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Book IT

Come then, and let us pass a leisure hour in story-telling,
and our story shall be the education of our heroes.

By all means.

And what shall be their education? Can we find a better
than the traditional sort? —and this has two divisions, gym-
nastic for the body, and music for the soul.

True.

Shall we begin education with music, and go on to gym-
nastic afterwards?

By all means.

And when you speak of music, do you include literature
or not?

I do.

And literature may be either true or false?

Yes.

And the young should be trained in both kinds, and we
begin with the false?

I do not understand your meaning, he said.

You know, I said, that we begin by telling children sto-
ries which, though not wholly destitute of truth, are in the
main fictitious; and these stories are told them when they
are not of an age to learn gymnastics.

Very true.

That was my meaning when I said that we must teach
music before gymnastics.

Quite right, he said.

You know also that the beginning is the most important
part of any work, especially in the case of a young and ten-
der thing; for that is the time at which the character is being
formed and the desired impression is more readily taken.

Quite true.

And shall we just carelessly allow children to hear any
casual tales which may be devised by casual persons, and
to receive into their minds ideas for the most part the very
opposite of those which we should wish them to have when
they are grown up?

We cannot.

Then the first thing will be to establish a censorship of
the writers of fiction, and let the censors receive any tale of
fiction which is good, and reject the bad; and we will desire
mothers and nurses to tell their children the authorised ones
only. Let them fashion the mind with such tales, even more
fondly than they mould the body with their hands; but most
of those which are now in use must be discarded.

Of what tales are you speaking? he said.

You may find a model of the lesser in the greater, I said;
for they are necessarily of the same type, and there is the
same spirit in both of them.

Very likely, he replied; but I do not as yet know what you
would term the greater.

Those, I said, which are narrated by Homer and Hesiod,
and the rest of the poets, who have ever been the great
story-tellers of mankind.

But which stories do you mean, he said; and what fault
do you find with them?

A fault which is most serious, I said; the fault of telling a
lie, and, what is more, a bad lie.

But when is this fault committed?

Whenever an erroneous representation is made of the na-
ture of gods and heroes,—as when a painter paints a por-
trait not having the shadow of a likeness to the original.

Yes, he said, that sort of thing is certainly very blamable;
but what are the stories which you mean?

First of all, I said, there was that greatest of all lies, in
high places, which the poet told about Uranus, and which
was a bad lie too,—I mean what Hesiod says that Uranus
did, and how Cronus retaliated on him. The doings of

Cronus, and the sufferings which in turn his son inflicted
upon him, even if they were true, ought certainly not to be
lightly told to young and thoughtless persons; if possible,
they had better be buried in silence. But if there is an abso-
lute necessity for their mention, a chosen few might hear
them in a mystery, and they should sacrifice not a common
[Eleusinian] pig, but some huge and unprocurable victim;
and then the number of the hearers will be very few indeed.

Why, yes, said he, those stories are extremely objection-
able.

Yes, Adeimantus, they are stories not to be repeated in
our State; the young man should not be told that in commit-
ting the worst of crimes he is far from doing anything out-
rageous; and that even if he chastises his father when does
wrong, in whatever manner, he will only be following the
example of the first and greatest among the gods.

I entirely agree with you, he said; in my opinion those
stories are quite unfit to be repeated.

Neither, if we mean our future guardians to regard the
habit of quarrelling among themselves as of all things the
basest, should any word be said to them of the wars in
heaven, and of the plots and fightings of the gods against
one another, for they are not true. No, we shall never men-
tion the battles of the giants, or let them be embroidered on
garments; and we shall be silent about the innumerable
other quarrels of gods and heroes with their friends and rel-
atives. If they would only believe us we would tell them
that quarrelling is unholy, and that never up to this time has
there been any, quarrel between citizens; this is what old
men and old women should begin by telling children; and
when they grow up, the poets also should be told to com-
pose for them in a similar spirit. But the narrative of Hep-
haestus binding Here his mother, or how on another occa-
sion Zeus sent him flying for taking her part when she was
being beaten, and all the battles of the gods in
Homer—these tales must not be admitted into our State,
whether they are supposed to have an allegorical meaning

or not. For a young person cannot judge what is allegorical
and what is literal; anything that he receives into his mind
at that age is likely to become indelible and unalterable;
and therefore it is most important that the tales which the
young first hear should be models of virtuous thoughts.

There you are right, he replied; but if any one asks where
are such models to be found and of what tales are you
speaking—how shall we answer him?

