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Introductory Note to Old Oaﬁaawaaﬁ

The play, about a ‘loner’ at odds with the world, and the effects of his
attitude on himself and other people, was first produced at.the
dramatic festival held in Athens in January, 316 8.c.,! when Menan-
der was about twenty-six years old: it won the first prize. Itis our first
extant Comedy of Manners, and it was produced early in Menander’s
writing career. His dramatic mastery is already evident in the
economy and delicacy with which characters and situations are
presented. _

The setting is rural and romantic. The shrine is real (it is still there),
but its proximity to the two houses is dictated by dramatic necessity.
Pan as Prologue sets the scene and explains the necessary back-
ground. He is never seen again, but his influence on the play is
persistent: his shrine is visibly central, there are constant references to
it and to him in the text, and the interest of the god adds both
romance and irony to the action. _ , .

Synopsis?

- A cantankerous man, Knemon, married a widow, who had one son

from her previous marriage. They had a daughter, but his wife soon
left him because of his behaviour, and he continued to live like a
hermit on his farm. Sostratos fell violently in love with the girl and
came to ask for her hand. The cantankerous man refused. Sostratos
won over her brother, who did not know what to say. Then Knemon
fell into a well, and was quickly rescued by Sostratos. _.%W_wmo up the
quarrel with his wife, and agreed to give the girl to Sdstratos as his
legal wife. Then, quite reformed, he gave Sostratos’s sister to
Gorgias, his wife’s son. :

Production Notice®.

Produced at the Lenaia in the archonship of Demogenes, *it won first
prize. The principal actor was Aristodemos of Skarphe.® An alterna-
tive title is The Misanthrope.
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CHARACTERS

PAN, the god of country life
$OSTRATOS, a young man about town
CHATREAS, his friend .
PYRRHIAS, his servant

KNEMON, a cantankerous old farmer

A GIRL, his daughter

CORGIAS, his step-son

pAOs, Gorgias's servant

SIMICHE, Knemon's servant
KALLIPIDES, Sostratos’s father
GETAS, his servant

SIKON, a cook

Sostratos’s MOTHER and
MYRRHINE, Knemon’s Q«aa.m& wife
also appear
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ACT ONE

SCENE: a village in Attica, about fourteen-miles from Athens. In the
centre of the stage is the shrine of Pan and the Nymphs, with statues at its
entrance, On the audience’s left of this is Knemon’s house, on the right
that of Gorgias. A statue of Apollo ofthe Ways stands by Knemon’s door.

[Enter pAN from shrine.]

PAN [addresses audience]: Imagine, please, that the sceneis setin >nsnn
in fact at Phyle, and that the shrine I'm coming from is the one
belonging to that village (Phylaeans are able to farm this stony
ground). It’s a holy place, and a very famous one. This farm here
on my right is where Knemon lives; he’s a real hermit of 2 man,
who snarls at everyone and hates company — ‘company” isn’t the
word: he’s getting on now, and he’s never addressed a civil word to

- anyone in his life! He’s never volunteered a polite greeting to
anyone except myself Q.B the god FSV and that’s only because he
lives beside me, and can’t help passing my door.® And I'm mEnn
sure that, as soon as he does, he promptly regrets it.

Still, in spite of being such a hermit, he did get married, to a
widow whose former husband had just died, leaving her with a
small son. Well, he quarrelled with his wife, every day and most of
the night too—a miserable life. A baby daughter was born, and that
just made things worse. Finally, when things got so bad that there

" was no hope of change, and life was hard and bitter, his wife left
him and went back to her son, the one from her former marriage.

. He owns this small-holding here, next door, and there he’s now
struggling to support his mother, himself and o:w Joyal m:smu«
servant. The boy’s growing up now, and shows sense beybnd his
years: experience matures a man.

The old man lives alone with his m»:mrnau. and an old servant
woman. He’s always working, fetching his own wood and doing
his own digging — and hating absolutely everyone, from his
neighbours here and his wife, right down to the suburbs of Athens.
‘The girl has turned out as you’d expect from her upbringing,
_innocent and good. She’s careful in her service to the Nymphs who

" share my shrine, and so we think it proper to take some care of her,

23

10

20

30



50

.va

.%

.Oﬁ Cantankerous

too. There’s a young man. His father’s well-oft, farms a valuable
property here. The son’s fashionable and lives in town, but he
came out hunting with a sporting friend, and happened to come
here. I've cast a spell on him, and he’s fallen madly in love. .
There, that’s the outline. Details you'll see in due course, if you’

" like—and please do like. Ah! I think I see our lover coming with his -

friend; they’re busily discussing this very topic.
[Exit PAN into shrine. Enter CHAIREAS and SOSTRATOS right.]
CHAIREAS: What? You saw a girl here, a girl from a respectable
home, putting garlands on the Nymphs next door, and you fell in
love at first sight, Sostratos? .
SOSTRATOS: At first sight. .
CHAIREAS: That was quick! Or was that your idea when you came
out, to fall for a girl? : _ .
SOSTRATOS: You think it’s funny. But I'm suffering, Chaireas,
CHAIREAS: [ believeyou. . .
SOSTRATOS: That’s why I've brought you in on it. For I reckon
you're a good friend, and a practical man, too.

' CHAIREAS: In such matters, Sostratos, my line is this, A friend asks

me for help - he’s in love with a call-girl. I go straight into action,
grab her, carry her off, get drunk, burn the door down, am deafto
all reason. Before even asking her name, the thing to do is to get
* her. Delay increases passion dangerously, but quick action pro--
duces quick relief. o
But if a friend is talking about marriage and a *nice’ girl, then I
take a different line. I check on family, finance and character. For
now I'm leaving my friend a permanent record of my professional
. efficiency. . .
SOSTRATOS: Great. [Aside] But not at all what I want,
CHAIREAS: And now we must hear all about the problem.

SOSTRATOS: As s00n s it was light, I sent Pyrrhias my huntsman _

out. -

CHAIREAS: What for? _

SOSTRATOS: To speak to the girl’s father, or whoever is head of the
family. _ -

CHAIREAS: Heavens, you can’t mean it!

. SOSTRATOS: Yes, it was a mistake. It’s not really done to leave a job

like that to a servant. But when you’re in love, it’s not too easy to

remember propriety, He’s been away for ages, too, I can’t think

what’s keeping him. My instructions were to report straight back

home to me, when he'd found how things stood out there.
 [Enter PYRRHIAS, running as if; pursued.]
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PYRRHIAS: Out of the way, look out, everyone scatter! There’s 2

maniac after me, a real maniac, -
- SOSTRATOS: What on earth, boy —?
PYRRHIAS: Run!
SOSTRATOS: What is it? : S
wdwum__%m" He’s pelting me with limps of earth, and stones. Oh, it’s
terrible. , _
SOSTRATOS: Pelting you? Where the devil are you going?

PYRRHIAS [stopping and looking round): He’s not after me any Bo—.n.g

perhaps? :
SOSTRATOS: He certainly isn’t.
PYRRHIAS: Oh, I thought he was, .
SOSTRATOS: What on earth are you talking about?
PYRRHIAS: Let’s get out of here, please, = -
SOSTRATOS: Where to? : SR .
PYRRHIAS: Away from this door here, as far as possible. He’s a real
son of pain, a man possessed, a lunatic, living here in this house,
the man you seat me to see— oh, it’s terrible! P've banged my toes
and pretty well broken the lot. , -
SOSTRATOS: And your errand? _
PYRRHIAS: What? He beat me up! This way [moving towards exit,
right]. : S
SOSTRATOS: This chap’s offhis head. SR
PYRRHIAS: It’s true, sir, I swear it, on my life. For goodness’ sake,
~ keep your eyes-open. I can hardly talk, I'm:so out of bresth,
Well, I'knocked at thehouse door, and asked to see the owner. A
* miserable old crone answered the daor, and from the ‘very spot
where I stand speaking to you now, she pointed him out, He was
trailing around on that hill there, collecting wild pears ~ or a real
- load of trouble for his back. - : - -
CHAIREAS: He’s ina proper tizz. {To YRRH1AS] So, my friend.. .?
- PYRRHIAS: Well, I stepped on to his land and miade my way towards

-

him. I was still quite 2 way off, but I wanted to show some

courtesy and tact, so I called to him and. said, “T've come

- to see you, sir, on a business matter. I want to talk to you about

something that’s to your advantage.’ But “You hoirible heathen,’

* be promply replied, ‘trespassing on my land! What's the idea?”

