Kypron. Well, if it isn’t the great' Timarion.? So, “You
are here, Telemachus, sweet light of my life,” as the poet’
says. But what on earth keépt you away for so long? After all,
you did promise to come back quickly. In the words of the
poet* again, “Tell me all, don’t be coy, put us both in the
picture.” For you will be talking to a friend both old.and new.*

TmMarION. My dear Kydion, you may have put me in
mind of the poems of Homer in your eagerness to find out
what has happened to me, but I shall also need the resources
of Greek Tragedy to tell my tale, to make my narrative even
more exquisite than my sufferings.® '

Kypron. Oh, do get on with it and don’t waste time, my
dear, dear Timarion. I am burning to know what happened to
you as it is, without you torturing me even more with all this
procrastinating.

TiMARION. “Alas, alas, why do you agitate and harass me
507" “Why take me from Troy,” as the proverb goes? Better
yet, let me begin with a quote from Euripides™ description of a
similar situation: “There is nothing so terrible to tell, no suf-
fering, no heaven-sent calamity, the weight of which humanity
may not have to bear.” Or as the bard’® puts it, “Earth bears
nothing that suffers more than mankind.” My friend, if I were
to tell you the whole story, you would wish you had never
asked and that I had not told you what you wanted to know.

KypioN. Do get on® with your story, my good friend,
whilst there is still some sun shining brightly on you. It is
already time to feed the cows, and it would be a very good
idea for us to get home safely-in the light of day, in case there
is something serious waiting for us."

TmMarion. Well, my dear Kydion, I told you before how
pious and holy the object of my trip was, when I was saying
good-bye to you; so I shall not tell you any more about what
you already know. After we had said good-bye to you anc! l'fad
set out from the city (i.e., Constantinople), some d1v1.ne
providence™ helped us along, smoothing our path and taking
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care of every detail. To cut a long story short, it guaranteed
that we were greeted and treated like sheiks, even though we
109ked more like philosophers in our drab clothes.” Nor did
this providence overlook any of my friends or father’s friends
-along the way. There was always someone to escort us both
Into and out the countryside.* We always found a slave, either
one who met us by chance travelling along the same way, or
one who happened to be busy ploughing along the roadside, to
announce us to his master. In a word, everyone who saw us
treated us hospitably.” Not that I need to spell out all the
details of those lavish and delicious meals; I've already told
you, they were positively oriental.’® Indeed, my good friend,
you will appreciate from the simple facts of the matter what
sort of universal providence it is that provides the pleasures of
life appropriate to those who have chosen the philosopher’s
métier. For though we hadn’t stopped to think how we should
eat after leaving home and had packed no food or drink,” we
lacked for no comfort from the very first taste of hospitality.
That’s how it went on the outward journey, everything safe
and sound. But it was a painfully different matter coming
back, an absolute gothic horror story.®
KypioNn. My friend, you have the most exasperating”
way of telling a story, all précis and résumé, never really
telling us what we want to know. For although you have 10t
yet finished the account of your trip out, and have not told us
a single thing about your stay, you are already rushing on ©0
describe your return home. Anyone would think you Weré
being chased by dogs or Scythians,? the way you are heading
hell-for-leather in your tale to Constantinople itself, as thougg
that were the only place in which you could find safety an
escape from your pursuers, Come on, man. No dreadful e ¥
lying in wait for you, nothing bad will happen if you relax 2
give us the full story.
e jon. What
TiMarioN. Damn your blessed insatiability, Kydlon', 1
an incorrigible mania for travelogues you have. All righ. 1 te’t
you what happened, as it happened, but do forgive me if 1don
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include such choice details as the crow that flew down at me, or
the stone that dashed against the horses’ hooves, or the bramble
bush by the roadside that entangled us. :

Well, we went down? to the world-famous® city of Thes-
salonica® before the beginning of the festival of St Demetrius
the Martyr.” We were in high spirits®® and fine fettle. We had
some time to spare, thanks to not having to slave over our
studies, and since idleness is to us what eating pork is to the
Jews,” we went to the Axios River to hunt.”