I said to him, You and I, Adeimantus, at this moment are
not poets, but founders of a State: now the founders of a
State ought to know the general forms in which poets
should cast their tales, and the limits which must be ob-
served by them, but to make the tales is not their business.

Very true, he said; but what are these forms of theology
which you mean?

Something of this kind, I replied: —God is always to be
represented as he truly is, whatever be the sort of poetry,
epic, lyric or tragic, in which the representation is given.

Right.

And is he not truly good? and must he not be represented
as such?

Certainly.

And no good thing is hurtful?

No, indeed.

And that which is not hurtful hurts not?

Certainly not.

And that which hurts not does no evil?

No.

And can that which does no evil be a cause of evil?

Impossible.

And the good is advantageous?

Yes.

And therefore the cause of well-being?

Yes.

It follows therefore that the good is not the cause of all
things, but of the good only?

Assuredly.



Then God, if he be good, is not the author of all things,
as the many assert, but he is the cause of a few things only,
and not of most things that occur to men. For few are the
goods of human life, and many are the evils, and the good
is to be attributed to God alone; of the evils the causes are
to be sought elsewhere, and not in him.

That appears to me to be most true, he said.

Then we must not listen to Homer or to any other poet
who is guilty of the folly of saying that two casks

‘Lie at the threshold of Zeus, full of lots, one of good, the other
of evil lots,’
and that he to whom Zeus gives a mixture of the two

‘Sometimes meets with evil fortune, at other times with
good;’
but that he to whom is given the cup of unmingled ill,
‘Him wild hunger drives o’er the beauteous earth.’
And again—
‘Zeus, who is the dispenser of good and evil to us.”

And if any one asserts that the violation of oaths and
treaties, which was really the work of Pandarus, was
brought about by Athene and Zeus, or that the strife and
contention of the gods was instigated by Themis and Zeus,
he shall not have our approval; neither will we allow our
young men to hear the words of Aeschylus, that
‘God plants guilt among men when he desires utterly to de-
stroy a house.”

And if a poet writes of the sufferings of Niobe—the subject
of the tragedy in which these iambic verses occur—or of
the house of Pelops, or of the Trojan war or on any similar
theme, either we must not permit him to say that these are
the works of God, or if they are of God, he must devise
some explanation of them such as we are seeking; he must
say that God did what was just and right, and they were the
better for being punished; but that those who are punished
are miserable, and that God is the author of their mis-
ery—the poet is not to be permitted to say; though he may
say that the wicked are miserable because they require to be
punished, and are benefited by receiving punishment from
God; but that God being good is the author of evil to any
one is to be strenuously denied, and not to be said or sung
or heard in verse or prose by any one whether old or young
in any well-ordered commonwealth. Such a fiction is suici-
dal, ruinous, impious.

I agree with you, he replied, and am ready to give my as-
sent to the law.

Let this then be one of our rules and principles concern-
ing the gods, to which our poets and reciters will be ex-
pected to conform—that God is not the author of all things,
but of good only.

And what do you think of a second principle? Shall I ask
you whether God is a magician, and of a nature to appear
insidiously now in one shape, and now in another—some-
times himself changing and passing into many forms,
sometimes deceiving us with the semblance of such trans-
formations; or is he one and the same immutably fixed in
his own proper image?

Well, but can you imagine that God will be willing to lie,
whether in word or deed, or to put forth a phantom of him-
self?

I cannot say, he replied.

Do you not know, I said, that the true lie, if such an ex-
pression may be allowed, is hated of gods and men?

What do you mean? he said.

I mean that no one is willingly deceived in that which is
the truest and highest part of himself, or about the truest
and highest matters; there, above all, he is most afraid of a
lie having possession of him.

Still, he said, I do not comprehend you.

The reason is, I replied, that you attribute some profound

meaning to my words; but I am only saying that deception,
or being deceived or uninformed about the highest realities
in the highest part of themselves, which is the soul, and in
that part of them to have and to hold the lie, is what
mankind least like; —that, I say, is what they utterly detest.

There is nothing more hateful to them.

And, as I was just now remarking, this ignorance in the
soul of him who is deceived may be called the true lie; for
the lie in words is only a kind of imitation and shadowy im-
age of a previous affection of the soul, not pure unadulter-
ated falsehood. Am I not right?

Perfectly right.

The true lie is hated not only by the gods, but also by
men?

Yes.

Whereas the lie in words is in certain cases useful and
not hateful; in dealing with enemies—that would be an in-
stance; or again, when those whom we call our friends in a
fit of madness or illusion are going to do some harm, then it
is useful and is a sort of medicine or preventive; also in the
tales of mythology, of which we were just now speaking
—because we do not know the truth about ancient times,
we make falsehood as much like truth as we can, and so
turn it to account.