%R_ he picks up:a lump of earth and lets fly with it, right in my

ace, o . o .

CHAIREAS: The hell he did. - ,

PYRRHIAS: And while I had my eyes shut, muttering ‘Well, God

damn you’, he picks up astick and sets about me, saying ‘Business

25

go

100

110



120 .

130

140

150

~ Old Cantankerous

- isit—what business is there between you and me? Don’t you know

where the publichighway is?” And he was shouting at the top of his
voice. . : S
CHAIREAS: From what you say, the farmer’s a raving lunatic. .
pyrruIAS: To finish my story: I took to my heels, and he ran after
me for the better part of two miles, round the hill first, then down
here to this wood. And he was slinging clods and stones at me,
even his pears when he’d nothing else left. He's a proper violent
piece of work, a real old heathen. For goodness® sake, move off! .
SOSTRATOS: Chicken! :
PYRRHIAS: You don’t realize the danger. He'll eat us alive, -
CHAIREAS [edging away]: He seems to be a bit upset at the moment.

- Put off your visit to him, Sostratos, that's my advice. I assure you

that in any sort of business, finding the psychological moment is
the secret of success. . : .
PYRRHIAS: Yes, do show some sense. .
CHAIREAS: A poor farmer’s always a bit touchy — not just this one,
but nearly all of them. Tomorrow morning early, I'll go and see
him on my own, now that I know where he lives. For the moment,

you go home and stay there. It'll be all right. [Exit CHAIREAS, '

hurriedly, right.} :

PYRRHIAS: Yes, let’s do that. .

SOSTRATOS: He was delighted to find an excuse: It was quite clear
from the start that he didn’t want to come with me, and that he
didn’tapprove at all of my notion of marriage. { TopyrRE1AS] But
as for you, you devil, God rot you entirely, you sinner.

PYRRHIAS: Why, what have I done, sir? ‘

SOSTRATOS: Some damage to property, obviously.

PYRRHIAS: I swear I never touched a thing. :

SOSTRATOS: And 2 man beat you although you were doing no
wrong?

PYRRHIAS: Yes, and- [looking to. the lefi] here he comes. [Calling to
KNEMON] I'm just off sir. [ 76 50STRATOS] You talk to him. [Exit
PYRRHIAS, right.] - :

sosTrATOS: Oh, I couldn’t. I never convince anyone when I talk.

[Looks to leff] How can one describe a man like this? He doesn’t
look at all amiable to me, by God he doesn’t. And-he means
business. I'll just move abit away from the door: that’s better, He's
actually yelling at the top of his voice, though he’s all on his own. I

don’t think he’s right in the head. To tell the truth, I'm afraid of .

him, Ireallyam, -
[Enter kNEMON, left.]
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ENEMON: Well, wasn’t Perseus the lucky one, twice ovet, too. First,
he could fly, so he never had to meet any of those who walk the
earth: and then he had this marvellous device with which he used to
turn anyone who annoyed him into stone. I wish I had it now
[looking at audience]. There’d be no shortage of stone statues all
round here. R

Life is becoming intolerable, by God it is. People are actually
walking on to my land now, and talking vo me. [Fronically} Of
course, 'm used to hanging about on the public highway — sure 1
am! When I don’t even work this part of my land any longer, I've
- abandoned it because of the traffic. But now they’re following me
up to the tops, hordes of them. Heavens, here’s another one,

standing right beside the door. -

 SOSTRATOS [aside]: 1 wonder if he'll hit me? , :
~ KNEMON: Privacy - you can’t find it anywhere, not even if you want

- to hang yourself.
SOSTRATOS [addressing him]: Am I offending you, sir? I'm waiting
here for someone, I arranged to meet him.

KNEMON: What did I tell you? Do you and your friends think thisisa

public walk-way? or Piccadilly Circus?” Sure, make 2 date to mieet
at my door, if you want to see someone. Feel free, put up a bench if
you want, build yourselves a club-house. What I suffer! Sheer
impertinence, that’s the whole trouble, in my opinion. [Exit
KNEMON into his house.] , :
SOSTRATOS: Andinmy opinion, this is going to need a special effort.
It'l stretch us to the limit, that’s quite clear. Should 1 go and fetch
- Getas, my father’s man? Yes, I'll do that. He’s a real ball of fire, and
he’s very experienced. He'll settle this crabby old chap in no time,
see if he doesn’t. I don’t want any delay, for a good deal can happen
in one day. Oh, there’s the door, someone’s coming out.
{Enter Knemon’s daughter, from Knemon’s house, carrying a large
jug.] . ‘ ‘_ iy :
GIRL [not seeing Sostratos]: Oh, dear! What a Bﬂm#owrm_ It’s dful!
What'll T do now? Nurse was drawing water, and she's opped
" the bucket down the well. .

' 50STRATOS [aside]: God Almighty and all the hosts of heaven, what

incomparable beauty!

nn:.”bbméwgcnmmwéﬁmomnmosn.Wnaommgnﬁdgﬁ_ponﬁ»nnn
ready. : . -

SOSTRATOS [to audience]: Ladies and Gentlemen, what a vision!

GIRL: Ifhe finds out, he’ll make mincemeat of her, poor soul. Butno
time for useless talk! Dearest Nymphs, you must supply our
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ﬂuwﬂ. But if there’s a service going on inside, I don’t want to
" disturb them —

sOSTRATOS [coming forward]: If you give the jug to Ba. E_ fill it and
bring it straight back to you.

GIRL: Oh, yes, please. And do hurry.

sOSTRATOS [aside]: Country girl she may be, _uﬂn she has pretty
manners. Great God, what heavenly power can save me now?
[Goes into shrine.]

crrr: Oh! What was that noise? Is Daddy coming? I'll catch it if wn _

finds me out here. {She moves towards her own door.)
[Enter DA Os, from Gorgias’s house.]

DAOS [talking back over shoulder): I've spent a lot of time Son_unm for
you here, while master’s digging all on his own. I've got to go and
help him. Damn you, Poverty, why do we have so much of you?
Why do yousitinside all the time? Are you never going to _840 us?

SOSTRATOS [emerging from shrine]: Here’s your jug.

GIRL: Over here, please.

pA0s: Now, what does he want?

SOSTRATOS [handing over .ua.ﬁ Ooom—u%n. and look after your father.
[Girl goes into house.] Oh, it’s agony! [Pulling himself together] Oh,
stop whining, Sostratos, it’ll be all right.

DAOS [aside]: What'll be all right?

SOSTRATOS [still Eaaam to himself]: No need to panic. Do érnn you
were going to do just now, go and fetch Getas and lay the whole
problem clearly before him. [Exif SOSTRATOS, right.]

pAOS: Whatthe devil’s going on here? I don’tlike this atall. A young
man doing a girl a service, that’s not right. It's your fault,
Knemion, damn you. Aninnocent gir], and you leave her all alone,
in 2 lonely place, with no proper protection. wn_.?_wm this chap
knows this, and has slipped in quietly, thinking it’s his luck. Well,

~. I'd better tell her brother about this, right away, so that we can

look after her. I think I'll go and do that now — I see a carnival
crowd coming this way: they’re a bit drunk, and it’s no moment
for me to tangle with them.

[ExitDAOS, left.]

FIRST CHORAL INTERLUDE
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ACT TWO "

[Enter corG1AS and DAOS, left. ]

GORGEAS: Do you really mean to tell me that <o= _uorw<nn_ so

casually and irresponsibly?
pAos: What do you mean?
GORGIAS: For heaven’s sake, Daos, you should have confronted the

chap, whoever he was, the moment he approached the girl, and -

warned him never to let anyone see him doing that again. Instead,

you stood back as if it had nothing to do with you. It really isn’t
possible to deny the blood tie. I'm still responsible for my sister.
Her father wants nothing to do with us, but that’s no reason for us

to imitate his disagreeable attitude. If she gets into trouble, the

disgrace affects me too. For other people have no idea iwo is to
blame, they m:.bv:w see the result. Come on.

paos: But Gorgias, sir, I'm terrified of the old man. Ifhe nuanra me
near his door, he’ll string me up on the spot.

