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Socrates, the charmer of souls

By Eduardo Rovner

To those who resisted till the end

Characters 

The professor

The scene is a classroom and the scope where the trial to Socrates was developed. The professor enters. He carries a gown and an ancient metal cup in a hand. He looks at a blackboard where he will write on, during the play. He doubts till he addresses the audience. His appearance is untidy. He starts speaking.


I come from a meeting with the Council…They summoned me because they don’t agree that I represent the great philosophers during my classes, and I enjoy imagining beyond what they had written or said, which their intentions, doubts and obsessions would be…And they recommended my  restricting to the main concepts and not moving off …A pity, isn’t it? Because on some trees, branches are more interesting than the trunk…In fact, ‘recommendation’, the word they used, was not the most suitable, because they told me the College needs professors, neither actors nor clowns…and that if I insisted on my teaching way, I should have to go.

(Pause. He makes a doubt gesture.)


We’ll devote this class…to Socrates.

(He looks at the gown and cup in detail. Then he goes to the blackboard and writes on it: Athens.)


Year 399 before Christ. Athens. A big town of about a hundred thousand inhabitants. The activity is important. The harbor full of merchants, carts with goods and slaves who carry parcels. Above, the Parthenon, finished few years before, painted with bright colors.


In spite of having been defeated in a war, having suffered two pest epidemics and a tyranny which killed or sent thousands of citizens to exile, the Athenians profit, for the last years, from a…reasonable democracy.


In a corner, a group of men, most of them young, is around a character who speaks enthusiastically.


(He approaches the gown, looks at it, holds it in his hands till he leaves it and addresses the public again.)


He is short, has a big belly and a flat nose between his rather separated eyes. He is barefooted, with dirty feet and the gown in bad condition.


While the young people listen to him, at some times in surprise and at others laughing, but always interestingly, apart from speaking, he makes gestures, moves his arms, points with a finger energetically.


The next day, Socrates must appear before the assembly to defend himself against a serious accusation, which says: ‘Socrates is guilty of not recognizing the gods the town believes in, introducing, instead, new divinities. He is also guilty of corrupting the youth. The punishment proposed is death’.

(He goes to the blackboard and writes: ‘Impiety’ and ‘Corrupting the youth’. He approaches the gown, picks it and watches it. Footsteps approaching are heard. He looks at one side, leaves the gown and goes on.)


The impiety crime, which was applied to those who doubted about the gods’ existence or those who looked for natural explanations for phenomena considered divine, was used, above all, as many of the repressive historical  laws, against the intellectuals.


  Several years before Socrates, the first accused was Anaxagoras, a philosopher who taught that the Sun and the comets were incandescent stones; the Moon, a cold stone of mountainous surface, and the thunders, the result of crashes among clouds. He  was convicted to death and fled from the town.


Another convicted one was Fidias, the sculptor, author of the Parthenon friezes and some of the most famous Greek sculptures. It seems that he sculptured his own portrait somewhere in the Parthenon and, despite his talent and prestige, he was accused of divining himself. He died in prison.

(Footsteps that go away are heard.)


Today is Socrates’ turn.

(He doubts, picks the gown, puts it on and turns into Socrates.)


(Like Socrates) Before starting with my own defence, I want to tell you, Jury men…that I am tired. Today I got up rather early, could neither do my morning exercises nor have my breakfast with bread soaked in wine and a pair of figs. On coming, I went past the agora, the same place where I meet those who call themselves my disciples and, suddenly, I ran into, just opposite, this bright spring sun…(He looks at a light.) I turned my head and saw my long shadow on the floor. I looked at it and, I must confess you, I was shocked. I told him: ‘Perhaps there’s little time for us to be together’…and I felt some tears fall. On receiving them, it is possible he was upset, because, after a while, he told me (in a serious voice): ‘Be careful, Socrates: to live or not to live’…I don’t want to tell you how the dialogue went on…You will believe I wish to stir you up to diminish my punishment.


And while I was going upstairs, I thought: why do I have to appear before the court? What did I do to deserve a conviction? I devoted my life to the search, through the questioning, of  knowledge and truth, and so I will have to face a Jury of five hundred and one Athenians, from who, certainly, most of them neither know exactly, what I do, nor why, nor what for.


Finally, I had to listen to the overwhelming accusations brought against me that…Strange!, isn’t it? They remind me of my mother when, being a child, she reprimanded me,  telling me: ‘Son, stop thinking like an idiot and play like all the children’.

(Footsteps that approach are heard.)


(Like the professor) Under a mask which seemed to be an understanding spirit and even certain weakness, there was a man of seventy years old with very strong ideas.

(Footsteps that go away are heard.)


(Like Socrates) Speaking about my age, have you ever thought all that bothers you so much, only after some time, was going to finish naturally?…If I were the  accuser, the first I would accuse you of, would be of having little patience. How many years had you had to wait to be free from my embarrassing questions? Two?…Five?…Ten, at most? And we had saved all this disagreeable process that, though it may seem unbelievable,  makes your lives more under questioning than mine. Those who accuse me, will be accused by history. Remarkable paradox! Instead of being remembered as a bothering questioner, I will be one of the greatest thinkers; and you, some immoral corrupt ones. Thanks to your impatience!