Very true, he said.

But can any of these reasons apply to God? Can we sup-
pose that he is ignorant of antiquity, and therefore has re-
course to invention?

That would be ridiculous, he said.

Then the lying poet has no place in our idea of God?

I should say not.

Or perhaps he may tell a lie because he is afraid of ene-
mies?

That is inconceivable.

But he may have friends who are senseless or mad?

But no mad or senseless person can be a friend of God.

Then no motive can be imagined why God should lie?

None whatever.

Then the superhuman and divine is absolutely incapable
of falsehood?

Yes.

Then is God perfectly simple and true both in word and
deed; he changes not; he deceives not, either by sign or
word, by dream or waking vision.

Your thoughts, he said, are the reflection of my own.

You agree with me then, I said, that this is the second
type or form in which we should write and speak about di-
vine things. The gods are not magicians who transform
themselves, neither do they deceive mankind in any way.
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SUCH then, I said, are our principles of theology —some
tales are to be told, and others are not to be told to our dis-
ciples from their youth upwards, if we mean them to hon-
our the gods and their parents, and to value friendship with
one another.

Yes; and I think that our principles are right, he said.

But if they are to be courageous, must they not learn
other lessons besides these, and lessons of such a kind as
will take away the fear of death? Can any man be coura-
geous who has the fear of death in him?

Certainly not, he said.

And can he be fearless of death, or will he choose death
in battle rather than defeat and slavery, who believes the
world below to be real and terrible?

Impossible.

Then we must assume a control over the narrators of this
class of tales as well as over the others, and beg them not
simply to but rather to commend the world below, intimat-
ing to them that their descriptions are untrue, and will do
harm to our future warriors.

That will be our duty, he said.



Also we shall have to reject all the terrible and appalling
names describe the world below — Cocytus and Styx, ghosts
under the earth, and sapless shades, and any similar words
of which the very mention causes a shudder to pass through
the inmost soul of him who hears them. I do not say that
these horrible stories may not have a use of some kind; but
there is a danger that the nerves of our guardians may be
rendered too excitable and effeminate by them.

There is a real danger, he said.

Then we must have no more of them.

True.

Another and a nobler strain must be composed and sung
by us.

Clearly.

And shall we proceed to get rid of the weepings and
wailings of famous men?

They will go with the rest.

But shall we be right in getting rid of them? Reflect: our
principle is that the good man will not consider death terri-
ble to any other good man who is his comrade.

Yes; that is our principle.

And therefore he will not sorrow for his departed friend
as though he had suffered anything terrible?

He will not.

Such an one, as we further maintain, is sufficient for
himself and his own happiness, and therefore is least in
need of other men.

True, he said.

And for this reason the loss of a son or brother, or the de-
privation of fortune, is to him of all men least terrible.

Assuredly.

And therefore he will be least likely to lament, and will
bear with the greatest equanimity any misfortune of this
sort which may befall him.

Yes, he will feel such a misfortune far less than another.

Then we shall be right in getting rid of the lamentations
of famous men, and making them over to women (and not
even to women who are good for anything), or to men of a
baser sort, that those who are being educated by us to be
the defenders of their country may scorn to do the like.

For if, my sweet Adeimantus, our youth seriously listen to
such unworthy representations of the gods, instead of
laughing at them as they ought, hardly will any of them
deem that he himself, being but a man, can be dishonoured
by similar actions; neither will he rebuke any inclination
which may arise in his mind to say and do the like. And in-
stead of having any shame or self-control, he will be al-
ways whining and lamenting on slight occasions.

Yes, he said, that is most true.

Yes, I replied; but that surely is what ought not to be, as
the argument has just proved to us; and by that proof we
must abide until it is disproved by a better.

It ought not to be.

Neither ought our guardians to be given to laughter. For
a fit of laughter which has been indulged to excess almost
always produces a violent reaction.

So I believe.

Then persons of worth, even if only mortal men, must
not be represented as overcome by laughter, and still less
must such a representation of the gods be allowed.

Still less of the gods, as you say, he replied.

Then we shall not suffer such an expression to be used
about the gods as that of Homer when he describes how

‘Inextinguishable laughter arose among the blessed gods, when
they saw Hephaestus bustling about the mansion.’

On your views, we must not admit them.

On my views, if you like to father them on me; that we
must not admit them is certain.