" gorcias: Yes, he’s a bit difficult. If you tangle with him, there’s no
way you can force him to reform, and you can’t change his attitude

by good advice. Against force - well, he’s got the law on his side;
and he’s naturally resistant to persuasion!

DAOS: Just a minute. Our walk hasn’t been samn&. Here comes that
chap back again. I told you so!

GORrGIAS: Theone with the smartcity cloak? That theone you mean?

pAOsS: Yes, indeed.
GORGIAS: A right rogue, too, from the look in his eye.
[Enter SOSTRATOS, :.Nrn. not seeing the others.]

SOSTRATOS: Getas wasn’t at home when I called. My mothet’s

planning to sacrifice to some god or other — no id awhich - she .

does this every day, trailing round the whole district, Eu_nzm
offerings, and she’d sent Getas out to hire a cook, locally. Well,
I've waved goodbye to the religious bit, and come back to business
here. I've decided to cut out all this traipsing about, and do my
own talking for myself. I'll knock on the door: that’ll stop any
further debate.

GORGIAS [coming forward]: <o==m m=.. 5»< I give you a word of quite
serious advice?

SOSTRATOS [startled, but amiable): <nm of course. What is it?
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. nouo;m [eamestly]: In my view, all men, be they rich or poer,

eventually reach a point where their luck stops or changes. The
successful man continues to prosper and flourish only as long as he
can accept his-good fortune without harming others. But, come
. the point where his prosperity entices him to commit a crime,
then, in my opinion, he takes a turn for the worse. While the
needy, provided that in their necessity they keep clear of crime,
and accept their poverty like honest men, come in due course into
credit, and can ﬂﬂonn their shares in life to improve. Let me put it

this way: if you’re well-endowed with worldly moomm. don’t rely

on them too much, and don’t despise us because we’re poor. Let
everyone see that you deserve your prosperity to last.

SOSTRATOS: You think 5»" at the moment I'm stepping a bit out of
line?

GorcIAs: I think you've set your heart on doing something quite
mﬁmn.»nn?_ Your idea is to seduce an innocent girl — a respectable
man’s daughter, too — or youre watching your chance to do
something that deserves the mauar.mgnonnn. several times over.

sOSTRATOS: Help!

GORGIAS: It’s not fair that you, with time on your hands, should
plague us who have none. And let me tell you, when a poor man’s
wronged, he becomes a very difficult customer. To start with, he
gets a lot of sympathy: and then he takes _.E _uwa treatment not just
as an injury, but as a personal insult.

SOSTRATOS: Young man, please let me speak for a moment too.

DAOS [to GORGIAS]: That’s fair, sir, it really is.

SOSTRATOS: You're pontificating without knowing the facts. Isawa
girl here, and I've fallen in love with her. Ifthat’s the ‘crime’ you’re
talking about, then perhaps I'm guilty. There’s nothing more to
say, except that I’'m not here after her—it’s hér father I want to see.
' a free man, I have a reasonable income, I'm ready to marry her
without a dowry, and Iswear always to love and cherish her. I've
come here with aniy criminal purpose, or with any idea of plotting

~mischiefagainst you, may Pan here, sir, and the Nymphs strike me
dead right here, beside the house. And let me tell you, if that’s your
_idea of me, I don’t like it at all!

coRrciAs: Well, if I spoke a bit strongly, forget it now. You've
convinced me completely, and I'm on your side. I'm an interested
party. I'in the girl’s half-brother, my friend, and that's why I can
speak like this.

SOSTRATOS: Then you can no-.SE_% help with nra next move.

GORGIAS: How?
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sOSTRATOS: I can see you’re a good-natured nrnm -
GORGIAS: | don’t want to fob you off with empty excuses: _uﬁn msnn

facts. The girl’s father is an oddity ~ no one like him, past or

present.
s0STRATOS: Oh, the chap with: the temper! I think I know him.

~ GORGIAS: He's trouble: and more than trouble. His property here is

really a very decent one,® but he persists in farming it all by
- himself. He won’t have any help~no farm servant, no locally hired
labour, no neighbour to lend a hand; just himself alone. His chief

pleasure is never to set eyes on another human being. Mostly he -

works with his daughter beside him —she’s the only one he talks to,
‘mever an easy word to anyone else. And he says he’ll only let her
marry when he finds a husband of his own kidney.
SOSTRATOS [gloomily]: That means never.
GORGIAS: So don’t put yourself to any trouble, my | m—.-nnm It'll be
useless. Leave us to cope with this. We're family, it’s our job.
sosTRATOs: For heaven’s sake, have you never been in love?
GORGIAS: [ can’t be, my friend.
SOSTRATOS: Why? What’s to stop you?

~ GORGIAS: Simple arithmetic. I count up my troubles. There’s no

time at all for anything else.

SOSTRATOS: Yes, [can see you haven’t been in love. What you say on

the subject certainly suggests lack of experience.. You tell me to
give up. But that’s no longer in my hands, it’s in God’s.

corcias: Well, you're doing us no harm, but you’re suffering to no
good purpose.

sosTRATOS: Notiflget the girl.

GORGIAS: You won't get her. But you can come with me and ask.
He works the field next to mine,

$OSTRATOS: How'll we do it?

GORGIAS: I'll bring up the subject of the mﬁ.m marriage. It's some-
thing I'd be glad to see settled. He’ll promptly faid fault with
everyone, and fulminate against the way they li%e! And if he
sees you looking elegant and idle, he won’t stand the sight of
you. )

SOSTRATOS: Is he there now?

GORG1AS: No, but he’ll soon be going out. This is the way he always
goes.

SOSTRATOS [eagerly]: Taking' %o girl with EE. you mean?

GORGIAS: Maybe. Maybe not.

SOSTRATOS: Lead on, then! I'm ready.

GORGIAS: What a suggestion!
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SOSTRATOS: Please, be my friend.

-GORGIAS: How?
‘sosTRATOS: I'll tell you how. Let’s go ahead to the Ennn you

mean.

corcias: Then what? Are you going to stand there, in your smart
cloak; while we work away?

soSsTRATOS: Why not?

GORGIAS: Because he’ll throw his sods at you right away, and call
you a lazy devil. You’ll have to do some digging along with us. If
he sees that he might, just might, be prepared to listen even to you,
if he thought you were a poor farmer.

sosTRATOS: I'lldo Ed;rmnm you say. Lead on,

GORGIAs: Why inflict pain on yourself?

DAOS {aside]: What T want is for us to get as much as _uOmm_Eo. n—on.o
today — and for him to-get lumbago and stop coming here and
bothering, us.

SOSTRATOS: Givemea mattock, then.

DpAos: Here, take mine and get on with it. While you do that, I'll be
building up the wall. That’s got to be done too.

SOSTRATOS: Give it here. You've saved my life.

DAOS [to GORGIAS]: I'm off, sir. You 33 come on after me [Exit
DAOS, left.]

sOSTRATOS: Well, here we go. I must Qauou win the girl and live, or
. die in the attempt.

GORGIAS: If you really mean it, good luck!

_ SOSTRATOS: Heavens, man, you think you’re putting me off, but

everything you say is making me twice as enthusiastic for the job.
If the girl hasn’t grown up among a pack of women and so knows
nothing of ‘life’s miseries’, has had no frightening stories from
aunt or nurse, but has wans pretty wnowon_w brought up v< a fierce
father who’s naturally against all vice — then surely it’s bliss to

win her? [He lifis the mattock and staggers] Help! This must weigh -

a couple of hundredweight. I'll do for me before I've done
with it. Still, best foot forward, now that I've started on the job.
[sosTRATOS and GORGIAS go off left.]

[Enter SIKON the cook, right, dragging a sheep.]

S1KON: This sheep’s a real beauty. Oh, the Hell with it. m. I Iift it up
and carry it on my shoulders, it catches the young shoots of fig
trees in its mouth. and movv_nm -up the leaves, mn.:mmrnm and
straining away from me. But ifit’s put on the ground, it refuses to
move. Here’s a paradox: I'm the cook, but I'm the one being
turned into mincemeat hauling this creature &oam the road. .H?E_n
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God! Here's the Nymphs’ shrine where we’re to munnmnn. Good
day, Pan. [Shouts] Hey, Getas! Hurry up!

[Enter GETAS, right, staggering under a load of rugs, pots, ﬂn& and’

batterie de cuisine.]