At this moment, I remember my father. Each time he punished me,  

he came to ask for my forgiving him after two days. It was always difficult for me to understand him. Why that need to punish and repent? Will it be that periodically we need to release our passions and then, once calmed, we feel guilty of having released them?…


They accuse me of having corrupted the youth with my teaching and ask for death penalty…(He nods thoughtfully.) Interesting, isn’t it? We live in a town which is now a democracy model…and this regime judges me for questioning…


I don’t know, sirs, how you were impressed by my accusers, because they spoke so convincingly that, even me almost forget who I am and how…They confused me so much that, at a moment, I started feeling hatred to who they spoke about and, I will not say I wished him to die, because it would be rather impious, but I did think that, at least, that person deserved to be separated from our society. Of course, when I realized I was that character, my feeling changed and¬ human nature’s miracles!¬ I expected the best destiny for me.


And, however, little or nothing of what was said is true…It is curious how men can be so convinced of things different from reality, isn’t it? Because I don’t dare to think they have lied conscientiously…I asked my shadow how they can get to condemn, lying, a man to death?…Do you know what he answered me?: ‘Wickedness has no limits!’.


(Ironically) Anyway, among many things on which they lied, one specially, surprised me: they said that, due to my speaking skill, they had to be attentive not to be confused…Why? We could understand if they were children, but they say they are men. Why being afraid that my words cheat them?… Unless they are rather sure of their accusations…It is also likely they are afraid of being refuted by the facts. Be quiet, I am not a skillful speaker, unless you call in this way that who tells the truth.


You will not listen to speeches as the speakers use…It wouldn’t be correct to speak to you in the way those, who believe emphasis and seduction are more important than what they say, do. Unluckily, too many times, those who listen to them, feel so impressed that they think they are right. And those who speak in such an empty and arrogant way cause so much effect, that many get to be elected to govern.


Others have already accused me before. And though they haven’t said anything true, I am more afraid of those…because they were spoken with, when you were children. Nobody could assume my defence. Even Aristofanes, in his comedy ‘The clouds’, speaks about a so called Socrates who goes through the air and other nonsense…I don’t want to let this moment go by to thank him for his ominous influence on this process. 


It is surprising how, from certain little false comments which get growing gradually, there may be an avalanche of accusations considered as valid without discussing. Many times I have wondered why. Will it be that, unsatisfied with ourselves, we need to make the others sink, to feel better?


(Like the professor) Many wondered why he devoted to that. He collected not even a drachma to do it…What was his interest?  


(Like Socrates) It is true  (he shows his clothes), you can’t say that I tried to educate to make a fortune…As my mother, who was an accouchere, I help to give birth…(He smiles.) Not children, but really ideas and knowledge which appear in the minds of those who I talk to…I can also tell you that, like my father, who was a sculptor, though some say he was a simple stonecutter, I mold, from restless youth, men who may be useful for our town.

But I believe what made me badly famous and have a false image was…a certain wisdom… 

(Footsteps approaching are heard.)


(Like the professor) Once Querefonte went to Delphi temple, devoted to Apollo, where the following motto was written: ‘Know yourself’, and asked the oracle if there was anybody wiser than Socrates. The sorceress answered him: ‘Nobody’. (He writes: ‘Delphi- Know yourself- Wisdom’.)

(Footsteps that go away are heard.)


(Like Socrates) After learning about it, I laughed remembering the same I remembered while I was listening to the accusations. My mother reprimanding me: ‘Why don’t you do anything instead of spending the day thinking nonsense?’. And now the sorceress say there is nobody else wiser than me?…Certainly that’s not my mother. I must confess that statement from the oracle satisfied me. Let’s accept certain weaknesses…


Then I wondered:  ‘What did the sorceress want to say and what enigma is she doing?’ I decided to talk to my shadow and went for a walk. The sun shone in the east, so at a moment, I stopped and turned to the west to speak with him. My surprise was big when I didn’t find him. I looked at the sun again to verify it wasn’t cloudy. You know the sky at this time, is clear but treacherous, but it wasn’t: it was still bright. Then I looked for my shadow again…and nothing. I touched my body confusedly. Luckily it was there. Then I started calling him in a loud voice: ‘Sombrates! Sombrates!’ (*) He didn’t appear and I started seeing that some passers-by looked at me in surprise, so I got silent and started looking at him quietly. What had happened? At a moment, already desperately, I sat on the ground and tried to find him touching with my hands. Ridiculous. How was I going to find him in this way? Certainly noticing my nonsense, and for those who watched me not to believe I became mad, he reappeared. Yes, sirs, he appeared suddenly and told me: ‘There is only one shadow’…Then I realized he was offended when realizing I was believing in the oracle. My spirit was jealous.


I had to solve this matter alone. For a long time I thought about what the sorceress had said, till I realized I loved saying anything and being listened to by the others as if they were sacred words from an enlightened one. Then I decided to prove the sorcerer’s affirmation meeting those who were considered wise.


You may say I led the conversations in such a way that there was always a confirmation that I was the wisest…It is likely.