Again, truth should be highly valued; if, as we were say-
ing, a lie is useless to the gods, and useful only as a
medicine to men, then the use of such medicines should be

restricted to physicians; private individuals have no busi-
ness with them.

Clearly not, he said.

Then if any one at all is to have the privilege of lying, the
rulers of the State should be the persons; and they, in their
dealings either with enemies or with their own citizens,
may be allowed to lie for the public good. But nobody else
should meddle with anything of the kind; and although the
rulers have this privilege, for a private man to lie to them in
return is to be deemed a more heinous fault than for the pa-
tient or the pupil of a gymnasium not to speak the truth
about his own bodily illnesses to the physician or to the
trainer, or for a sailor not to tell the captain what is happen-
ing about the ship and the rest of the crew, and how things
are going with himself or his fellow sailors.

But now that we are determining what classes of subjects
are or are not to be spoken of, let us see whether any have
been omitted by us. The manner in which gods and
demigods and heroes and the world below should be treated
has been already laid down.

Very true.

And what shall we say about men? That is clearly the re-
maining portion of our subject.

Clearly so.

But we are not in a condition to answer this question at
present, my friend.

Why not?

Because, if I am not mistaken, we shall have to say that
about men poets and story-tellers are guilty of making the
gravest misstatements when they tell us that wicked men
are often happy, and the good miserable; and that injustice
is profitable when undetected, but that justice is a man’s
own loss and another’s gain—these things we shall forbid
them to utter, and command them to sing and say the oppo-
site.

To be sure we shall, he replied.

But if you admit that I am right in this, then I shall main-
tain that you have implied the principle for which we have
been all along contending.

I grant the truth of your inference.

That such things are or are not to be said about men is a
question which we cannot determine until we have discov-
ered what justice is, and how naturally advantageous to the
possessor, whether he seems to be just or not.

Most true, he said.

Enough of the subjects of poetry: let us now speak of the
style; and when this has been considered, both matter and
manner will have been completely treated.

I do not understand what you mean, said Adeimantus.

Then I must make you understand; and perhaps I may be
more intelligible if I put the matter in this way. You are
aware, I suppose, that all mythology and poetry is a narra-
tion of events, either past, present, or to come?

Certainly, he replied.

And narration may be either simple narration, or imita-
tion, or a union of the two?

That again, he said, I do not quite understand.

I fear that I must be a ridiculous teacher when I have so
much difficulty in making myself apprehended. Like a bad
speaker, therefore, I will not take the whole of the subject,
but will break a piece off in illustration of my meaning.
You know the first lines of the Iliad, in which the poet says
that Chryses prayed Agamemnon to release his daughter,
and that Agamemnon flew into a passion with him; where-
upon Chryses, failing of his object, invoked the anger of the
God against the Achaeans. Now as far as these lines,

‘And he prayed all the Greeks, but especially the two sons of
Atreus, the chiefs of the people,’
the poet is speaking in his own person; he never leads us to
suppose that he is any one else. But in what follows he
takes the person of Chryses, and then he does all that he
can to make us believe that the speaker is not Homer, but



the aged priest himself. And in this double form he has cast
the entire narrative of the events which occurred at Troy
and in Ithaca and throughout the Odyssey.

Yes.

And a narrative it remains both in the speeches which the
poet recites from time to time and in the intermediate pas-
sages?

Quite true.

But when the poet speaks in the person of another, may
we not say that he assimilates his style to that of the person
who, as he informs you, is going to speak?

Certainly.

And this assimilation of himself to another, either by the
use of voice or gesture, is the imitation of the person whose
character he assumes?

Of course.

Then in this case the narrative of the poet may be said to
proceed by way of imitation?

Very true.

Or, if the poet everywhere appears and never conceals
himself, then again the imitation is dropped, and his poetry
becomes simple narration. However, in order that I may
make my meaning quite clear, and that you may no more
say, ‘I don’t understand,” I will show how the change might
be effected. If Homer had said, ‘The priest came, having his
daughter’s ransom in his hands, supplicating the Achaeans,
and above all the kings;’ and then if, instead of speaking in
the person of Chryses, he had continued in his own person,
the words would have been, not imitation, but simple narra-
tion....

... Poetry and mythology are, in some cases, wholly imi-
tative—instances of this are supplied by tragedy and com-
edy; there is likewise the opposite style, in which the my
poet is the only speaker— of this the dithyramb affords the
best example; and the combination of both is found in epic,

and in several other styles of poetry. Do I take you with
me?

Yes, he said; I see now what you meant.

I will ask you to remember also what I began by saying,
that we had done with the subject and might proceed to the
style.