GETAS: A four-donkey load, that's what these blasted women tied up
for me to carry. .

stxkoN: Looks like lots of company 3632_ What a m_bnumnn
number of rugs you've got there.

GETAS: Where shall I - .

sikON: Pile them here.

GETAS EB%S% the lof]: There! If the next dream is about Pan of .

Paiania,” off we’ll go on a twenty-mile trot, to sacrifice to him. I
know.

SIKON [sharply]: Uunwau Whose dream?

GETAS: Don’t snap at me, my friend..

SIKON: But, Getas, tell me who had the dream.

GETAS: Mistress. .

SIKON: And what on earth was the dream?

GETAS: You'll be the death of me. She anmwn that m.»n -

SIKON: You mean this Pan?

GETAS: This very one.

SIKON: What was he doing?

GETAS: He’d got young master, Sostratos —

stkoN: He's quite alad!,

GETAS: And he was putting fetters on _:E.

sIKoN: Help!

 GETAS: Then he was giving _.ES a leather jacket and a mattock, and

telling him to dig on the land next door there.

s1koN: How peculiar, .

GETAS: Well, that’s why we're mpn:mabw. to make sure zzm frightful
dream has a happy ending.

SIKON: Isee. Now, pick up all this stuff again and take jt inside. Let’s
get the couches properly arranged, and n<n...ﬁr5 Bnm»ENQu I
want nothing to hold up the sacrifice once they arrive. Good luck
to it! And take that scow] off your face, you old misery. I'll mnn&
you up properly today.

GETAS: I've always been a great admirer of you and of %9:. art,
[aside] but I don’t trust you an inch! [Exeunt SIXON and GETAS into

“the shrine.] ‘

SECOND CHORAL INTERLUDE
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ACT THREE

[Enter kNEMON from his house, speaking @anr. over his n?:&%.i
KNEMON: Lock the door, woman, and don’t open it for anyone, until
_ “%mow back. It’ll be quite dark by then, I expect. [He moves off towards
_ {Enter Sostratos’ MOTHER and party, right.]

MOTHER: Do get a move on, Plangon.'® We should have finished the

sacrifice by now.

KNEMON: What the devil’s all this about? Oh, Helll Hordes of

_people. .. ,

MOTHER: Parthenis, pipe Pan’s tune. Onme shouldn’t, they say,
approach this god in silence.

[Enter GETAS, from shrine.]

GETAS: So you finally got here.

ENEMON: Oh, God, how disgusting. o

GETAS: We've been hanging around waiting for you for ages.

MOTHER: Is everything ready? o

GETAs: Of course. The sheep at any rate can’t await your
convenience. It’s pretty well dead already, poor thing.

MOTHER [fo attendants}: Come on, inside! Get baskets, water, offer-
ings ready. .. -

GETAS [to kNEMONK]: And what are you gaping at, hophead?

[Exeunt MOTHER, GETAS and party into shrine. ]

KNEMON: Damn and blast them! They're stopping me from work-
ing —I can’t leave this house unprotected. I tell you, Nymphs next
door are a perpetual nuisance. I think I'll knock the house down,
and build another one somewhere else. And look at the way they
sacrifice, the devils. They bring hampers and bottles of wine, not
for the gods’ benefit— oh, no—for their own. Piety extends as far as
the incense and the cake: that’s all put on the fire, so the god can
have that. They allow the gods the tail-end, too, and the gall-
bladder ~ they’re not edible. But everything else they polish off
themselves. [Knocks at his door] Woman! Open the door, quick, I

- -suppose T'll just have to, work indoors today. [The door opens and
KNEMON goes if.] .

[Enter GETAS from shrine, talking back over his shoulder.]
GETAS: You've forgotten the pot, you tell me? You're all dopey from
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ahangover! What’re we going to donow? Have to bother the god’s
neighbours, I suppose. [He knocks at Knemon’s door] Door! Honest-
ly, I can’t imagine a more useless set of girls anywhere. Door!
Nothing in their heads but sex. Door, please! And then lies, if
anyone catches them at it. Do-or! What the devil’s wrong here?

DOOR! Not a soul at home. Uh-uh, I think someone’s coming

now, running like mad.

ENEMON [opening door]: Why ate you plastered to my door, you

. miserable trash? Tell me that! . .

GETAS: No need to bite my nose off. S

gNEMmoN: I'll do that, by God I will, and eat you up alive, too.-

GETAS: Oh, please don’t, : .

KNEMON: Is there any contract, you godless rubbish, between you
and me? . . o
GETAS: Contract? No. But I haven’t come to demand payment of a

debt, or to serve a summons. I only want to borrow a pot. .

KNEMON: A pof? _ :

GETAS: Apot. - o

KNEMON: Damn you, do you think I’'m a sacrificer of bulls, like you
lot? : :

GETAS: I shouldn’t expect you to sacrifice as much as a snail. Anda
very good day to you, sir. [ Turss away] The women told me to
knock at the door andask. Well, I've done that. No pot. I'll go back
and tell them. This chap’s a real old viper. [He goes into the shrine.]

KNEMON: Man-eating tigers, that’s what they are: blithely knock as

" ifthey knew us. IfI catch anyone near our door, and don’t make an
example of him for all the neighbourhood to see, you [to audience]
may take me for a real old Johnny Raw. This chap, whoever he
was, was lucky to get away. [He goes back into his house.}

[Enter SIKON from shrine, talking back over his shoulder.]

s1koN: Damn you! Insulted you, did he? Perhaps your request was
made without delicacy. Soine people have no idea how to do 2
thing like this. Pve found the art of it. I cater fo thousands in
Athens, and I bother their neighbours and borrow pots frof them
all. You need a soft approach when you want a favour. An older

- chap answers the door: I promptly address him as ‘Father’ or
‘Dad’. If it’s an old woman, then ‘Ma’. If it’s a2 middle-aged
woman, I call her ‘Madam’. If a youngish servant, then ‘My dear
chap’. You all deserve to-be strung up. Such ignorance! ‘Door,
door!’ indeed. Now, my line is ‘Come on, Dad, you're just the man

1 want!" [He knocks atthe door.] g BT
KNEMON [opening the door}: You back again?
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amnoz -Goodness, what’s this?

'KNEMON: You're annoying me on purpose, — a_u_nw Haven't _ told

:you not to come near my door? [Shouts] Woman, bring my strap.
[She does so, and he beats SIKON. _

sikoN: Oh no, let me go.

KNEMON: Let you go? -

SIKON: Yes, sir, please. [Fe breaks ._?n and runs away \33 KNEMON.]

KNEMON: Come back here.

SIKON: God send you—

KNEMON: Still talking?

SIKON: Tonly came to borrow a cook-pan.

'KNEMON: I haven’t got one — no cook-pan, no chopper, no

- salt, no vinegar, nothing. I've simply told everyone in the
neighbourhood to keep away from me.

SIKON: Youdidn’t tell me.

KNEMON: Well, 'm telling you now.

s1IkON: Yes, worse luck. [Wheedling] Couldn’t you tell me, please,
where 2 man could g0 and get a pan?

KNBEMON: Still natteting away? Don’t say I didn’t warn %o..__ .

SIKON: A very good day to you.

ENEMON: 1don’t want a good &E from any of you. -

SIKON: Bad day, then.

KNEMON [going info house]: This is. intolerable!

SIRON. [rubbing his shoulders]: He's given me a pretty pounding.
““There are ways and ways of asking a favour’ ~ and a fat lot of
difference it makes' here! [Ponders] Try ‘another house? But if

- they’re so quick to start a punch-up here, that makes it difficult.

‘Perhaps better roast the meat? Yes, I think so. And I do have a |

casserole dish. Be blowed to the locals! I'll use what 've got. [Goes
into the shrine.} :
[Enter s0sTRATOS, left, limping badly.] .
SOSTRATOS: Anyone who’s short of trouble mwos_m come to Phyle
for the hunting. Oh, I'm sore! The small of my back, all my back;
my neck, my whole body! [Addresses audience] You see, I went hard
at it ‘at once, quite the young enthusiast, swinging the mattock
tight up then driving it down deep, working like a navvy. { went
hard at it, a short, sharp burst. ngnrowngﬁmnogm. to see
‘when the old man might be coming, with the girl. And that was
precisely when I began to rub my lumbar muscles ~ furtively at
. first, but as all this went on for hours and hours, [ started to
straighten up, and I went stiff as a plank. Not a soul arrived on the
scene. The sun was baking hot; and when Gorgias looked over,
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he’d see me working away like a well-beain, mﬂ.nﬂmm_.ﬁm —._—u then

-slumping straight down again, absolutely rigid. ‘I don’t think he'll
come now, my friend,” he said. And I promptly now__& ‘So what
do we do now? Look for him tomorrow and callit a day now?” (For
Daos had arrived to take over the digging.)