I asked the first one I talked to- a politician-, to define me what politics is, what it is for and if he was sure his best virtue was that…At first he doubted and then he said he only had to apply it and didn’t have to know those

things. Then I told him: ‘If you wanted to be a good shoemaker, shouldn’t you know what a good shoe is and what it is for?’. As you may imagine, the consequence was his hatred.


Everybody has some virtues, no?…Well, almost everybody…Don’t you think each one of us should have to comply with a goal, related to that virtue, for the society?


Concerning me, going away, I had this thought: ‘He thinks he knows, while I…only know I don’t know anything…’Is that why I am a bit wiser than him? The own ignorance certainty, isn’t it the first step for knowledge?

 (*) ‘Shadowtes’ 


I admit that as a job it is not very nice for the others and nobody was ever going to say:  ‘Socrates? How nice!’…But agree with me that, to reach the true knowledge, at first we must get rid of the wrong ideas filling our minds. We should always separate the essence from all the rest. How can we talk about the behavior’s  accuracy if we don’t know well what wisdom, justice and goodness are?

(Footsteps approaching are heard.)


(Like the professor, he is writing on the blackboard, while he is reading in a loud voice. Sometimes he looks aside.) Virtue…I only know I don’t know anything…Knowledge…Truth…Essence…

(Footsteps going away are heard.)


(Like Socrates) Sirs, if virtue were knowledge, vice, wouldn’t it be the ignorance’s fruit? I confess you sometimes I think we should change prisons into schools.


(Looking aside) It is true other times I hate some people I consider pitiful and wish them to die. Perhaps, in those cases, we should change schools into graveyards.


(Suddenly, he listens.) Do you listen to the sea noise?…(He remains in silence like listening.) How wonderful!…Why will it be that only at this time winds bring us this melody? It is spring serenity, isn’t it?…Please, let’s listen for a while. Let me have this little pleasure. You can go on listening to it other times…(He listens.)


(Like the professor) I talked with all who were said to be wise.


(Like Socrates) And do you know what I discovered? Those who have greater reputation are the most deficient, while those who are considered inferior, are nearer intelligence.


After the politicians I resorted to the poets, both the tragedy authors and all the others, with the idea that they would really surprise me. I took their poems and asked them about their meaning. I am ashamed of telling you the truth, sirs: what they do is not through wisdom, but through a natural gift or due to being inspired, like the prophets or fortune tellers. These also say many beautiful things, but they don’t understand anything of what they say.


Anyway, I met some poets who are not interested in being wise, but what they say they are looking for is,  through the words’ beauty, to approach the human passion mystery…I want to confess, at this moment,  my envy at them.


To conclude, I resorted to the manual workers. And, sirs, our friends, the craftsmen, have the same defect as the poets: due to performing their trade well, they believe they are also the wisest.


So I proposed myself, as a life mission, to convince people about their ignorance.


Let me sit down…(He sits. He makes himself comfortable.) It is not arrogance to talk to you sitting, the age limits passion…(He smiles.) I confess to you: sometimes, at the agora, when I start missing passion, I breathe quickly to pant a little and make a face  (he does it) of worry. Do you know why? To seem and feel passionate. Believe me! That’s it! At my age, when passion goes, sometimes we yield to the stirring…Excuse me, to enjoy this break: wouldn’t you be so kind to offer me a kylix or a wine pitcher?…No?…

I am asking neither barley bread with goat cheese, nor an olive bowl. Only the wine…Sirs, in honor of the fact I don’t beg for justice…In the name of  Dionysius…


(Like the professor) And if it weren’t as if he said?…Let’s dare to suppose he didn’t ask the citizens to find someone wiser than him, but  that his intention was, in fact, to make those who showed off  their conditions, be ill-conditioned. What do you think? Or don’t we ourselves feel pleasure when a foolish politician gets angry? Or when an arrogant thinker is upset?…Or when a Council recommends a nonsense?


(Like Socrates) It is true: sometimes I feel satisfied when those who I despise suffer. What can I do? It is difficult to fight against vanity. Will it be necessary to feel a little more than worms, in this endless world?


Anyway, the main reason is not to enjoy the others’ trouble, but the pleasure of seeing the light produced by knowledge.


Some think the reason why I live outside my house asking the Athenians is that my wife, Xantipa, is, let’s say, a woman difficult to deal with. You should think that, if this were the true reason of my activities,  wouldn’t it be terribly unfair that, besides, I were convicted to death?

(He stands up.)


The youth who follow me spontaneously enjoy listening to my evaluation of men, imitate me and try to question others. And these, instead of being upset by them, are angry with me and speak about a certain Socrates who corrupts the youth. And when you ask them what he does and what he teaches, they can’t say anything; they ignore him. But not to be ridiculous…or as they are: stupid, they resort to what is always said against those who philosophize: he investigates ‘the sky things and those which are underground’, and ‘makes the weakest reason be outstanding’…There are many who don’t accept to be ignorant. Besides, they are idiot. Remarkable!, isn’t it?


That is what I think, sirs. And I know saying it makes me have enemies…But, probably, this itself may be an evidence about my truth.