Yes, [ remember.

In saying this, I intended to imply that we must come to
an understanding about the mimetic art,—whether the po-
ets, in narrating their stories, are to be allowed by us to imi-
tate, and if so, whether in whole or in part, and if the latter,
in what parts; or should all imitation be prohibited?

You mean, I suspect, to ask whether tragedy and comedy
shall be admitted into our State?

Yes, I said; but there may be more than this in question: I
really do not know as yet, but whither the argument may
blow, thither we go.

And go we will, he said.

Then, Adeimantus, let me ask you whether our guardians
ought to be imitators; or rather, has not this question been
decided by the rule already laid down that one man can
only do one thing well, and not many; and that if he attempt
many, he will altogether fall of gaining much reputation in
any?

Certainly.

And this is equally true of imitation; no one man can im-
itate many things as well as he would imitate a single one?

He cannot.

Then the same person will hardly be able to play a seri-
ous part in life, and at the same time to be an imitator and
imitate many other parts as well; for even when two species
of imitation are nearly allied, the same persons cannot suc-
ceed in both, as, for example, the writers of tragedy and
comedy —did you not just now call them imitations?

Yes, I did; and you are right in thinking that the same
persons cannot succeed in both.

Any more than they can be rhapsodists and actors at
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once?

True.

Neither are comic and tragic actors the same; yet all
these things are but imitations.

They are so.

And human nature, Adeimantus, appears to have been
coined into yet smaller pieces, and to be as incapable of im-
itating many things well, as of performing well the actions
of which the imitations are copies.

Quite true, he replied.

If then we adhere to our original notion and bear in mind
that our guardians, setting aside every other business, are to
dedicate themselves wholly to the maintenance of freedom
in the State, making this their craft, and engaging in no
work which does not bear on this end, they ought not to
practise or imitate anything else; if they imitate at all, they
should imitate from youth upward only those characters
which are suitable to their profession—the courageous,
temperate, holy, free, and the like; but they should not de-
pict or be skilful at imitating any kind of illiberality or
baseness, lest from imitation they should come to be what
they imitate. Did you never observe how imitations, begin-
ning in early youth and continuing far into life, at length
grow into habits and become a second nature, affecting
body, voice, and mind?

Yes, certainly, he said.

Then, I said, we will not allow those for whom we pro-
fess a care and of whom we say that they ought to be good
men, to imitate a woman, whether young or old, quarrelling
with her husband, or striving and vaunting against the gods
in conceit of her happiness, or when she is in affliction, or
sorrow, or weeping; and certainly not one who is in sick-
ness, love, or labour.

Very right, he said.

Neither must they represent slaves, male or female, per-
forming the offices of slaves?

They must not.

And surely not bad men, whether cowards or any others,
who do the reverse of what we have just been prescribing,
who scold or mock or revile one another in drink or out of
in drink or, or who in any other manner sin against them-
selves and their neighbours in word or deed, as the manner
of such is. Neither should they be trained to imitate the ac-
tion or speech of men or women who are mad or bad; for
madness, like vice, is to be known but not to be practised or
imitated.

Very true, he replied.

Neither may they imitate smiths or other artificers, or
oarsmen, or boatswains, or the like?

How can they, he said, when they are not allowed to ap-
ply their minds to the callings of any of these?

Nor may they imitate the neighing of horses, the bellow-
ing of bulls, the murmur of rivers and roll of the ocean,
thunder, and all that sort of thing?

Nay, he said, if madness be forbidden, neither may they
copy the behaviour of madmen.

You mean, I said, if I understand you aright, that there is
one sort of narrative style which may be employed by a
truly good man when he has anything to say, and that an-
other sort will be used by a man of an opposite character
and education.

And which are these two sorts? he asked.

Suppose, I answered, that a just and good man in the
course of a narration comes on some saying or action of an-
other good man,—I should imagine that he will like to per-
sonate him, and will not be ashamed of this sort of imita-
tion: he will be most ready to play the part of the good man
when he is acting firmly and wisely; in a less degree when
he is overtaken by illness or love or drink, or has met with
any other disaster. But when he comes to a character which
is unworthy of him, he will not make a study of that; he
will disdain such a person, and will assume his likeness, if
at all, for a moment only when he is performing some good
action; at other times he will be ashamed to play a part
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which he has never practised, nor will he like to fashion
and frame himself after the baser models; he feels the em-
ployment of such an art, unless in jest, to be beneath him,
and his mind revolts at it.

So I should expect, he replied.