Well, that's how the first assault fared. I've come back here,
I honestly can’t tell you why, but something draws me
spontaneously to the place. -

[Enter GETAS from shrine, talking back over ru uraaﬁﬁ. and :&?ah
his eyes.]

GETAS: What the devil? Do you think I've got thirty pairs of hands,
man? I get the charcoal glowing for you, fetch, carry, clean, cutup
the offal, make the meal-cakes, bring round ‘this here’, see to “that
there’'! - all the time quite blind with the smoke. Oh, m havinga
marvellous holiday!

sosTrRATOS: Hey, Getas!

GETAS: Who wants me now?

sosTrRATOS: [do.

GETAS: And who are you?

'SOSTRATOS: Open your eyes.

GETAS: Oh, Isee. It’s young master.

$0STRATOS: What are you all doing here?

GeTAs: Why, we’ve just finished n_uo sacrifice, and now we’re getting
lunch ready. .

$OSTRATOS: Mother here?

GETAS: Agesago.

- sOSTRATOS: And Father?

GETAS: We expect him any minute. Do come in.
sOSTRATOS: Yes, when I've done a little errand. In a way, the

sacrifice here is quite convenient. I'll go just as I am and invite the-

young man here, and his servant, to join us. For if they share in
the sacrifice, they’ll be more inclined to support yhy wedding
plans in the future. L LA
ceTAs: Oh? You're going off to invite people to lunch? As faras ’'m
concerned, they can come in their thousands. I realized a long time
ago that not a bite would come my way. Fat chance. Bring the

 whole world, do. You've sacrificed a fine sheep, a real joy to

behold. These are all very fine ladies, but would they share
- anything with me? Not on your life: not as much as a pinch of
cooking salt.

- sosTRATOS: It']l be all right today, Getas ~ I'll play the prophet on

that myself, Pan, though I also pray as I always do when I pass you
. 37
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- and F'll be generous. [He goes off, left.]
[Enter siM1CHE from Knemon'’s house.]

siMICHE: Oh calamity, calamity, n&»Bﬁ._

GeTAS: Oh, Helll Here’s the old man’s woman.

SIMICHE: What’s to become of me? [ wanted to get the bucket out of
the well, if I could, by myself, without telling master; so I tied the
mattock to a poor rotten old piece of rope, and it promptly broke
on me.

GETAS [aside]: Oh, great!

~ siMICHE: Oh, dear! Now I've &.ovwnm the Buzo.uw into the well

too, as well as the bucket.

GETAS [aside]: Then all that’s left is to m:.oé yourselfin »mnu them.

siMicHE: Unfortunately, he wanted to shift some dung that was
lying in the yard, arid he’s been running round for ages looking for
the mattock, and yelling — oh, there’s the door: here he comes.

GETAS: Run, run, poor woran, he'll kill you. No, better stand up to
him.

KNEMON T&E:m out of his house}: Where’s the culprit?

siMICHE: I'didn’t mean to do it, sir, it slipped out of u,é hand.

KNEMON: Inside, you.

simicHE: Oh, what are you going to do?

KNEMON: Let you down, on a rope.

simicHE: Oh, please don’t!

KNEMON: On this very same rope too, I assure you.

GETAS [aside]: Just the job, ifit’s really rotten.

simicae: I'll get Daos, shall I, from next door?

KNEMON: Get Daos, you infidel, when you've ruined me? Don't
you hear me? Inside, you, at the double. [She goes in.] Oh dear, oh
dear, I’'m all alone now, nota moc_ to help. I'll go down the well,
nothing else for it. , :

GETAS: We could give youa novn and grapple. :

KNEMON: Damn.you to all eternity, if you mwo»_n aword to me. [Goes
in.]

GETAs: And I'd deserve it, too. He’s gone EmrEm in again. Poor
man, what a life he leads. That’s your genuine Attic farmer. He
struggles with stony soil that grows thyme and sdge, gettihg a
good deal of pain and no profit. Oh, here comes young master
with his guests. Local farm-labourers they are. How peculiar.
‘Why is he bringing them here now, and how did he get to know
them?

SOSTRATOS [entering left with GORGIAS && pAos): I simply won’t

take no for an answer. We have masses of food. Surely to goodness
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no one refuses an invitation to lunch after a friend has been
sactificing? For your friend I've been, I assure you, for ages before
we met. Innn Daos, take these tools inside, and then come and
joinus. .

GORGIAs: Don’t under »5% circumstances leave my mother alone in
the house, Daos. See that she has all she needs. I won’t be long.
[sOSTRATOS, GORGIAS e& GETAS g0 _Ee the shrine, and DAOS into
Gorgias’s house.

THIRD CHORAL INTERLUDE

*
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ACT FOUR

[Enter simicHE, from Knemon’s house.]

simicHE: Help! Oh, dear. Help!

SIKON [entering from shrine]: Dammit! In the name of all the powers Om
~ heaven, let us get on with our drink-offering. You insult us, you
hit us — the hell with you! What an extraordinary establishment!

SIMICHE: Master’s down the well, ‘

sIEON: How come?

simiICHE: He was going down to get the mattock and bucket, and he
slipped at the top, and he’s fallen in.

s1koN:. Not Old Cantankerous here? He's got what he deserved, all

* right! My dear good woman, it’s up to you now.

simicuE: How?

SIRON: Take a heavy basin, or a rock, or something like that, and
heave it down on top of him.

siMicHE; Oh, please go down.

SIKON: Good God! Me? To struggle with a dog in the well, like the
man in the story?'2 Not on your life!

siMICHE: Oh, where on earth is Gorgias?

GORGIAS [entering from shrine]l: Who, me? What's the matter,
Simiche?

stMICHE: I tell you again, Master’s down the well.

GORGIAS [calling]: Sostratos, here a minute! [SOSTRATOS enters

Jrom shrine.] Simiche, lead the way, inside, quick. [They go into
‘Knemon’s house.] :

s1koN: There isa God, there really is! You wouldn’tlend a noo_?m.»n
to worshippers, you miserly old heathen. Now that you’ve fallen
in, drink the well dry, and then you won’t have a drop of water to
offer anyone either. Now the Nymphs have given me my revenge

— quite right too. No one does down a cook and gets off scot-free.
There’s something sacrosanct about our profession (but you can
treat a waiter any way you like). [ There is a cry from inside.] He’s not
dead, is he? ‘Daddy, oh mwu__hm Daddy’ a girl’s weeping and
wailing,. -

Several lines Q. the text are %zﬁh& here, but from the words that survive, it
is clear that Sikon is nagaahih the rescue operation, which §= mii:%
Knemon .
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. soaked to the skin and shivering. Lovely! I'd love to seeiit, by

God I would. {Shouts into the shrine] Pour an offering to help them,
ladies. Pray that the old man’s rescue may be—bungled, so thathe’s
damaged, crippled, That would make him a much less aggravating
neighbour to the god here, and to all who come to worship him. It
matters to me, too, if I'm ever hired for the job. [Goes into shrine.]
[Enter soSTRATOS, from Knemon’s house.]

SOSTRATOS {addressing audience]: My friends, by all the gods of
heaven I swear, I have nev my whole life seen a man so

- conveniently half-drowned. .E.hﬁnw_momn wasa delight! Assoonas
we got there, Gorgias jumped straight down into the well, and the
girl and I did nothing in v»nan&ﬁ Av top. Well, what could we do?
Except that she was tearing her hair, crying and pounding away at
her breast, and I was standing there like a nanny - I really was, and
2 fine fool 1 looked ~ pleading with her to stop it, worshipping at
her shrine and feasting my eyes on a perfect picture. For the victim,
down below I cared less than =o.&5m except for trying all the time
to haul him up — that did inconvenience me a bit! And I tell you, I
very nearly did for him. For as I gazed into the girl’s eyes, 1let the
rope go, two or three times. But Gorgias was a veritable Atlas: he

kepta grip on him and eventually, with considerable difficulty, got

him up.
When he was m&.ﬂ—q out, I came out, and here I am. 1 nocr._b.
“control myself any longer ~ I very nearly went up to the girl and
kissed her. That’s how madly in love I am. I'm preparing the
ground — but the door’s opening. God in heaven, look at that!
[kNEMON is wheeled out on a couch, GORGIAS aam the GIRL with
him.] -
GORGIAS: Canl do anything for %o:. sir? You oEw have to ask.
KNEMON: Oh, I'mina very bad £n<
GORGIAS: Chéer up! ‘
KNEMON: Don’t worry, Knemon will never ﬁo:r#,»nw of you
. again, ever.