My accusers say what keeps them awake  most is that the youth get to be better. And they discovered that the one who corrupts them is me…Certainly they may say who makes them better…Please, who?…Say something, because it would be a shame you didn’t know…(He listens to the supposed answer.) The laws?…That is not my question, but what man…(He listens to the supposed answer again.) The judges? Are they capable of educating the youth? All of them?…And the advisers?…(Each time more surprised) Too?…(Again a surprise gesture) But perhaps, those who are at the assembly and the listeners who are here, do they make them better too?…(He simulates being more surprised) Everybody?…My God: plenty of benefactors!…As it seems, all the Athenians make them honorable, except for me, who corrupt them…(Ironically) The truth, I have a disagreeable destiny…Anyway, big happiness for the youth! Only I corrupt them while all the others help them be better!


   How can they be so awkward? My accusers are guilty, because they make me appear before this court pretending to look after matters they have never been interested in!


Do you suppose that someone, instead of being benefited, would prefer to be hurt?…No, no? And then? How can it be explained that the youth approach me, deliberately, to be corrupted by me?…Either I don’t corrupt them or, if I do it, it is not deliberate. And in any of the two cases, I am not guilty, because if it is not deliberate, the law says that I must be taught and reprimanded privately. Those who need punishment, not to be taught, must appear…Unless you care about the law and look for any reason which has a legal appearance to convict me.


They also accuse me of not believing in the town gods and instead, of introducing new divinities…Is it like that?…Some even say I believe in devils. I must suppose these absurd estimations are based on my belief in the spirit who accompanies me, my spirit…(He points to his shadow.) Don’t you think it is ridiculous to consider that my poor spirit places the town gods in danger?…Besides, who doesn’t have one? If all who say they have a private spirit, were convicted to death, who would remain in Athens? Not even you!


Besides, if I believed in demoniac things and taught them, I should also believe in gods. Or don’t we consider the devils sons of gods and nymphs or other mothers? Which man would believe there are gods’ sons but not gods?


Excuse me, but I need to sit down again. My feet ache me a little…(He sits. He massages them. He laughs.) Just when I was coming here, I went past some  shop-windows where there were on sale, any kind of sandals, of the most surprising types you could imagine. In surprise, I exclaimed: ‘How many things I don’t need, are needed by Humanity today! Where are we going to end?…(He looks at his foot.) Why will it be the skin resembles a parchment more and more after years? Will the wrinkles, the color have any charm? Do you know why I wonder? Just recently a very handsome young man, the kind of which provokes a soul excitement, believed he found inside me a more extraordinary beauty than his, of another type certainly: hidden, spiritual. And he wanted to exchange it, give me his beauty to have mine. I told him it would be a good agreement if I had really that beauty you suspect, but, and if it weren’t like that? Mystery!…How the desire finds what it wants in the dark!…I don’t think of telling you how that short story continued…

(Footsteps approaching are heard. They stop.)


(Like the professor) Many times I wonder: why to question everything and endanger his existence? Wasn’t he  aware of the risks he ran?…(He writes on the blackboard and reads in a loud voice)Questioning…repression…danger

(Footsteps that go away are heard.)


(Like Socrates) Don’t believe I don’t love life. I enjoy both a beautiful thought, and a caress given or received, and an olive tree leaf shining against the light…But poor creatures would be those who died in Troy, among them Tetis’s son, who said:  ‘I prefer dying after having applied justice to staying here, ridiculously, being a load for the land’.

 
These are our heroes. And you say you admire these attitudes, don’t you?…Or only when others have them?


Sirs, nobody knows death, but it frightens as if one knew it is the worst evil. Isn’t the fact of believing in knowing what is not known, the most blameworthy ignorance? 


To confirm or not the proposed penalty, is your word…


(Like the professor) The assembly voted and declared him guilty…(He writes: ‘Guilty’.) But, as it was the habit at that time, it proposed him that if the time never went by any longer either about his investigations or philosophizing, he would be acquitted…And that if he were surprised again doing it, he would be killed.


(Like Socrates, he looks at his shadow.) What do you think, Sombrates?…(To the public) Sirs: once again, I think my shadow is right…And I must interpret his ‘to live or not to live’, at this moment…(He thinks. He looks at his shadow again and nods.) I prefer being loyal to my vocation…While I have a life breath and can do it, I won’t give up my task of philosophizing and telling, anyone I meet, that he should be ashamed at thinking only of increasing his fortune, while he is not worried to know more about the truth and soul.


(Like the professor) And if your shadow, when he said to you ‘to live or not to live’, were telling you, in fact, that living was the most important and to accept the proposal they made to you?


(Like Socrates, he nods and smiles.) It could be…but what sense would it have, after so many years being proud of doing what I wish  most, to go on living to suffer?…Because that would occur to me: I would suffer. Or have you ever thought of the pleasure I have when exchanging ideas till I see knowledge be born?…Sirs, discovering something is creating life! I live devoted and happily trying to find that light knowledge brings! And this helping to give birth I learnt, as I told you before, from my mother, produces me so much pleasure as I had watching my father carving a stone, removing what he thought it was useless and polishing it till he found the shape he was looking for…Somebody already said: engraving is removing what is useless.

Isn’t knowing also to get rid of all which misshape our knowledge?


Someone must render this service. So I go from one place to the other telling you:  ‘Fortune doesn’t buy the virtue, but virtue ‘is’ fortune’.