Then he will adopt a mode of narration such as we have
illustrated out of Homer, that is to say, his style will be both
imitative and narrative; but there will be very little of the
former, and a great deal of the latter. Do you agree?

Certainly, he said; that is the model which such a speaker
must necessarily take.

But there is another sort of character who will narrate
anything, and, the worse lie is, the more unscrupulous he
will be; nothing will be too bad for him: and he will be
ready to imitate anything, not as a joke, but in right good
earnest, and before a large company. As I was just now say-
ing, he will attempt to represent the roll of thunder, the
noise of wind and hall, or the creaking of wheels, and pul-
leys, and the various sounds of flutes; pipes, trumpets, and
all sorts of instruments: he will bark like a dog, bleat like a
sheep, or crow like a cock; his entire art will consist in imi-
tation of voice and gesture, and there will be very little nar-
ration.

That, he said, will be his mode of speaking.

These, then, are the two kinds of style?

Yes.

And you would agree with me in saying that one of them
is simple and has but slight changes; and if the harmony
and rhythm are also chosen for their simplicity, the result is
that the speaker, if hc speaks correctly, is always pretty
much the same in style, and he will keep within the limits
of a single harmony (for the changes are not great), and in
like manner he will make use of nearly the same rhythm?

That is quite true, he said.

Whereas the other requires all sorts of harmonies and all
sorts of rhythms, if the music and the style are to corre-
spond, because the style has all sorts of changes.

That is also perfectly true, he replied.

And do not the two styles, or the mixture of the two,
comprehend all poetry, and every form of expression in
words? No one can say anything except in one or other of
them or in both together.

They include all, he said.

And shall we receive into our State all the three styles, or
one only of the two unmixed styles? or would you include
the mixed?

I should prefer only to admit the pure imitator of virtue.

Yes, I said, Adeimantus, but the mixed style is also very
charming: and indeed the pantomimic, which is the oppo-
site of the one chosen by you, is the most popular style with
children and their attendants, and with the world in general.

I do not deny it.

But I suppose you would argue that such a style is un-
suitable to our State, in which human nature is not twofold
or manifold, for one man plays one part only?

Yes; quite unsuitable.

And this is the reason why in our State, and in our State
only, we shall find a shoemaker to be a shoemaker and not a
pilot also, and a husbandman to be a husbandman and not a
dicast also, and a soldier a soldier and not a trader also, and
the same throughout?

True, he said.

And therefore when any one of these pantomimic gentle-
men, who are so clever that they can imitate anything,
comes to us, and makes a proposal to exhibit himself and
his poetry, we will fall down and worship him as a sweet
and holy and wonderful being; but we must also inform
him that in our State such as he are not permitted to exist;
the law will not allow them. And so when we have anointed
him with myrrh, and set a garland of wool upon his head,
we shall send him away to another city. For we mean to
employ for our souls’ health the rougher and severer poet
or story-teller, who will imitate the style of the virtuous
only, and will follow those models which we prescribed at

first when we began the education of our soldiers.

We certainly will, he said, if we have the power.

Then now, my friend, I said, that part of music or literary
education which relates to the story or myth may be consid-
ered to be finished; for the matter and manner have both
been discussed.

I think so too, he said.

Next in order will follow melody and song.

That is obvious.

Every one can see already what we ought to say about
them, if we are to be consistent with ourselves.

I fear, said Glaucon, laughing, that the words ‘every one’
hardly includes me, for I cannot at the moment say what
they should be; though I may guess.

At any rate you can tell that a song or ode has three
parts—the words, the melody, and the rhythm; that degree
of knowledge I may presuppose?

Yes, he said; so much as that you may.

And as for the words, there surely be no difference words
between words which are and which are not set to music;
both will conform to the same laws, and these have been al-
ready determined by us?

Yes.

And the melody and rhythm will depend upon the
words?

Certainly.

We were saying, when we spoke of the subject-matter,
that we had no need of lamentations and strains of sorrow?

True.

And which are the harmonies expressive of sorrow? You
are musical, and can tell me.

The harmonies which you mean are the mixed or tenor
Lydian, and the full-toned or bass Lydian, and such like.

These then, I said, must be banished; even to women
who have a character to maintain they are of no use, and
much less to men. Certainly.

In the next place, drunkenness and softness and indo-

lence are utterly unbecoming the character of our
guardians.

Utterly unbecoming.

And which are the soft or drinking harmonies?

The Ionian, he replied, and the Lydian; they are termed
‘relaxed.’

Well, and are these of any military use?

Quite the reverse, he replied; and if so the Dorian and the
Phrygian are the only ones which you have left.

