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what we have said now and on previous occasions, you will achieve
nothing even if you strongly agree with me at this moment.

We shall be eager to follow your advice, said Crito, but how shall we
bury you?

In any way you like, said Socrates, if you can catch me and I do not
escape you. And laughing quietly, looking at us, he said: I do not convince
Crito that I am this Socrates talking to you here and ordering all I say,
but he thinks that I am the thing which he will soon be looking at as a
corpse, and so he asks how he shall bury me. I have been saying for some
time and at some length that after I have drunk the poison I shall no longer
be with you but will leave you to go and enjoy some good fortunes of the
blessed, but it seems that I have said all this to him in vain in an attempt
to reassure you and myself too. Give a pledge to Crito on my behalf, he
said, the opposite pledge to that he gave the jury. He pledged that I would
stay, you must pledge that I will not stay after I die, but that I shall go
away, so that Crito will bear it more easily when he sees my body being
burned or buried and will not be angry on my behalf, as if I were suffering
terribly, and so that he should not say at the funeral that he is laying out,
or carrying out, or burying Socrates. For know you well, my dear Crito,
that to express oneself badly is not only faulty as far as the language goes,
but does some harm to the soul. You must be of good cheer, and say
you are burying my body, and bury it in any way you like and think
most customary.

After saying this he got up and went to another room to take his bath,
and Crito followed him and he told us to wait for him. So we stayed,
talking among ourselves, questioning what had been said, and then again
talking of the great misfortune that had befallen us. We all felt as if we
had lost a father and would be orphaned for the rest of our lives. When
he had washed, his children were brought to him—two of his sons were
small and one was older—and the women of his household came to him.
He spoke to them before Crito and gave them what instructions he wanted.
Then he sent the women and children away, and he himself joined us. It
was now close to sunset, for he had stayed inside for some time. He came
and sat down after his bath and conversed for a short while, when the
officer of the Eleven came and stood by him and said: “I shall not reproach
you as I do the others, Socrates. They are angry with me and curse me
when obeying the orders of my superiors, I tell them to drink the poison.
During the time you have been here I have come to know you in other
ways as the noblest, the gentlest and the best man who has ever come
here. So now too I know that you will not make trouble for me; you know
who is responsible and you will direct your anger against them. You know
what message I bring. Fare you well, and try to endure what you must
as easily as possible.” The officer was weeping as he turned away and
went out. Socrates looked up at him and said: “Fare you well also, we
shall do as you bid us.” And turning to us he said: “How pleasant the
man is! During the whole time I have been here he has come in and
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conversed with me from time to time, a most agreeable man. And how
genuinely he now weeps for me. Come, Crito, let us obey him. Let someone
bring the poison if it is ready; if not, let the man prepare it.”

But Socrates, said Crito, I think the sun still shines upon the hills and
has not yet set. [ know that others drink the poison quite a long time after
they have received the order, eating and drinking quite a bit, and some
of them enjoy intimacy with their loved ones. Do not hurry; there is still
some time.

It is natural, Crito, for them to do so, said Socrates, for they think they
derive some benefit from doing this, but it is not fitting for me. I do not
expect any benefit from drinking the poison a little later, except to become
ridiculous in my own eyes for clinging to life, and be sparing of it when
there is none left. So do as I ask and do not refuse me.

Hearing this, Crito nodded to the slave who was standing near him; the
slave went out and after a time came back with the man who was to
administer the poison, carrying it made ready in a cup. When Socrates
saw him he said: “Well, my good man, you are an expert in this, what
must one do?”—"Just drink it and walk around until your legs feel heavy,
and then lie down and it will act of itself.” And he offered the cup to
Socrates who took it quite cheerfully, Echecrates, without a tremor or any
change of feature or color, but looking at the man from under his eyebrows
as was his wont, asked: “What do you say about pouring a libation from
this drink? It is allowed?”—"We only mix as much as we believe will
suffice,” said the man.

I understand, Socrates said, but one is allowed, indeed one must, utter
a prayer to the gods that the journey from here to yonder may be fortunate.
This is my prayer and may it be so.

And while he was saying this, he was holding the cup, and then drained
it calmly and easily. Most of us had been able to hold back our tears
reasonably well up till then, but when we saw him drinking it and after
he drank it, we could hold them back no longer; my own tears came in
floods against my will. So I covered my face. I was weeping for myself,
not for him—for my misfortune in being deprived of such a comrade.
Even before me, Crito was unable to restrain his tears and got up. Apollo-
dorus had not ceased from weeping before, and at this moment his noisy
tears and anger made everybody present break down, except Socrates.
“What is this,” he said, “you strange fellows. It is mainly for this reason
that I sent the women away, to avoid such unseemliness, for I am told one
should die in good omened silence. So keep quiet and control yourselves.”

His words made us ashamed, and we checked our tears. He walked
around, and when he said his legs were heavy he lay on his back as he
had been told to do, and the man who had given him the poison touched
his body, and after a while tested his feet and legs, pressed hard upon his
foot and asked him if he felt this, and Socrates said no. Then he pressed
his calves, and made his way up his body and showed us that it was cold
and stiff. He felt it himself and said that when the cold reached his heart
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he would be gone. As his belly was getting cold Socrates uncovered his
head—he had covered it—and said—these were his last words—*“Crito, we
owe a cock to Asclepius;" make this offering to him and do not forget.” —*It
shall be done,” said Crito, “tell us if there is anything else.” But there
was no answer. Shortly afterwards Socrates made a movement; the man
uncovered him and his eyes were fixed. Seeing this Crito closed his mouth
and his eyes.

Such was the end of our comrade, Echecrates, a man who, we would
say, was of all those we have known the best, and also the wisest and the
most upright.

19. A cock was sacrificed to Asclepius by the sick people who slept in his temples,
hoping for a cure. Socrates apparently means that death is a cure for the ills of life.



