any rate it is roofed over with vine and 
ivy and beautiful creeping plants, and it abounds in 
clusters of grapes and trees that furnish the thyrsi, and 
tuneful birds disport themselves above it, each with its 
own note, and white flowers grow about the pool, not yet 
in blossom but just springing up in honor of the youth. 
The painting has such regard for realism that it even 
shows drops of dew dripping from the flowers and a bee 
settling on the flowers—whether a real bee has been 
deceived by the painted flowers or whether we are to be 
deceived into thinking that a painted bee is real, I do not 
know. But let that pass. As for you, however, Narcissus, it 
is no painting that has deceived you, nor are you 
engrossed in a thing of pigments or wax; but you do not 
realize that the water represents you exactly as you are 
when you gaze upon it, nor do you see through the artifice 
of the pool, though to do so you have only to nod your 
head or change your expression or slightly move your 
hand, instead of standing in the same attitude; but acting 
as though you had met a companion, you wait for some 
move on his part. Do you then expect the pool to enter 
conversation with you? Nay, this youth does not hear 
anything we say, but he is immersed, eyes and ears alike, 
in the water and we must interpret the painting for 
ourselves. 

The youth, standing erect, is at rest; he has his legs 
crossed and supports one hand on the spear which is 
planted on his left, while his right hand is pressed against 
his hip so as to support his body and to produce the type 
of figure in which the buttocks are pushed out because of 
the inward bend of the left side. The arm shows an open 
space at the point where the elbow bends, a wrinkle where 
the wrist is twisted, and it cast a shadow as it ends in the 
palm of the hand, and the lines of the shadow are slanting 
because the fingers are bent in. Whether the panting of his 
breast remains from his hunting or is already the panting 
of love I do not know. The eye, surely, is that of a man 
deeply in love, for its natural brightness and intensity are 

softened by a longing that settles upon it, and he perhaps 
thinks that he is loved in return, since the reflection gazes 
at him in just the way that he looks at it. There would be 
much to say about the hair if we found him while hunting. 
For there are innumerable tossings of the hair in running, 
especially when it is blown by a wind; but even as it is, 
the subject should not be passed over in silence. For it is 
very abundant and of a golden hue; and some of it clings 
to the neck, some is parted by the ears, some tumbles over 
the forehead, and some falls in ripples to the beard. Both 
the Narcissi are exactly alike in form and each repeats the 
traits of the other, except that one stands out in the open 
air while the other is immersed in the pool. For the youth 
stands over the youth who stands in the water, or rather 
who gazes intently at him and seems to be athirst for his 
beauty.  
 
Gorgias 
 
Encomium of Helen  
 
(http://www.phil.vt.edu/mgifford/phil2115/Helen.htm) 

Source: Rosamond Kent Sprague, ed. The Older Sophists: 
A Complete Translation by Several Hands of the 
Fragments in Die Fragmente Der Vorsokraticker Edited 
by Diels-Kranz with a New Edition of Antiphon and of 
Euthydemus. Columbia, South Carolina: University of 
South Carolina Press, 1972. 50-54. 

Gorgias, the most famous rhetorician of the late 
fifth-century, composed this display speech as an 
exhibition of his talents. The brief he sets himself is to free 
Helen of blame for her part in causing the famed Trojan 
War through being seduced (or perhaps kidnapped) away 
from her husband Menelaus, king of Sparta, by the Trojan 
prince Paris (Alexander). Sections 8-14 represent a hymn 
to the power of rhetoric. MG 

(1) What is becoming to a city is manpower, to a body 
beauty, to a soul wisdom, to an action virtue, to a speech 
truth, and the opposites of these are unbecoming. Man and 
woman and speech and deed and city and object should be 
honored with praise if praiseworthy and incur blame if 
unworthy, for it is an equal error and mistake to blame the 
praisable and to praise the blamable. (2) It is the duty of 
one and the same man both to speak the needful rightly 
and the refute the unrightfully spoken. Thus it is right to 
refute those who rebuke Helen, a woman about whom the 
testimony of inspired poets has become univocal and 
unanimous as has the ill omen of her name, which has 
become a reminder of misfortunes. For my part, by 
introducing some reasoning into my speech, I wish to free 
the accused of blame and, having reproved her detractors 
as prevaricators and proved the truth, to free her from 
their ignorance.  
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(3) Now it is not unclear, not even to a few, that in nature 
and in blood the woman who is the subject of this speech 
is preeminent among preeminent men and women. For it 
is clear that her mother was Leda, and her father was in 
fact a god, Zeus, but allegedly a mortal, Tyndareus, of 
whom the former was shown to be her father because he 
was and the latter was disproved because he was said to 
be, and the one was the most powerful of men and the 
other the Lord of all. (4) Born from such stock, she had 
godlike beauty, which taking and not mistaking, she kept. 
In many did she work much desire for her love, and her 
one body was the cause of bringing together many bodies 
of men thinking great thoughts for great goals, of whom 
some had greatness of wealth, some the glory of ancient 
nobility, some the vigor of personal agility, some 
command of acquired knowledge. And all came because 
of a passion which loved to conquer and a love of honor 
which was unconquered. (5) Who it was and why and how 
he sailed away, taking Helen as his love, I shall not say. 
To tell the knowing what they know shows it is right but 
brings no delight.  