This is the biggest river in Macedonia.”® Originating in the
Bulgarian mountains, it flows first in small and separate streams,
then, contracting into a single basin for its descent, “bravely and
well” as Homer® would say, it runs down towards old Macedonia
and Pella® and empties itself immediately at the nearest shore.
This area deserves quite a detailed description.> Ithas rich soil in
which farmers can grow all sorts of crops. It is a good spot for
cavalrymen to ride in, and an even better one for generals to
practise battle manoeuvres in, being ideal for troop deployments
since the phalanx is not broken up at all, thanks to the area being
80 entirely flat and free of stones and bushes. As to hunting, you
could say that it is a place where Euripides’ Phaedra, even if not
madly in love with Hippolytus, might ride at her leisure and call
to the hunting dogs and dart close to dappled deers.”

That’s what the district around the Axios is like. And so I
pleasantly whiled away the time before the festival hunting
with my own friends and my father’s. When the festival began,
Wwe went back® to the city. After we had visited the most sa-
cred and holy places, where we paid the appropriate respec.ts,
We spent some time at the fair that was set up outside the city
gates. It begins six days before the festival and ends promptly
on the following Monday.*

KyYpIoN. Our friend Timarion strikes again. He’s back to
his old form, even without realising it. His stories tend to have a
beginning and an end but no middle.*® And that’s exactly what is
happening right now. Just as though he’s forgotten my request
and his own promise, he looks as though he is going to bring his
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s‘fo%'y to an end already by merely jumping from A to Z without
giving us any details about the fair itself, its size and its splen-
dour, or about all the people and the riches and all the things
there were for sale, But, in the words of the bard,* “You don’t

lget away from me, Menelaus, son of Atreus, whom the war god
oves.”

TmaArION. My dear Kydion, I'm afraid we shall have to
spend the whole night here if I tell you everything you want to
know. But what can I do? Friends’ requests of this sort are
tantafnoum to royal commands. One” can’t get out of it, what-
EVer 1t may be. So here goes, right back to the beginning.

The Demetria are a festival, just as the Panathenaia were in
Athens and the Panionia amongst the Milesians.* And the fair
is t?le most important held in Macedonia. Not only does the
natlve. and indigenous throng pour in but also men of every
conceivable race and country. Greeks from wherever they hap-
Pep to live, the entire motley crew of Mysians® who are our
nexghbou_rs as far as the Danube and Scythia, Campanians,
Itahariﬁ In general, Iberians, Lusitanians, and Transalpine
(;elts. In short, the shores of the ocean send pilgrims and
sightseers to the martyr, so famous is he in Europe.

: myse]f, being just a Cappadocian* tourist from abroad,
:;;le; .Itlavmg been to the fair before but only having heard
time ':0’ Wzlllcted to see everything there was to see at the same
hﬂl“z’oVe:lr(l) 1: sure 1 didn’t miss a thing. So I climbed up 2
everythi oXing the fair where I could sit down and observe
m A mg’ at leisure. And this is what there was. There were
T;;E: T;t:, booths facing each other, set up in parallel rows.
to form as eml:endEd _for a long way and were far enough apart
allow Spacewta kway in the middle that was wide enough to
closeness of tlc-: hon Lo the teeming crowd. Looking‘ at .the
you could o e booths and the evenness of their posin_omng,
from two o olzlgire them to lines drawn over a long distance
rows, Otherpgo ;: 1;3 points. At various points at an angle to thet
long ones, byt Hks were set up. They were in Tows as well‘,‘no,

> € the tiny feet that grow alongside reptiles
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coils.” Indeed, although there were in fact two rows, the
closeness and regularity of the booths created a quite remark-
able illusion of a single living thing. One had the impression of
a coil of booths, with the crossrows at the sides looking like
the feet that supported it. In fact, as I love you,” when I
contemplated the ground plan of all the booths from my vant-
age point, I couldn’t help but compare it to a centipede with a
very long body showing innumerable little feet under its
belly.*

And, my curious Kydion, if you must know what I saw 6
inside after I had come down from the hill, there were all
kinds of men’s and women’s clothes both woven and spun,46
everything that comes from Boeotia and the Peloponnese, and
all the things that merchant ships bring from Italy and Greece.
Phoenicia also supplies many goods, as do Egypt, Spain, and
the Pillars of Hercules, where the finest altar cloths are made.
These items the merchants export directly from their respec-
tive countries to old Macedonia and Thessalonica. The Black
Sea also contributes to the fair by sending across its own prod-
ucts to Constantinople, from where they are conveyed by large
numbers of horses and mules.