GoRrGias: Look, this is the kind of thing that happens ivnn ybulive

like a hermit. You came very close to death just now. A man of
your age should end his days with someone to look after him.
KNEMON: [ know I'm in a bad way, Gorgias. Ask your mother to
come, tell her it’s urgent. We only learn from bitter omwnnonon. it
- seems. Little daughter, please help me to sit up..
SOSTRATOS [viewing process): Lucky fellow! .
KNEMON [to SOSTRATOS): Why are you hanging about Eﬂn. you
miserable man?
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Several lines are missing here, ‘but it is -clear that Gorgias has ..,.«R.r&.

Myrrhine, and that Knemon has begun his great speech.

KNEMON:
‘make up your minds to it. One mistake I did perhaps make, in
thinking that I could be completely self-sufficient, and would
never need anyone’s assistance. Now that I've seen how sudden
and unexpected death can be, I realize I was stupid to take that line.
You always need to have —and to have handy — someone to help
you. When I saw how people lived, calculating everything for
.. profit, I swear I grew cynical, and I never even imagined that any
man would ever do'a disinterested kindness to another.
I was wrong. By his noble efforts Gorgias, all by himself; has
“managed to demonstrate that. I never let him come near my moo_..

never did him the slightest service, never said ‘good morning’ or -

gave him a kind word. And yet he’s saved my life. Another man
- might (with some justification) have said “You don’t let me come

- near you; I'm keeping well away. You’ve never done anything for
my family: I'm doing nothing for you now.” [To GORG1AS, whois

looking embarrassed] What's the matter, boy? Whether I die now
(which seems only too likely, I'm not at all well), or whether1live,
I'm adopting you as my son, and anything I have, consider it all
your own. My daughter here I entrust to your care. Find her a
husband. Even if I-make a complete recovery, 1 won’t be able
to do that, for F'll never find anyone I approve of, If1 live, leave
me to live my own life,” but take over and’ E»:»mn everything
else.
You’ve got some sense, thank God, »:m you're your sister’s
_natural protector. Divide my property, give half for. her dowry,
and usc the other halfto wnoﬁmo for her mother and myself. { To his

. &:.Qa&.u Lay me down again, my dear. I don’t think a man should

ever say more than is strictly necessary, so I'll add only this, my
child: T want to tell you a little about myself and my ways. If
everyone was like me, there’d be no law-suits or 'dragging one
another off to gaol, and no wars: everyone would be satisfied with
amoderate competence. But you may like things better as they are.

“'Then live that way. The nubgwﬂ.o:m and bad-tempered oE man

‘won’tstop you.

cORG1AS: Laccept all that. But, with your assistance, we must find a

husband for the girl without ...—n-»q. if you agree.

KNEMON: Look, I've told you my intentions. Leave me »—onn. for
goodness’ sake,
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GORGIAS: Someone wants a word with you -

KNEMON: For God’s sake, NO!

GORGIAS: . . . to ask for your daughter’s WE.& in marriage.

KNEMON: —.<n no.further concern with that.

GORGiAS: Butit’s the man who helped to rescue you.

KNEMON: Who?

GOoRGIAS: He's here. Come on, Sostratos.

KNEMON: He's certainly been in the sun. A farmer, is he?

GORGIAS: Yes, and a good one, Father. He’s not soft, not the kind
that strolls idly round all day.

In two _.a&w damaged lines, Knemon probably gives ra consent to the
marriage.

KNEMON: Wheel me in. You see to him. And Jook after your sister.
[He is wheeled into his house.]

GORG1AS: You'd better consult your mEEw about this, Sostratos.

SOSTRATOS: My father will make no difficulties.

GORGIAS 3335._ ‘Then I betroth her to you, Sostratos, giving her
to you in the sight of heaven, as is right and proper. You’ve been
frank and straightforward in approaching the business, without
any deceit in your courtship. And you were ready to do anything
to win the girl. You've lived soft, but you took a mattock and dug
the land, you were willing to work. A man really proves his true
worth when, although he’s well-off, he’s ready to treat a poor man

as his equal. bgr_nonr»ngzgnswnvgmno:onﬂ:ngnr» )

good grace: You've given adequate proof of your character. Just
stay that way!

sOsSTRATOS: In fact, I hope to improve. But mn_».aunamn is a bit
boring. Oh, good, here’s my father.

GORGIAS: Is Kallipides your father?

sOSTRATOS: Indeed he is.

GORGIAS: A very rich man - and he deserves it, he’s a:very good
farmer. : _, 7

[Enter RALLIPIDES, right.]

KALLIPIDES: Perhaps I’'m too late. The others may have devoured

the sheep and gone back to the farm long ago.

/

GORGIAS: Goodness, he seems to be starving. Shall we break the

news to him now?
s0STRATOS: No, let him eat first. He’ll be in a better mood then.
KALLIPIDES: Well, Sostratos? Lunch over? '
SOSTRATOS: Yes, but we’ve kept some for you. Go onin.
KALLIPIDES: That's just what P'm doing [Goes into shrine.] -
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coRrGIAS: Now's your chance. Go in, and you can talk to your father
on your own, if you want to. .
sOsTRATOS: You'll wait inside, won’t you?
GORGIAS: I won't set foot outside the house.
s0sTRATOS: Then Il fetch you shortly.

[sosTRATOS goes into the shrine, and GORGIAS, MYRRHINE and
the G1RL go into Knemon’s house. ] .

FOURTH CHORAL INTERLUDE

ACT FIVE

[Enter sOSTRATOS and KALLIPIDBS, from shrine.}

soSTRATOS: You're not doing all that T wanted, Father. I expected
better of you. o .

KALLIPIDES: ButI've given my consent! I'm quite willing for you to
marry the gitl you love~in fact, I say you must.

SOSTRATOS: That's not the way it looks to me.

KALLIPIDES: For heaven’s sake! I don’t need to be told that a young
man’s matriage is more stable if it’s love that prompts him into
it. ” :

SOSTRATOS: So, I can marry the young man’s sister and reckon that
he’s no disgrace to our family. Then how can you refuse tolet him
marry my sister?

kALLIPIDES: That's no good. I've no desire to acquire fwo
beggars-in-law at one go. One’s quite enough for us.

sosTRATOS: You're talking about money, a very unstable sub-
stance. If you're sure it will stay with you for ever, then be careful
never to share what you have with anyone. But when you’re not

~ the absolute owner, when you hold everything on 2 lease from
Fortune, then don’t grudge a man a share of it, Father. For Fortune
may take it all from you and bestow it on another, perhaps less
deserving, person. That’s why I tell you, Father, that while you

have control of it, you should use it generously, help everyone, .

and by your actions entich as many people as possible. Such
generosity never dies, and if ever you have a fall, it will ensure
the same generosity for you in turn. A real friend is much better
value than secret wealth, kept buried somewhere.

KALLIPIDES: You know me, Sostratos. The money|T've made I
shan’t biiry with me—what’s the point? it’s yours. You've found 2
friend and want to keep him. Go ahead, and good luck to you. No
need to preach at me. Off with you! Hand it over, share it. You’ve
quite convinced me, and I'm perfectly happy about it.

sosTRATOS: Perfectly? : . :

KALLIPIDES: Absolutely. Don’t worry about it.

sosTrATOS: Then I'll call Gorgias. .

GORGIAS [entering from Knemon’s house]: 1 heard all your conversa-
tion, right from the beginning, from the doorway on my way out.
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Well, now: I accept you as a good friend, Sostrates; and 'm
remarkably fond of you. But I don’t want to take on anything
that’s beyond me, and I assure you that, even _H. I wanted to, 1
-couldn’tdoit.

sosTRATOS: I don’t understand.