Recognize it: it is absurd to suspect these thoughts may corrupt the youth…unless being virtuous means being corrupt…


Sirs, in case you acquit me or not, I will not do anything else, even if I were about to die a thousand times!


You think I am too arrogant, don’t you? You are right. When I act in favor of my town, I also feel pride and vanity…Or Pericles, when he carried out a campaign, didn’t he dream, deeply at his heart, that all the Athenians said:  ‘You are the greatest’?…It is not easy to find either greatness or humility without arrogance…I would say, behind any great man, there is a small hypocrite vain one…


If you convict me to death, you will be more hurt than me. It seems ridiculous, doesn’t it?… But you won’t meet easily another man who fulfils faithfully… the nuisance’s role. God sent me to the town as a disturbing horse-fly, to wake you up, convince you and reproach you, following you everywhere. But perhaps, you are half-asleep and, when being awaken by this bothering person, you hit me and convict me to death to spend all the time sleeping. Be careful, sirs, sometimes it is not easy to distinguish between a very long dream and death.


And after I drink the  hemlock, somebody, already awaken, will accuse the Athens people of impiety, intolerance and not meditating about their deepest topics, and will want to convict them to the worst punishment: their decadence till the moment of falling into the most terrible authoritarianism, the biggest corruption and the most slandering superficiality. After that, due to sleeping, they will suffer from the eternal invasion and the cruel destiny of being slaves and foreigners on their own land.


(He looks at his shadow again.) What a paradox! No, Sombrates?…We, convicted by them, will die free and they…slaves. Sad destiny!…It’s like that: after a violent death, inevitably, another worse will follow it. It’s our tragedy.

(Footsteps approaching are heard.)


(Like the professor) Defending the Athens people, we could state that, after having suffered, for almost thirty years, from the  Peloponnesus War, the unfortunate expedition to Sicily, their most skillful bosses’ conviction to death, the final defeat with the town siege and the Thirty Tyrants’ government, it was legitimate for them to wish certain calmness and (looking aside) to be disturbed by the behavior of this…(he writes: ‘horsefly’) man who liked stirring, disturbing and disordering, that’s why they believed that, making him disappear…, they would live in peace. Bad mistake. After removing him, they couldn’t rest quietly either.

(Footsteps going away are heard.)


(Like Socrates) Let me tell you how my shadow appeared to me for the first time. I was about to urinate a statue made by my father, that I didn’t like at all. It represented a smiling angel. I was a bit introvert and felt that engraved stone had been made by him because he wanted me to be like that and not as I was really. I thought: dogs, goats, horses, all animals evacuate where they want to, why couldn’t I? I was already leading with my hands my small baton to the victim, when suddenly, I listen to a deep voice saying: ‘Socrates’. I turned round, trembling with fear, and saw only my shadow. At first, I was silent in surprise. Then, I kept my minute tool and, in a very low voice, asked: ‘Who’s that?’…Then I saw the shadow was staring at me from the floor and after a moment, he told me: ‘Be careful, Socrates’. ‘What happens?’, I could murmur…Then I listened to these words which, I can assure you, marked my existence: ‘Don’t talk nonsense’…Desperately I managed to say: ‘Who are you?’.  He answered me: ‘Who do you think I am?’. The first thing that came out of my mouth was: ‘Sombrates’…It always seemed to me a too obvious, elementary name, I don’t know how to tell you, but each time I wanted to call him, the only thing that came  out was: ‘Sombrates’…And it remained like that.


He was the one who didn’t agree I went on acting in politics. It was a good piece of advice. Because if I had interfered more, I would have died a long time before. There is nobody who can survive trying to prevent injustice and illegality in the town from existing. 


(Like the professor) Under tyranny and democracy  Socrates had attitudes that disagreed with both: Critias and Alcibiades, the tyrants, had been part of the young group who accompanied him at the agora. In spite of  that, Critias insulted him and forbade him to teach to reason, while Alcibiades, confused with power and excited by his corrupted flatterers, also reacted against him violently.


(Like Socrates) I was neither their teacher nor anybody’s! Anyone can answer my questions and understand my reasons. If someone says I taught him something,  it is not true. It is likely he has learnt from me, but  I haven’t taught him, so, if someone then, is honest or not, I cannot be accused.


(Like the professor) And when, during democracy, it was determined to judge illegally the ten bosses who didn’t collect the dead for the obsequies, he was the only one who opposed.


(Like Socrates) If they could convict those ten bosses to death, why aren’t they going to do it with me now?…The reality is sometimes so strange, that it is not always true.


(Like the professor) During the Thirty Tyrants’ government he and other four were called, and were ordered to bring Leo the Salamino to kill him.


(Like Socrates) They gave orders like this permanently, making most people possible, an accomplice.


(Like the professor) As you see, this method is not new…That time he declared again he wouldn’t do anything unfair. Certainly that would have killed him if the Tyrants hadn’t been defeated soon later. All his life he behaved like that, not admitting anyone against justice and even less, those who said to be his disciples. (He writes: ‘Ethic’.)


(Like Socrates, he sits down.) Do we go on without wine?…Better times will come! Let’s not be desperate!… (He smiles.) How remarkable the wine power is!, isn’t it? Only mentioning it produces me a happy sensation…Will there be rests that come when hearing its name, in some parts of our body?…Though it may be like that, I already have very few and I will need to replace them very soon…Who said truth is in the wine? (He stands up.)