I'had a good close look through all these things after coming
down. But whilst I was still sitting up on the hill, I was aston-
ished at the number and types of the animals, and at their loud
and confused noise which violently assaulted my ears. Whinny-
ing horses, lowing cattle, bleating sheep, grunting pigs, and
barking dogs following their masters as a defence against wolves
and thieves.

When I had had a good long look at all of this, long enough
to satisfy my curiosity, I went back to the city very keen to see
other things, above all the sacred gathering. This service is
celebrated over three all-night vigils, with many priests arfd
monks divided into two choirs constantly chanting the hymn in
honour of the saint. The archbishop presides over these men
as though he were the leader of an old-fashioned® embassy,
Supervising the festival and making sure that what should be
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Kypron. Well, if it isn’t the great' Timarion.? So, “You
are here, Telemachus, sweet light of my life,” as the poet®
says. But what on earth kept you away for so long? After all,
you did promise to come back quickly. In the words of the
poet* again, “Tell me all, don’t be coy, put us both in the
picture.” For you will be talking to a friend both old and new.’

TmvarioN. My dear Kydion, you may have put me in
mind of the poems of Homer in your eagerness to find out
what has happened to me, but I shall also need the resources
of Greek Tragedy to tell my tale, to make my narrative even
more exquisite than my sufferings.®

Kypion. Oh, do get on with it and don’t waste time, my
dear, dear Timarion. I am burning to know what happened to
you as it is, without you torturing me even more with all this
procrastinating.

Tmvarion. “Alas, alas, why do you agitate and harass me
50?7 “Why take me from Troy,” as the proverb goes? Better
yet, let me begin with a quote from Euripides™ description of a
similar situation: “There is nothing so terrible to tell, no suf-
fering, no heaven-sent calamity, the weight of which humanity
may not have to bear.” Or as the bard’ puts it, “Earth bears
nothing that suffers more than mankind.” My friend, if I were
to tell you the whole story, youn would wish you had never
asked and that I had not told you what you wanted to know.

KypioNn. Do get on® with your story, my good fﬁenc},
whilst there is still some sun shining brightly on you. It is
already time to feed the cows, and it would be a very good
idea for us to get home safely-in the light of day, in case there
is something serious waiting for us."

Tmarion, Well, my dear Kydion, I told you before how
pious and holy the object of my trip was, when I was saying
good-bye to you; so I shall not tell you any more about what
you already know. After we had said good-bye to you anq I%ad
set out from the city (i.e., Constantinople), some d1v1‘ne
providence™ helped us along, smoothing our path and taking
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care of every detail. To cut a long story short, it guaranteed
that we were greeted and treated like sheiks, even though we
109ked more like philosophers in our drab clothes.” Nor did
this providence overlook any of my friends or father’s friends
.along the way. There was always someone to escort us both
Into and out the countryside.™* We always found a slave, either
one who met us by chance travelling along the same way, or
one who happened to be busy ploughing along the roadside, to
announce us to his master, In a word, everyone who saw us
treated us hospitably.’ Not that I need to spell out all the
details of those lavish and delicious meals; I've already told
you, they were positively oriental.’® Indeed, my good friend,
you will appreciate from the simple facts of the matter what
sort of universal providence it is that provides the pleasures of
life appropriate to those who have chosen the philosopher’s
métier. For though we hadn’t stopped to think how we should
eat after leaving home and had packed no food or drink,” we
lacked for no comfort from the very first taste of hospitality.
That’s how it went on the outward journey, everything safe
and sound. But it was a painfully different matter coming
back, an absolute gothic horror story.®
KypioN. My friend, you have the most exasperating”
way of telling a story, all précis and résumé, never really
telling us what we want to know. For although you have not
yet finished the account of your trip out, and have not told us
a single thing about your stay, you are already rushing of to
describe your return home. Anyone would think you Were
being chased by dogs or Scythians,? the way you are headiis
hell-for-leather in your tale to Constantinople itself, as thougfil
that were the only place in which you could find safety &%
escape from your pursuers. Come on, man. No dreadful fate s
lying in wait for you, nothing bad will happen if you relax an
give us the full story.
e e ion. What
TiMarioN. Damn your blessed insatiability, Kydxon.’ ;
an incorrigible mania for travelogues you have. All righ?, Il te't
you what happened, as it happened, but do forgive me if 1don
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include such choice details as the crow that flew down at me, or
the stone that dashed against the horses’ hooves, or the bramble
bush by the roadside that entangled us.