GORGIAS: My sister I give you to be your wife. But for me to marry
your sister — thank you, but -

SOSTRATOS: You're refusing?

GORGIAS: I'd get no pleasure from living a soft life on the proceeds of
other people’s hard work. I prefer what I've earned Bﬁn_m

s0sTRATOS: Nonsense, Gorgias! You're saying you’re not worthy
of the match.

GORG1AS: [ reckon that .um__aaa&q I’m a worthy match ».o_. her. But
it’s not right to accept a fortune when one has so little.

The next few lines are badly damaged and what follows is at best an
nm%_dx_inga of the sense.

kaLLIPIDES: That’s an honourable answer. But you re a bit
. inconsistent.
GORG1AS: How?
KALLIPIDES: You're a poor man - and you want to give the
impression of liking it. You’ve seen me convinced. . Snmmn
agree.

* GORGIAS: Thatsettles it! I'd be doubly deficient, in mind as in: asin

means, to refuse the one man who offers me a mo_naon to my
troubles.

SOSTRATOS: Thenit Q&< remains to formalize the nnmumnapnnn

KALLIPIDES: [ now betroth my daughter to 'you, young man, for the
wm.on_.nuaon of legitimate children, and 1 give %oz with her a dowry
of£30,

GORGIAS: And I have £10,000 for the other girl.

KALLIPIDES: Do you? Don’t overstretch yourself.

GORGIAS: Well, I have the farm.

KALLIPIDES: Keep it for %oE.mo_m. Gorgias. Now, go and bring your
mother and sister here, to join our womenfolk.

Goraias: P'll do that.

sosTrATOS: We'll all stay here tonight mE. a party, and rpﬁ the
- weddings tomorrow. And bring the old man with you, Gorgias.
Perhaps he'll get better treatment here with us.

GORG1AS: He won’t want to come, Sostratos.

SOSTRATOS: Persuade him.

GORGIAS: I'll try. [He goes into Knemon’s house. ]
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SOSTRATOS: We must have a fine drinks party now, Uumy and the
women must make a night of it too.

KALLIPIDES: Don’t you believe it! Theyll do the drinking,
and we’ll certainly do the night work. I'll go and organize
everything properly for you. [ He goes into the shrine.]

SOSTRATOS: Do that. [To audience] A sensible man should never
completely despair about anything. There’s nothing that can’t be
achieved by concentration and hard work. I'm a erm example of
this truth! In one single day I've achieved a marriage that no one
would ever have thought possible.

. [Enter ORG1AS with his MOTHER and the GIR1, from Knemon's
house.]

¢orG1As: Comeonnow, hurry up.

sosTRATOS: This way, ladies. ?ua:i.n_ Mother, here are your
guests. [ To corcias] Knemon not here yet?

GORGIAS: Knemon? Why, he begged me to bring the old servant
woman too, so that he could be absolutely on his own. -

soSTRATOS: He's a hopeless case.

GORGIAS: That’s how heis.

sosTRATOS: Well, forget him. Let’s go in.

GORGIAS: Sostratos, I'm shy with women in the same —

s0STRATOS: Nonsense! In with you! Remember, we're all .\&:&..
now. -

[ They go into the shrine, and SIMICHE enters from Knemon’s house,
talking over her shoulder.]

-

stmIcHE: I'll go too, by God 1. dﬁ__ You can ke there all on %OE. .

own. You're a real misery. They wanted to take you to the shrine,
but you wouldn’t go. Something awful will happen to you, you
matk my words, something much worse than you're mcm.nnmam
now.

GETAS [entering from shrine]: I'll go and have a look. [A .maa?a_u starts
playing] Hey, what do you mean by fluting at me,.you blasted
nuisance? I'm not ready for you yet, I'm ordered oul ,rn_.n to visit
the sick. Stop that! [ The music stops.]

siMICHE: One of your lot can go and sit with him. I'm sending my
young lady off to her wedding, and I want a word with her. [ want
to talk to her, and say goodbye.

GETAS: Quite right. In you go. I'll look after him while qo: re away.
[s1MICHEgoes into the shrine.} I've been plotting for ages for a chance
like this, but I'had to work at it. And I may not be able to do it yet.
[Cails] Hey, cook! Sikon! Out here to me, and hurry up. [Rubbing
hands in glee] Boy oh boy, 1 think we have some real fun here.
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-+ {Enter SIRON from shrine.] -
SIRON [slightly drunk, and pompous]: You want me? s
GETAS: Yes, I do. Do you want to get your own back for your recent

— er—experience? : ‘
SIKON: My recent experience? Bugger you, don’t start that.
GETAS: The old terror’s asleep, all by himself.
SIKON: And howishe? :
GETAS: Not too bad.
s1koN: He couldn’t get up and hit us?
GETAS: He couldn’t even get up, I reckon. L
srkoN: Oh, boy. I'll go in and ask the loan of something. He’lldo his
nut!
GETAS [suddenly inspired]: Look, suppose we haul him out first, put

Co
-

him here, and then knock at the door and make our ‘requests’,

really infuriate him? That’ll be fun, I tell you.

sIkoN: But what about Gorgias? I'm a bit scared he might catch us

- and wallop us. _ ,

GETAS: There’s a great din inside at the party. No one will hear a
thing. It is positively our duty to civilize this chap. For we're
related to him, now that the families are connectéd, and if he’s
always going to be like this, it’ll be a job to put up with him, I tell
you. .

SIKON: Just take care that no one sees you bringing him out here.

GETAS: You go, then. : K

sikoN: Right. Hang on a minute, don’t slope off and leave me'to it.

 [SIXON goes into Knemon’s house, and emerges carrying KNEMON.]

GETAS: Nonoise, for heaven’s sake. - .

SIKON: I’'m not making a noise, for earth’s sake.

GETAS: Over to the right. ,

SIXON: There.

GEBTAS: Puthim here. Now for the crunch. - :

stkoN: Right. I'l go first. Now [to flautist] you watch the beat. [He
knocks rhythmically at Knemon’s deor] Door! Do~or! Door, please!
Door! DOOR! : , R

KNEMON [wakening]: Oh, this is murder.

SIKON [still knocking]: Door, please! Door! Do-or! Door! DOOR!

ENEMON: Oh, this is murder. : e _

SIKON [furning round]: Who’s this? You from this house?

gNEMON: Of course I am. What do you want? .

sikoN: Cook-pans and a basin, please.

KNEMON: Help'me up, someone!

SIKON: You have them, you reéally have. And I'd Eno seven wine-
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tables and twelve dinner-tables. Hey, boys! Tell the staff inside.
I'min a hurry. o _
KNEMON: Thaven’t any of these things.
sikoN: Haven't any? :
KNEMON: I've told you so a thousand times.
SIKON: P’m off, then. [Moves across stage.].

- of the house? { To cETAS] You be off, too! .

GETAS: Oh, sure. [Knocks at door] Boy! Boyo! Maids! Men! Porter! -

kNEMON: You're mad, fellow. You'll knock the door down.

GETAS: Nine rugs, please. .

KNEMON: Impossible! o

GETAS:.And an oriental hanging, brocaded, a hundred feet long. -

KNEMON: ] wish 1had—my strap. Woman! Simiche! Damn and blast
the lot of you. [SiRON comes forward] What do you want?. a

sIKON: A mixing bowl, a big bronze one.

ENEMON: Oh, help me up, someone! .

GETAS: You've got the hanging, you know you have, Pa, Pappy.

gNEMON: I haven’t the bowl, either. Oh, I'll murder that Simiche.

s1KON: Sit down and shut up. You hate company, you loathe the
ladies, you refuse to join the party. You'll have to put up with all
‘this, there’s no one here to help you. Grind your tecth there, and
listen to my tale.’* When your wife and daughter arrived, first
there were embraces and kisses. They were having a pleasant time,
and a little way off, I was getting the drinks ready for the men.
They - are you listening? Don’t go to sleep!

GETAS: No, indeed.

KNEMON [groaning]: Oh, oh!