Having gone beyond the time once set for my speech, I 
shall go on to the beginning of my future speech, and I 
shall set forth the causes through which it is likely that 
Helen's voyage to Troy should take place. (6) For either 
by will of Fate and decision of the gods and vote of 
Necessity did she do what she did, or by force reduced or 
by words seduced or by love possessed.  

Now if through the first, it is right for the responsible one 
to be held responsible; for god's predetermination cannot 
be hindered by human premeditation. For it is the nature 
of things, not for the strong to be hindered by the weak, 
but for the weaker to be ruled and drawn by the stronger, 
and for the stronger to lead and the weaker to follow. God 
is a stronger force than man in might and in wit and in 
other ways. If then one must place blame on Fate and on a 
god, one must free Helen from disgrace.  

(7) But if she was raped by violence and illegally 
assaulted and unjustly insulted, it is clear that the raper, as 
the insulter, did the wronging, and the raped, as the 
insulted, did the suffering. It is right then for the barbarian 
who undertook a barbaric undertaking in word and law 
and deed to meet with blame in word, exclusion in law, 
and punishment in deed. And surely it is proper for a 
woman raped and robbed of her country and deprived of 
her loved ones to be pitied rather than pilloried. He did the 
dread deeds; she suffered them. It is just therefore to pity 
her but to hate him.  

(8) But if it was speech which persuaded her and deceived 
her heart, not even to this is it difficult to make an answer 
and to banish blame as follows. Speech is a powerful lord, 
which by means of the finest and most invisible body 
effects the divinest works: it can stop fear and banish grief 

and create joy and nurture pity. I shall show how this is 
the case, since (9) it is necessary to offer proof to the 
opinion of my hearers: I both deem and define all poetry 
as speech with meter. Fearful shuddering and tearful pity 
and grievous longing come upon its hearers, and at the 
actions and physical sufferings of others in good fortunes 
and in evil fortunes, through the agency of words, the soul 
is wont to experience a suffering of its own. But come, I 
shall turn from one argument to another. (10) Sacred 
incantations sung with words are bearers of pleasure and 
banishers of pain, for, merging with opinion in the soul, 
the power of the incantation is wont to beguile it and 
persuade it and alter it by witchcraft. There have been 
discovered two arts of witchcraft and magic: one consists 
of errors of soul and the other of deceptions of opinion. 
(11) All who have and do persuade people of things do so 
by molding a false argument. For if all men on all subjects 
had both memory of things past and awareness of things 
present and foreknowledge of the future, speech would 
not be similarly similar, since as things are now it is not 
easy for them to recall the past nor to consider the present 
nor to predict the future. So that on most subjects most 
men take opinion as counselor to their soul, but since 
opinion is slippery and insecure it casts those employing it 
into slippery and insecure successes. (12) What cause then 
prevents the conclusion that Helen similarly, against her 
will, might have come under the influence of speech, just 
as if ravished by the force of the mighty? For it was 
possible to see how the force of persuasion prevails; 
persuasion has the form of necessity, but it does not have 
the same power. For speech constrained the soul, 
persuading it which it persuaded, both to believe the 
things said and to approve the things done. The persuader, 
like a constrainer, does the wrong and the persuaded, like 
the constrained, in speech is wrongly charged. (13) To 
understand that persuasion, when added to speech, is wont 
also to impress the soul as it wishes, one must study: first, 
the words of Astronomers who, substituting opinion for 
opinion, taking away one but creating another, make what 
is incredible and unclear seem true to the eyes of opinion; 
then, second, logically necessary debates in which a single 
speech, written with art but not spoken with truth, bends a 
great crowd and persuades; and, third, the verbal disputes 
of philosophers in which the swiftness of thought is also 
shown making the belief in an opinion subject to easy 
change. (14) The effect of speech upon the condition of 
the soul is comparable to the power of drugs over the 
nature of bodies. For just as different drugs dispel 
different secretions form the body, and some bring an end 
to disease and others to life, so also in the case of 
speeches, some distress, others delight, some cause fear, 
others make the hearers bold, and some drug and bewitch 
the soul with a kind of evil persuasion.  