Well, we went down? to the world-famous® city of Thes-
salonica” before the beginning of the festival of St Demetrius
the Martyr.” We were in high spirits® and fine fettle. We had
some time to spare, thanks to not having to slave over our
studies, and since idleness is to us what eating pork is to the
Jews,” we went to the Axios River to hunt.”

This is the biggest river in Macedonia.” Originating in the
Bulgarian mountains, it flows first in small and separate streams,
then, contracting into a single basin for its descent, “bravely and
well” as Homer® would say, it runs down towards old Macedonia
and Pella® and empties itself immediately at the nearest shore.
This area deserves quite a detailed description.” It has rich soil in
which farmers can grow all sorts of crops. It is a good spot for
cavalrymen to ride in, and an even better one for generals to
practise battle manoeuvres in, being ideal for troop deployments
since the phalanx is not broken up at all, thanks to the area being
8o entirely flat and free of stones and bushes. As to hunting, you
could say thatitisa place where Euripides’ Phaedra, even if not
madly in love with Hippolytus, might ride at her leisure and call
to the hunting dogs and dart close to dappled deers.”

That’s what the district around the Axios is like. And so I
Pleasantly whiled away the time before the festival hunting
With my own friends and my father’s. When the festival began,
We went back® to the city. After we had visited the most sa-

cred and holy places, where we paid the appropriate respects,
We spent some time at the fair that was set up outside the city
gates. It begins six days before the festival and ends promptly
on the following Monday.**

KYDION. Our friend Timarion strikes again. He’s back to
his old form, even without realising it. His stories tend to have a
beginning and an end but no middle.® And that’s exactly what is
happening right now. Just as though he’s forgotten my I‘equeft
and his own promise, he looks as though he is going to bring his
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st‘o.ry to an end already by merely jumping from A to Z without
gving us any details about the fair itself, its size and its splen-
dour, or about all the people and the riches and all the things
there were for sale. But, in the words of the bard,* “You don’t

lget away from me, Menelaus, son of Atreus, whom the war god
oves.”

TivarioN. My dear Kydion, I'm afraid we shall have to
spend the whole night here if I tel] you everything you want to
know. But what can I do? Friends’ requests of this sort are
tant-afnoum to royal commands. One™ can't get out of it, what-
Ver it may be. So here goes, right back to the beginning.

The Demelia are a festival, just as the Panathenaia were in
Athens and the Panionia amongst the Milesians.* And the fair
is t}1e most important held in Macedonia. Not only does the
natlve. and indigenous throng pour in but also men of every
conceivable race and country. Greeks from wherever they hap-
pen to live, the entire motley crew of Mysians® who are our
Ezll%:bou.rs as far as the Danube and Scythia, Campanians,

nS In general, Iberians, Lusitanians, and Transalpine
Celts.® In short, the shores of the ocean send pilgrims and

sightseers to the martyr, so famous is he in Europe.
nefrelrn}::lg’ bc;ing Just a Cappadocian® tourist from abroad,
about jt gngt een to the fair before but only having heard
time to’ marlz ed to see *.’-Verythi'ng there was to see at the same
hill“z’oVerloake' sure 1 dfdn,t miss a thing. So I climbed up a
everythin . 1mg the fair where I could sit down and observe
merchanéa; clsure. fA‘nd this is what there was. There were
These rows ooths facing each other, set up in parallel rows.
to form a eX:;nded _for a long way and were far enough apart
allow Spacewta Way in the middle that was wide enough to
closeness of t}? move for the teeming crowd. Looking‘ at .the
you could o e booths and the evenness of their positioning,
from two o Spare t}}em to lines drawn over a long distance
Tows, 'otherptl,) Osite points. At various points at an angle to the
long oneg bu’ato;.h S were §et up. They were in rows as welll,.nof
' tke the tiny feet that grow alongside reptiles
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coils.” Indeed, although there were in fact two rows, the
closeness and regularity of the booths created a quite remark-
able illusion of a single living thing. One had the impression of
a coil of booths, with the crossrows at the sides looking like
the feet that supported it. In fact, as I love you,* when I
contemplated the ground plan of all the booths from my vant-
age point, I couldn’t help but compare it to a centipede with a
very long body showing innumerable little feet under its
belly.” :