I answered: Of the harmonies I know nothing, but I want
to have one warlike, to sound the note or accent which a
brave man utters in the hour of danger and stern resolve, or
when his cause is failing, and he is going to wounds or
death or is overtaken by some other evil, and at every such
crisis meets the blows of fortune with firm step and a deter-
mination to endure; and another to be used by him in times
of peace and freedom of action, when there is no pressure
of necessity, and he is seeking to persuade God by prayer,
or man by instruction and admonition, or on the other hand,
when he is expressing his willingness to yield to persuasion
or entreaty or admonition, and which represents him when
by prudent conduct he has attained his end, not carried
away by his success, but acting moderately and wisely un-
der the circumstances, and acquiescing in the event. These
two harmonies I ask you to leave; the strain of necessity
and the strain of freedom, the strain of the unfortunate and
the strain of the fortunate, the strain of courage, and the
strain of temperance; these, I say, leave.

And these, he replied, are the Dorian and Phrygian har-
monies of which I was just now speaking.

Then, I said, if these and these only are to be used in our
songs and melodies, we shall not want multiplicity of notes
or a panharmonic scale?

I suppose not.

Then we shall not maintain the artificers of lyres with
three corners and complex scales, or the makers of any
other many-stringed curiously-harmonised instruments?



Certainly not.

But what do you say to flute-makers and flute-players?
Would you admit them into our State when you reflect that
in this composite use of harmony the flute is worse than all
the stringed instruments put together; even the panhar-
monic music is only an imitation of the flute?

Clearly not.

There remain then only the lyre and the harp for use in
the city, and the shepherds may have a pipe in the country.

That is surely the conclusion to be drawn from the argu-
ment.

The preferring of Apollo and his instruments to Marsyas
and his instruments is not at all strange, I said.

Not at all, he replied.

And so, by the dog of Egypt, we have been uncon-
sciously purging the State, which not long ago we termed
luxurious.

And we have done wisely, he replied.

Then let us now finish the purgation, I said. Next in order
to harmonies, rhythms will naturally follow, and they
should be subject to the same rules, for we ought not to
seek out complex systems of metre, or metres of every
kind, but rather to discover what rhythms are the expres-
sions of a courageous and harmonious life; and when we
have found them, we shall adapt the foot and the melody to
words having a like spirit, not the words to the foot and
melody. To say what these rhythms are will be your
duty —you must teach me them, as you have already taught
me the harmonies.

But, indeed, he replied, I cannot tell you. I only know
that there are some three principles of rhythm out of which
metrical systems are framed, just as in sounds there are four
notes out of which all the harmonies are composed; that is
an observation which I have made. But of what sort of lives
they are severally the imitations I am unable to say.

Then, I said, we must take Damon into our counsels; and
he will tell us what rhythms are expressive of meanness, or

insolence, or fury, or other unworthiness, and what are to be
reserved for the expression of opposite feelings. And I
think that I have an indistinct recollection of his mentioning
a complex Cretic rhythm; also a dactylic or heroic, and he
arranged them in some manner which I do not quite under-
stand, making the rhythms equal in the rise and fall of the
foot, long and short alternating; and, unless I am mistaken,
he spoke of an iambic as well as of a trochaic rhythm, and
assigned to them short and long quantities. Also in some
cases he appeared to praise or censure the movement of the
foot quite as much as the rhythm; or perhaps a combination
of the two; for I am not certain what he meant. These mat-
ters, however, as I was saying, had better be referred to Da-
mon himself, for the analysis of the subject would be diffi-
cult, you know.

Rather so, I should say.

But there is no difficulty in seeing that grace or the ab-
sence of grace is an effect of good or bad rhythm.

None at all.

And also that good and bad rhythm naturally assimilate
to a good and bad style; and that harmony and discord in
like manner follow style; for our principle is that rhythm
and harmony are regulated by the words, and not the words
by them.

Just so, he said, they should follow the words.

And will not the words and the character of the style de-
pend on the temper of the soul?

Yes.

And everything else on the style?

Yes.

Then beauty of style and harmony and grace and good
rhythm depend on simplicity,—I mean the true simplicity
of a rightly and nobly ordered mind and character, not that
other simplicity which is only an euphemism for folly?

Very true, he replied.

And if our youth are to do their work in life, must they
not make these graces and harmonies their perpetual aim?
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They must.

And surely the art of the painter and every other creative
and constructive art are full of them,—weaving, embroi-
dery, architecture, and every kind of manufacture; also na-
ture, animal and vegetable,—in all of them there is grace or
the absence of grace. And ugliness and discord and inhar-
monious motion are nearly allied to ill words and ill nature,
as grace and harmony are the twin sisters of goodness and
virtue and bear their likeness.