(15) It has been explained that if she was persuaded by 
speech she did not do wrong but was unfortunate. I shall 
discuss the fourth cause in a fourth passage. For if it was 
love which did all these things, there will be no difficulty 
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in escaping the charge of the sin which is alleged to have 
taken place. For the things we see do not have the nature 
which we wish them to have, but the nature which each 
actually has. Through sight the soul receives an 
impression even in its inner features. (16) When 
belligerents in war buckle on their warlike accouterments 
of bronze and steel, some designed for defense, others for 
offense, if the sight sees this, immediately it is alarmed 
and it alarms the soul, so that often men flee, panic 
stricken from future danger as though it were present. For 
strong as is the habit of obedience to the law, it is ejected 
by fear resulting from sight, which coming to a man 
causes him to be indifferent both to what is judged 
honorable because of the law and to the advantage to be 
derived from victory. (17) It has happened that people, 
after having seen frightening sights, have also lost 
presence of mind for the present moment; in this way fear 
extinguishes and excludes thought. And many have fallen 
victim to useless labor and dread diseases and hardly 
curable madnesses. In this way the sight engraves upon 
the mind images of things which have been seen. And 
many frightening impressions linger, and what lingers is 
exactly analogous to what is spoken. (18) Moreover, 
whenever pictures perfectly create a single figure and 
form from many colors and figures, they delight the sight, 
while the creation of statues and the production of works 
of art furnish a pleasant sight to the eyes. Thus it is natural 
for the sight to grieve for some things and to long for 
others, and much love and desire for many objects and 
figures is engraved in many men. (19) If, therefore, the 
eye of Helen, pleased by the figure of Alexander, 
presented to her soul eager desire and contest of love, 
what wonder? If, being a god, Love has the divine power 
of the gods, how could a lesser being reject and refuse it? 
But if it is a disease of human origin and a fault of the soul, 
it should not be blamed as a sin, but regarded as an 
affliction. For she came, as she did come, caught in the net 
of Fate, not by the plans of the mind, and by the 
constraints of love, not by the devices of art.  

How then can one blame of Helen as unjust, since she is 
utterly acquitted of all charge, whether she did what she 
did through falling in love or persuaded by speech or 
ravished by force or constrained by divine constraint?  

I have by means of speech removed disgrace from a 
woman; I have observed the procedure which I set up at 
the beginning of the speech; I have tried to end the 
injustice of blame and the ignorance of opinion; I wished 
to write a speech which would be a praise of Helen and a 
diversion to myself. 
 

Horace 
Ars Poetica 
(http://classicpersuasion.org/pw/horace/horacepo.htm)  
 

Suppose a painter to a human head 
Should join a horse's neck, and wildly spread 
The various plumage of the feathered kind 
O'er limbs of different beasts, absurdly joined; 
Or if he gave to view a beauteous maid 
Above the waist with every charm arrayed, 
Should a foul fish her lower parts infold, 
Would you not laugh such pictures to behold? 
Such is the book, that like a sick man's dreams, 
Varies all shapes, and mixes all extremes. 
     "Painters and poets our indulgence claim, 
Their daring equal, and their art the same." 
I own th' indulgence such I give and take; 
But not through Nature's sacred rules to break, 
Monstrous to mix the cruel and the kind, 
Serpents with birds, and lambs with tigers joined. 
     Your opening promises some great design, 
And shreds of purple with broad lustre shine 
Sewed on your poem. Here in laboured strain 
A sacred grove, or fair Diana's fane 
Rises to view; there through delicious meads 
A murmuring stream its winding water leads; 
Here pours the rapid Rhine; the wat'ry bow 
There bends its colours, and with pride they glow. 
Beauties they are, but beauties out of place; 
For though your talent be to paint with grace 
A mournful cypress, would you pour its shade 
O'er the tempestuous deep, if you were paid 
To paint a sailor, midst the winds and waves, 
When on a broken plank his life he saves?  
     Why will you thus a mighty vase intend, 
If in a worthless bowl your labours end? 
Then learn this wandering humour to control, 
And keep one equal tenor through the whole. (1-23) 
. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . 
     One happier artist of th' Aemilian square,  
Who graves the nails, and forms the flowing hair, 
Though he excels in every separate part, 
Yet fails of just perfection in his art, 
In one grand whole unknowing to unite 
Those different parts; and I no more would write 
Like him, than with a nose of hideous size 
Be gazed at for the finest hair and eyes. (32-37) 
. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  
     Poets would profit or delight mankind, 
And with the pleasing have th' instruction joined 
Short be the precept, which with ease is gained 
By docile minds, and forcefully retained. 
If in dull length your moral is expressed, 
The tedious wisdom overflows the breast. 
Would you divert? The probable maintain, 
Nor force us to belief the monstrous scene, 
That shows a child, by a fell witch devoured, 
Dragged from her entrails, and to life restored. 
Grave age approves the solid and the wise; 
Gay youth from too austere a drama flies; 
Profit and pleasure, then, to mix with art, 
To inform the judgment, nor offend the heart, 
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Shall gain all votes; to booksellers shall raise 
No trivial fortune, and across the seas 
To distant nations spread the writer's fame, 
And with immortal honours crown his name. (333-46) 
. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . 
     Poems like pictures are; some charm when nigh, 
Others at distance more delight your eye; 
That loves the shade, this tempts a stronger light, 
And challenges the critic's piercing sight: 
That gives us pleasure for a single view; 
And this, ten times repeated, still is new. (361-65) 
. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  
 