Speaking about joy, it is one of the main reasons some spend a long time with me…When I examine those who believe they are wise, they amuse themselves, and it is not difficult to understand them: many times it seems a comedy. Or, perhaps, isn’t anyone, with an important appearance saying nonsense, a typical comedy character?


Well, sirs. I think this is already enough for my defence…but as the vote moment approaches, I want to give another explanation. To say it like Homer: ‘I was born neither from trunks nor stones’. I also have children, three sons, one of them already a young boy, the other two, kids. However, I haven’t brought any to pity me and ask you to vote against my conviction…One should convict harder that who appears representing tragedies which cause mercy and making the town ridiculous. Athens has its honor and I have a name that helps me, at my age.


Besides, the Jury’s job is not to do favors, but to decide what is fair. It swore to pass sentences according to laws.


You have the power to decide…And don’t believe I am not afraid of dying. In fact,  I don’t even have one fear, but several: for example, to find again these accusers while dead, within some time. Wouldn’t it be a destiny irony?… (He smiles.) It is different if God tells me: ‘Socrates, while alive you talked too much. You will reincarnate into a dumb animal’. For example, do you imagine Socrates like a fish or a snake? He would be really unbearable…for me, of course. And the worst fear…Perhaps that of an incorrigible arrogant one: of dying…and being forgotten.


(Like the professor) At this voting, the vote difference in favor of the conviction was only sixty votes; this means that if  only thirty jurors, out of five hundred and one, had changed their opinion, Socrates would have been acquitted.


(Like Socrates) Remarkable!, isn’t it? Due to thirty people’s opinion, death penalty is decided for me. How thin threads
where a life hangs, are!  

When I realize about this an impotence feeling comes into me…Not only because of me. I think about the man’s existence weakness…Until when could we resist against our own destructive capacity?


And this, dear Sombrates…(He looks at him. Light.) Unluckily, it is also for you…Because the moment of complete darkness will come, and then I want to see you…Yes. I already know that if I go on defending myself in the way I am doing it, I won’t even be able to see you when there is light…But the wheel has already turned a lot…and it seems that, whatever I do, there are few turnings for it left.


(He gets surprised. He stares at his shadow, crouches over him, touches the floor with a finger and looks at it. Light.) Tears…Is it possible you are shedding tears?…(He looks upwards.) Sombrates, there are no clouds…(He stands up, half surprised and half shocked.) 


Was what the accusers said, the real reason for my accusation?…Tears…Don’t you consider it is a good time to be sincere?…Tears…If  they humbly accepted that what really led them was the animosity…Tears…What will the real reasons be for me to be here?


I know I gained the hatred from all who assumed power. But as, due to the amnesty you yourselves decreed, they cannot accuse me of anything connected with politics, what is better than to accuse me of all this nonsense we are listening to?

(Footsteps approaching are heard.)


(Like the professor) An anecdote retold by Xenophon, in his Memorabilis, is interesting: Anito, the main accuser, had a tannery and wanted his son, who attended Socrates’ conversations, to work like him as a tanner. Once Anito opposed to Socrates’ education which he was giving to his son and this answered him that he was preparing his son to be a meritorious man, not to be a tanner. Will that have been an important reason for his accusation and request for death conviction? Is it likely these anecdotes are part of history?

(Footsteps going away are heard.)


(Like Socrates) We were talking, at the agora few days ago, with Plato, about democracy and tyranny and how, many times, they are confused and one changes into the other.


Look…People have the unlucky habit of choosing a favorite who they place on top, don’t they? …And why does that man many times comply with that beautiful and attractive transformation process into a tyrant?…The power pleasure…One day he decides, despotically, something it occurs to him. What does his flattering subject group do, then? They approve and execute his desire, without discussion. And why? Only to stay by his side and feel minimally powerful? We would be a bit innocent if we believed in this. They also do it to take advantage, only one reason why, save few exceptions, they are there. If they live worried to be or maintain themselves in the government, when do they work for the town?…Isn’t it a big doubt?…So, the selected one, surrounded by accomplices who, for their own benefit, feed and make his power grow, gets the habit that one of his ideas or desires, turns out to be real, due to the only fact of having had it…And everybody knows Zeus Liceo’s temple legend: when you have tasted human bowels, cut into pieces among those of other victims, fatally one changes into a wolf. The same happens when the village boss, finding the crowd complying with his orders, cannot reject his blood and, through slanderous accusations, like the ones we are listening to, he drags them up to the courts and darkens their conscience making them kill, enjoying with his thirsty tongue the blood of those who, like me, to question, are accused and killed by him.


(Ironically) Anyway, I must suppose that those who convict me are the people’s representatives and that they are always right, aren’t they?…(He smiles.) The people’s power!…I prefer not to make any comment about this, because they could accuse me again and convict me to another death.


(Like the professor) Socrates had the right to propose another punishment different from the one voted.


(Like Socrates) What must I offer?…Certainly they expect that, instead of death penalty, I ask them for, as it is usual, a minor penalty, for example: some years in prison, don’t they?…Logical…If I agreed with your logics, as I told you before. But unluckily, it is not the same as yours and has more to do with ethic.