That is quite true, he said.

But shall our superintendence go no further, and are the
poets only to be required by us to express the image of the
good in their works, on pain, if they do anything else, of
expulsion from our State? Or is the same control to be ex-
tended to other artists, and are they also to be prohibited
from exhibiting the opposite forms of vice and intemper-
ance and meanness and indecency in sculpture and building
and the other creative arts; and is he who cannot conform to
this rule of ours to be prevented from practising his art in
our State, lest the taste of our citizens be corrupted by him?
‘We would not have our guardians grow up amid images of
moral deformity, as in some noxious pasture, and there
browse and feed upon many a baneful herb and flower day
by day, little by little, until they silently gather a festering
mass of corruption in their own soul. Let our artists rather
be those who are gifted to discern the true nature of the
beautiful and graceful; then will our youth dwell in a land
of health, amid fair sights and sounds, and receive the good
in everything; and beauty, the effluence of fair works, shall
flow into the eye and ear, like a health-giving breeze from a
purer region, and insensibly draw the soul from earliest
years into likeness and sympathy with the beauty of reason.

There can be no nobler training than that, he replied.

And therefore, I said, Glaucon, musical training is a
more potent instrument than any other, because rhythm and
harmony find their way into the inward places of the soul,
on which they mightily fasten, imparting grace, and making

the soul of him who is rightly educated graceful, or of him
who is ill-educated ungraceful; and also because he who
has received this true education of the inner being will most
shrewdly perceive omissions or faults in art and nature, and
with a true taste, while he praises and rejoices over and re-
ceives into his soul the good, and becomes noble and good,
he will justly blame and hate the bad, now in the days of his
youth, even before he is able to know the reason why; and
when reason comes he will recognise and salute the friend
with whom his education has made him long familiar.

Yes, he said, I quite agree with you in thinking that our
youth should be trained in music and on the grounds which
you mention.

Just as in learning to read, I said, we were satisfied when
we knew the letters of the alphabet, which are very few, in
all their recurring sizes and combinations; not slighting
them as unimportant whether they occupy a space large or
small, but everywhere eager to make them out; and not
thinking ourselves perfect in the art of reading until we
recognise them wherever they are found:

True—

Or, as we recognise the reflection of letters in the water,
or in a mirror, only when we know the letters themselves;
the same art and study giving us the knowledge of both:

Exactly —

Even so, as I maintain, neither we nor our guardians,
whom we have to educate, can ever become musical until
we and they know the essential forms, in all their combina-
tions, and can recognise them and their images wherever
they are found, not slighting them either in small things or
great, but believing them all to be within the sphere of one
art and study.

Most assuredly.

And when a beautiful soul harmonises with a beautiful
form, and the two are cast in one mould, that will be the
fairest of sights to him who has an eye to see it?

The fairest indeed.



And the fairest is also the loveliest?

That may be assumed.

And the man who has the spirit of harmony will be most
in love with the loveliest; but he will not love him who is of
an inharmonious soul?

That is true, he replied, if the deficiency be in his soul;
but if there be any merely bodily defect in another he will
be patient of it, and will love all the same.

I perceive, I said, that you have or have had experiences
of this sort, and I agree. But let me ask you another ques-
tion: Has excess of pleasure any affinity to temperance?

How can that be? he replied; pleasure deprives a man of
the use of his faculties quite as much as pain.

Or any affinity to virtue in general?

None whatever.

Any affinity to wantonness and intemperance?

Yes, the greatest.

And is there any greater or keener pleasure than that of
sensual love?

No, nor a madder.

Whereas true love is a love of beauty and order—tem-
perate and harmonious?

Quite true, he said.

Then no intemperance or madness should be allowed to
approach true love?

Certainly not.

Then mad or intemperate pleasure must never be allowed
to come near the lover and his beloved; neither of them can
have any part in it if their love is of the right sort?

No, indeed, Socrates, it must never come near them.

Then I suppose that in the city which we are founding
you would make a law to the effect that a friend should use
no other familiarity to his love than a father would use to
his son, and then only for a noble purpose, and he must first
have the other’s consent; and this rule is to limit him in all
his intercourse, and he is never to be seen going further, or,
if he exceeds, he is to be deemed guilty of coarseness and

bad taste.

I quite agree, he said.

Thus much of music, which makes a fair ending; for
what should be the end of music if not the love of beauty?

I agree, he said.
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