" s1koN: Don’t you want to be involved? Listen to the rest of the

story. The libation was ready, and a rug was spread out on the
ground. 1 was busy with the tables, that was my job — are you
listening? 'm 2 cook, as it happens. Remember? .
GETAS: He’s weakening. . L
SIKON [becoming more and more extravagant in language dnd ges-
ture]: Someone clse was decanting a venerable old vintage into a
dimpled jar, mixing it with the Naiads’ rill, and pledging the men

sitting round, while another pledged the ladies (though that was

like pouring water into sand — get me?). And one of the girls, her
young face’s bloom shaded, began to dance. She was a bit tipsy,
actually, but she danced quite modestly, diffidently and a bit
nervously. Then another joined hands with her, and danced
too. : :
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GETAS: Poor old man, you have plumbed the depths of human
misery. [Suddenly] Dance! On to your feet! We'll help you.
KNEMON: What do you want now, you pests?

GETAS: Just try. On to <o.=. feet, we’ll help you. Oh, you are a

clumsy clot.

KNEMON: No, please.

GETAS: Shall we take you to the party, then? -

KNEMON: Oh, what shall I do?

GETAS: Dance!

KNEMON: Take me in, then. Perhaps it'll be _Knon to put nm. with
that.

GETAS: Now you're showing some sense. Hooray, we’ve won!
[Calls) Hey, Donax! [Servant comes out] You too, Sikon, pick him
up and take him inside. [ To xNEMON] And you be careful. If ever
we find you making a nuisance of yourself again, we won't treat
you so tenderly then, I can tell you. [Calls] Hey, bring us garlands

and a torch. [ They are brought out, and he distributes them] Take that

one. There! [All go into the shrine except GETAS, who addresses the
audience] You’ve enjoyed our victory over the old man, now please
- applaud vs, young and old. And may laughter-loving <§o~<.
daughter of a noble tine, smile upon us »= our days.
emaa GETAS, into shrine.]
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Some Fragments Doubtfully Attribuited to Menander

FIRST SPEAKER: Think of it as running in the Olympics. If you get
clear, you're a happy man. [He goes off. Enter SECOND SPEAKER,
perhaps from a house.]. _ .

SECOND SPEAKER: Heavens, what on earth is going on?

sTROBILOS {raptly]: Now I'm quite sure that this is clearly the one
holy place in the whole world, that here dwell all the gods, and that
they are here now and were born here.

SECOND SPEAKER: Strobilos! .
STROBILOS ftaking no notice]: God in heaven, the scent of sanctity!

~ SECOND sPEAKER: Strobilos, you rogue!

STROBILOS [still rapt]: Who is calling me?

SECOND SPEAKER: Jam. .

sTrOB1LOS: And who are you? O mightiest of gods, how splendid
to see you! ‘ :
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NOTES

Preface |

. Golden Oddlies (Methuen, 1983), p. 25.

Introduction

Diogenes Laertius, 5, 79.

. The translation is taken from the Loeb edition of Plutarch, edited by

H. N. Fowler, vol. X (Heinemann, 1936).

. From the Introduction to Sheridan’s Plays, edited by C. Price

(Oxford, 1975).

The opinions of Aristophanes of Byzantium, Inscriptiones Graecae
xiv, 1183c and Syrian, Commentary on Hermogenes 1I, 23; Plutarch,
Table Talk 7, 8, 3; and Quintilian o, 1, 69.

- See Charitonides, Kahil and Ginonvas, Les mosaigues de la maison de

Meénandre & Mytiléne (Antike Kunst 6, Bern, 1970). The mosaics,
from the third century A.p., illustrate scenes from eleven of
Menander’s plays, and testify both to his continuing popularity,
and to the continuing conventions of costume and mask,

- Forexample, “Whom the gods love dics young’ Stobacus, Eclogues 4,

5, 27.

Old Cantankerous

. -See Production Notice and note 4. . :
- This verse summary is attributed in the papyrus to Aristophancs of

Byzantium, the great scholar and librarian of the third century ».c.
Theuneven style, the faults in metre and the misunderstanding of the
plot are against this attribution.

. This probably is derived from Aristophanes of Byzantium, and

based on official records. . .
An almest certain correction of the obvious. error in the papyrus.
Demogenes was archon (chief magistrate of Athens, elected annu-
ally, whosenameé dated the year) in 317-3168.C. and the festival of the
Lenaia would have been held in January, 316. S
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Notes

3. Otherwise unknown. Skarphe was a town in northern Greece, near
Thermopylae. : ,

6. It was neither polite nor politic to pass without grecting the statue or
shrine of a god, especially the god Pan. (Seel. 433.)

2. The shrine of Leos, in the Market Place at Athens, was a popular
meeting place.

8. It is ‘worth about two talents’, and it was possible to live (frugally)
on an estate worth about three quarters of one talent (pseudo-
Demosthenes, 42, 22). .

0. A district on the east side of Mount Hymettus.

10. This may be her daughter (see Act Five), ora maid.

11. The text is damaged, but the general sense is clear.

12. A fableof Aesop’s (122, Hausrath’s edition) tells of the gardener who
climbed down a well to rescue his dog, and was bitten for his pains.

13. The aulos was a wind-instrument, a pipe (single or double), rather
like our oboe. : .

14. ‘Three badly damaged lines follow, in which Sikon starts to describe

the party.

# . 'The Girl From Samos. .

1. .Hw.n text is uncertain, but the __gomn... seems to be that Moschion,

- though adopted, was treated exactly as 2 son of the house.

2. According to the myth, Adonis was a beautiful boy, loved by
Aphrodite, the goddess of love. After his accidental death, kie was
allowed to spend part of the year on carth, but had to retarn to the
Underworld for the rest. The Athenian festival was held .in the
spring, and consisted of mourning for death followed by celebration
of rebirth. Quick-growing seeds were planted in trays (the ‘gar-
dens’), symbolizing the renewal of life. The festival was an especial
favourite of woien. .

3. The text is uncertain. :

4 This contained barley, garland and knife, for the preliminary

5. 'The general sense of two damaged lines. - -

6. Amyntor was jealous of his son Phoenix's attentions to his
(Amyntor's) mistress, and cursed him and sent him into exile.
According to Euripides’ Phioenix, he also blinded him. -

7. A notorious hanger-on of the generation before Menander.

8. Nothing is known of him. o - e ,

9. Moschion says he will go to Bactria or Caria, the two areas wherea

' mercenary soldier of the time could most easily find employment.
Bactria {on the borders of modern USSR and Afghanistan) was in
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10.

turmoil after Alexander’s partial conquest, and Caria (now in south-
west Turkey) was fighting off Persian claims to sovercignty. |

goﬁmasmoamﬂnn.m»wugﬁogom?mg. wﬁnro mﬂﬁ-.»-
sense is clear. A o .

The Arbitration

. She was, in fact, a ‘harp-girl’. Such mim were high-class courtesans,

who provided music (and other amenities) for men’s parties.

. Not vinordingire, but not a really expensive vintage either. Smikrines

is very careful with his money.

. Twin sons of Tyro by the god Poseidon.. They were exposed, -

rescued and finally recognized in time to rescue their mother. Several
dramatists, including Sophocles, are known to have treated the
story.

- As, for example, in Menander’s own Rape of the Locks, in Sophocles’

Tyro and in Euripides’ Iphigenia in Tauris.

. Syros was a slave of Chairestratos, but obviously allowed to live and

work on his own, provided that a certain proportion of his earnings
was paid to his master. Such an arrangement was not uncommon.

. Onesimos had told Charisios about his wife’s having a child. See

1. go3. .

Panathenaic procession had to be virgins.

. Literally, to ‘carry Athena’s basket’. The girls carrying baskets n the

. Afestival of Arternis, celebrated in a village in Attica. ,

. The last two lincs are damaged, but the general sense is clear.

. The verse endings are missing, but the general sense is clear. .

. The quotation comes from a lost play of Euripides, which told the

(very apposite) story of how Auge was raped by Heracles during a
nocturnal festival, bore a child, and recognized the father later by a
ring he had left with her. C .

The h.%n of the Locks

. The Greek title means ‘the mw.._ who gets herhair cropped”. But 1 like

. the neatness and allusiveness of the title suggested by G. B. Shaw to

Wb

Omvungﬁnn,qG.?m%«mwinbﬁﬁ,gggmcn.&?G‘..
See note 1.on The Arbitration. . ) , P9

. Sosias. , '
“The text of this, and of the next ten lines, is doubtful.

This may be a reference to a recent historical occurrence. One
Alexander was murdered _.vw his troops in 314-313 B.C.
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