And from this point of view, I should compare…with what I deserve, shouldn’t I? …What could it be? What compensation can I benefit from because I didn’t agree, as I consider myself too fair, with certain advantages wished by the majority, such as business, public office or political posts?


   If they rewarded me according to what I do, I should get something convenient for me. And what would it be, for a poor man, needing to have free time to admonish you? There mustn’t be anything more adequate…than being accommodated at a public building and fed by the town. Undoubtedly, I deserve it much more than anyone who wins the Olympics on a race horse. I look after your souls. They don’t. 

Therefore, I propose instead of death penalty: to be maintained by the town, as a public benefactor.

(Like the professor) We can imagine the assembly’s reaction, can’t we? Surprise, amazement, even anger.

(Like Socrates) It is obvious this proposal seems to you typical of a vain one, isn’t it?…Anybody who was not that would reach the end of this shameful trial with dignity..


Do you realize? Any other compensation acceptable by you would be, for me unbearable. Do you imagine me in prison? Why should I have to live enclosed, slave of the magistrates?


(Like the professor) I could also accept the exile.


(Like Socrates. He denies.) I would never put up with being sacked from my town…If you, my fellow citizens, are not capable of tolerating me, how could others do it?


Anywhere the youth will want to listen to me, certainly. If I let them approach, their parents would dismiss me like here. And if I sent them away, they themselves, would sack me, convincing their elders. What can I do? It is a trap without an exit.

Sirs: it is better for me to die here in Athens.


All my life I have enjoyed the benefits granted to its citizens by our laws. If these now consider it convenient for me to die, not to accept them would be unfair and ungrateful.

(He turns round abruptly towards his shadow. Light. Confused.)


I came…to defend myself. Why am I going to come?…How do I look: one of the accusers rather than my defender?… You can’t say that, to defend myself like that, it had been better to kill myself at home!…Will you repent  now of what you told me all my life?…(He doubts till he bursts.) Sombrates, I can’t accept any indignity!…(He nods. Pause.)


(With emotion) Tears…There are moments when I feel like accepting your proposals and going on living, enjoying nature, the thought’s adventure, some of you and my family, including Sombrates, but I tell myself: changing now, at seventy years old, due to a weakness minute? It wouldn’t be easy for me, to go for a walk in the town, listening, even in silence, to my fellow citizens saying: ‘That ‘was’ Socrates’.

(Footsteps approaching are heard.)


(Like the professor. He nods. He looks aside.) That’s it, sirs. They would call him old man, grandfather, but he wouldn’t be Socrates again.

(Footsteps going away are heard.)


(Like Socrates) I could not tolerate it…To die alive…I’d rather die dying…

(Pause. Socrates remains looking at the empty space.)


(Like the professor) Periodically he kept quiet, looking at the emptiness…What would he think? Would he doubt about the true knowledge? Or about the reasons why he chose that destiny? We, men, believe all we do has a sense…And if not? If we need that sense to go through life without being unhappy?…Nietzsche said that truth is the illusion we all need to live…Will it be true?


(Like Socrates) I keep watching beyond…fearfully…Because, though I think I am ready to die, there are things I don’t want to lose…I will miss Xantipa’s affection and bad temper, my children’s love, Plato’s words, Fedon’s compliments, Sombrates’ opinions…And although I go on saying my place in Athens is to be a horse-fly which keeps them on the alert, do you know what I wish most, momentarily?…To play with my future grandchildren. To take them to the agora and throw the  jackstones with them. And then to crouch, open my arms and see them run towards me,  till I hug them…(He starts shedding tears.) Tears…And I keep paralyzed, dumb, without knowing if these are the man’s roads which give him his true happiness…What does my shadow think about this?…(He turns to the shadow. Light. To the audience.) Nothing. Unluckily, he doesn’t judge. And I think that if a thousand times I asked him if all I did has any sense…a thousand times he would look at me, perhaps he would let some tears drop…(he looks at the shadow again) but he wouldn’t answer…


(Like the professor) I could also propose to pay a fine.


(Like Socrates) I offer, not an important amount, because I haven’t, but, without committing to giving up my ‘corrupting’ activities, I can offer you thirty mines, whose guarantors are Plato, Criton and other friends.


(Like the professor) Your proposal was not accepted and the final verdict was, as we know, death penalty. (He writes: ‘Death’.)


(Socrates nods, sits on the floor and caresses his shadow. Light.) Quiet, Sombrates…You and me knew, as you told me before, that I did my best to be convicted to death…Will it be the last example I wanted to give?…Perhaps, no?…(He nods.) Did you say you admire me?…What I am doing must be well. (He smiles.)


I won’t defend myself any longer. Now we will go out of here, I will be judged by you like deserving death and you will be judged by the truth, as guilty of imposture and injustice.


If you think that killing men you can prevent yourselves from being censored by your atrocities, you are wrong. This way of getting rid of the censors, is neither effective nor honest. There is only one honorable and besides very easy way: it consists not of closing your mouth or eliminating the others, but of yourselves’ being better, just, respectful and helpful.