And, my curious Kydion, if you must know what I saw
inside after I had come down from the hill, there were all
kinds of men’s and women’s clothes both woven and spun,*
everything that comes from Boeotia and the Peloponnese, and
all the things that merchant ships bring from Italy and Greece.
Phoenicia also supplies many goods, as do Egypt, Spain, and
the Pillars of Hercules, where the finest altar cloths are made.
These items the merchants export directly from their respec-
tive countries to old Macedonia and Thessalonica. The Black
Sea also contributes to the fair by sending across its own prod-
ucts to Constantinople, from where they are conveyed by large
numbers of horses and mules.

T'had a good close look through all these things after coming
down. But whilst I was still sitting up on the hill, I was aston-
ished at the number and types of the animals, and at their loud
and confused noise which violently assaulted my ears. Whinny-
ing horses, lowing cattle, bleating sheep, grunting pigs, and
barking dogs following their masters as a defence against wolves
and thieves.¥

When I had had a good long look at all of this, long enough
to satisfy my curiosity, I went back to the city very keen to see
other things, above all the sacred gathering. This service 18
celebrated over three all-night vigils, with many priests aqd
monks divided into two choirs constantly chanting the hymn in
honour of the saint. The archbishop presides over these men
as though he were the leader of an old-fashioned® embassy,
Supervising the festival and making sure that what should be
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done is done. These rites are performed throughout the night
with the aid of torchlight.

“But when the early rising, rosy-fingered Dawn appears,” to
quote Homer,” the governor™ of the land arrived at the
f:hurch, advancing with a great and brilliant bodyguard, lead-
Ing a procession of many cavalry and not a few infantry ™
' As (in the words of Thucydides®) the populace stood agog
In front of the entrance, eagerly awaiting his imminent pres-
ence, I went along with some rubberneckers from the crowd
and et the procession at about one stade’s (i.e. one-eighth of
a n.nle) distance. It wag a spectacle that gave me no ordinary
delight. As to the motley crowd that was following it, both
f.rom_the countryside and the city, I won’t do more than men-
tion its size. The chosen leaders, however—some might call

war god, resplendent in their silk and studded garments, their
hair thick and gold.% 1, fact, if you concentrated on their hair,
you would be inclined to quote Homer™ ang say, “Their na-
ture came from thejr heads” and “He 1ot fap1 his thick Iocks
that were [ike the hyacinth flower.”

55 . . .
Beneath® them thejr Arabian horses pranced along, pawing

Timarion

KypioN. Well, my dear Timarion, do try at least to tell
me who this man was, who his parents were, and how he
appeared to your gaze as he came down the road. Tell me this,
and everything else, in detail, remembering my original re-
quest that you do just that.

TiMARION. His pedigree, as I found out by asking® those
who knew, is heroic and fortunate on both parents’ sides. His
Paternal grandfather was greatest of the great®! in Great Phrygia,
a man proudly wealthy and exalted in glory.® Indeed, the stories
of old that were retailed either by himself or about him added a
very old® title to his regular names. His father™ was not only a
man who knew many an ancient thing, as Homer® says, but one
Whose nobility came from his own achievements and whose gre:at
fame from his generalship. It was this very quality of leadersh}p
that brought him as his reward his beautiful wife, a lady whoisin
her own right greatest of the great, being of royal blood and
descended from the famous Doukai family, a family whose fame,
as you know, has been spread by the lips of many® across the sea
from Italy and the race of Aeneas® to Constantinople itself.
What man does not know of her father®® of all men, distinguished
as he is by his high offices of state, tested in the most important
military commands, conferring® in every way an incomparable
nobility upon his daughter? This is what I learned from the
bystanders who knew his personal history, though it may well be
that there was only time for them to tell me a few det;ails out of
many, a small part of a great story.” But let’s pick up the thread
of my story and get back to the procession.