Finally, sirs, I think all this trial was a big parody. Because, at least inside many of you, the death decision had already been taken. And you have behaved to simulate legality. So many times reality and fiction are confused… 

(Footsteps approaching are heard.)


(Like the professor) After the conviction he was in prison for a month, because  every year the Athenians sent a vessel to Delos to celebrate Teseo’s triumph over the Minotaur and, till he came back, nobody could be convicted to death penalty. When the ship had returned to Athens, Socrates asked to spend his last minutes with his friends.

(Footsteps going away are heard.)


(Like Socrates, he picks the cup. He looks at it and smells it.) The famous hemlock!…A pity it is not wine, is it?…I will have the pleasure of tasting, instead of the Bacchic nectar, the poison taste…Not everybody can! Will anybody envy me?…


I know some of you have planned my escape. I would never do it. The town rules are made to be fulfilled.


Besides, Athens is wrong with me. And a good way to learn, is from our own mistakes. But if I ran away, nobody would realize about the mistake and my sacrifice would be useless…

   
 I think, sirs, that what happened was …extraordinary…(He smiles.) Don’t think I am mad. You know I have the weakness for turning and shaking appearances till what is at the bottom appears…And I will do it, even dying.


If dying were a dream without illusion and there weren’t any sensation, for somebody who, like me, is living this painful and despicable situation, it wouldn’t be bad, would it?…If, instead, as others say, during death the soul is changed and it is like going to another place and certainly there are all who have died, which superior experience would there be?


If I reached that world and found  the demigods that were fair during their own lives, would it be an undesirable trip?…Having lived with Orfeo, Hesiod and Homer, I am determined to die many times. I could compare my suffering with others who had died due to an unfair conviction and examine there who is wise and who is not…(He laughs.) Socrates does not surrender!


(Enthusiastically) Who wouldn’t like to see those who led the army to Troy, or Ulysses or Sisifo?…Living with them and speaking to them would be a wonderful happiness!…Besides, they could never kill a man who causes them problems…


Shall I be abusing with my obsession of going on philosophizing even in the other world?…(He denies.) If it were like that, I wish a bad thunderbolt killed me!…(He gets surprised. He smiles.) Like with Esculapio, the Medicine god, who was destroyed by Zeus’s thunderbolt, because he had transgressed his own art, resurrecting a dead …What will each one’s art limit be?…

(Pause)


Time to leave has come…and each one will follow his road, I to die and you to go on living. What is the best? Only God knows! Anyway, let’s not get in despair; since the day we were born, nature convicted us to death. And it is better to do it on time with a healthy body, avoiding tolerating the decadence…(He looks at a place where light enters.) What a beautiful afternoon!…Finally, friends, one of my wishes will be fulfilled: to die in spring…What a strange wish!, isn’t it? Will it be that, due to my questioning untamable spirit, I always wanted to wither at a moment when nature were in blossom?…


Please, accompany my wife and children…

(He picks the cup. He smells it, till he drinks. He looks at the group again.)


It is a bit bitter…but it is not bad…


Please, I want to hear neither cries nor moans…That’s why I didn’t want my family to be here…Only ask the gods to look after my trip, in this peaceful afternoon  And if the winds help me, I will arrive ‘as soon as a cock sings’ (very fast).


Speaking about that, Criton, offer one to Esculapio…(He smiles.) He cured me of the life disease…


I know I have to walk till I can’t do it any longer…(He starts walking.)


(Emotionally) Before going, a last confession… (He looks at his shadow. Light, which will continue on till the end.) If there is something to be repented, it is of not being closer to my people. Convinced that the thinkers’ worry should be men, logic, ethic, justice, I lived trying to make a more spiritual and worthy life conception grow…But there are moments when I feel that, on behalf of these great things, I neglected the apparently small ones around me, such as the every day needs and happiness from those who were always nearby. Had it been the right way?…What is the use of being at the agora for a long time discussing about what love is, while my youngest son cries desperately because he feels lonely, afraid and unprotected…and his father is not with him? Or my wife spinning, wanting me to appear, take her from behind in surprise and kiss her on her neck?…I am a little afraid, sirs, that on behalf of the transcendental things we are making a world insensitive to the man’s concrete needs…(upset) and forgetting about our beloved.  Will we get one day to the absurd situation of knowing what is important, while those around us die?…These are my doubts. And they are so big that I don’t know if I have lived uselessly. It is likely that this is also one of the reasons why I don’t mind dying. Perhaps I deserve a punishment, due to having been… insensitive on behalf of big ideas.


I feel…as Tales de Mileto must have felt, over two hundred years ago, when, due to watching the stars, he fell into a hole…(He smiles.) It is said that he was asked once: ‘Why don’t you have children?’, and he answered: ‘Because I love children’…I had loved to know him…I look forward to that opportunity…and discussing with him if it will be likely to look at the stars without falling into a hole.


My legs are already heavy.

(He lies down.)


Fedon, a pity your curls. Tomorrow, due to the mourning, you will have to have them cut…


(He looks at his shadow.) Good-bye, Sombrates.

(He closes his eyes.)

(Footsteps approaching are heard.)


(He gets up and, like the professor, he writes on the blackboard: ‘To live or not to live’, while he exclaims, emotionally): To live or not to live! 

(Footsteps going away are heard.) (Blackout) 
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