So, as I was saying before, the fiotilla of chosen men led Fhe
Way. But then the continuity of the procession was brokep hk.e
the snapping of a rope, and the great man was upon us in h{s
full glory. In the words of Aristotle,” neither West nor East is
S0 astonishing as was his epiphany. His™ eyes sparkled hI.§e
wine, his teeth were as white as milk. He was well-knit in
body, tall, so beautifully proportioned in all his limbs that he
lived up to what everyone said about him, namely, that th(eire
Was 1o detail you would want to add or take away. His body.
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which was as tall and straight as a cypress tree, bent both
upwards and downwards at the neck, as though Nature herself
was k?eping the curvature from irregularity and was keeping
him r'umble in every part. This, at any rate, was my first im-
pression of him from a distance.

But when he had drawn close to us, and when we had made
the formal recognition of his presence” that protocol demands,
he re§embled a veritable chameleon, completely incomparable.
For h}{e a potion that Homer™ describes as containing many
good ingredients and many bad, his appearance became varie-
gated,. at one moment projecting the grace of Aphrodite,”
then, if you looked closely,” the vigour of Ares darted from his
eyes, whilst 2 moment after that he gave off the great majesty of
Ze.us. In hi§ eyes he resembled Hermes with his sharp and
quick-changing glances, always keeping his gaze high up and
ready to take in anything that came his way. He spoke in a style
that was designed to be Iucid” and persuasive. This was the full
:llnfi true qu:':nhty of his character as I saw it at close range. His

4ir was neither completely dark nor completely fair. The ex-
tremes of these two colours had been held in check, with the
:.esult that an entirely different hue gave his hair a marvellous
i;nge. For jet black is Tough and unlovable, whilst pure blonde
wqman]y and effeminate, whereas the two together produce
;nanhlllless and lovab‘ility.78 A Sappho™ must have contrived his
%)eec to be full of its persuasion, grace, and musical cadence.
ou wquld have been dumbfounded, and would have come out
with this classic Laconict line, “Ye Gods,® a godlike man.”

And you would have given anything to hear him speak.
As this noble figure arrived at the holy sanctuary and

offered i :
the invocation to the martyr, cheering arose from the

crowd as it made its ¢
ustomary act of devotio: over-
nor. Then he stood at th ade the

; € prescribed spot and bade the arch-
bisho a . P
custoglar?giar’ a nitual that I suppose is also prescribed or

The .
the fe;if,rsm ﬂ;"se who had specially practiced® the rituals of
heard a m;tw d.at‘ a congregation they had there—there was
1Vine psalmody, most gracefully varied in its
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thythm, order, and artistic alternations. For it was not only
men who were singing; the holy nuns in the left wing® of the
church, divided into two antiphonal choirs, also offered up the
Holy of Holies to the martyr.” And when every part of the
spectacle and service had been properly concluded, we too
invoked the saint in the customary way, praying to the martyr
for a safe return, after which we came out of the church along
with the populace and the governor.

We went back to our lodgings. Ah, Kydion, what a gift of
tongues I would need to describe to you the dreadful things
that befell me after that. Look, I am quite beside myself in the
mere telling of them, so how great do you imagine was the
pain that actually afflicted me, transfixed as I was by such
painful and baneful®® diseases?

Kypron. Just stick to our agreement, my dear Timarion,
and tell me everything that happened to you, since you have at
last managed to give me a decent account of everything else.

TmMariON. Very well. After we had returned from the
festival to our usual lodgings, a violent fever® hit me. It lasted
all night, leaving me half-dead and bedridden, eager though I
was to begin my journey home. This, my dear Kydion, was the
reason for my slowness that you questioned me about .at the
start of my story. For the best policy was to wait for th«'a 1]1{1ess
to run its normal course, along with applying the medications
appropriate to each symptom.® Well, I got through th;t day
all right by sticking to a diet of vegetables and viflegar. Ptut
the next day, the third after it began, the fever hit me agau},
and by diagnosing it according to the strict prir.lciples of medi-
cal knowledge, I recognised it to be a genuine case of the
tertian fever. So, making light of the sickness of wh1c.h Iex-
pected to be quite cured by the time it got through its fifth
cycle, which is the normal duration of this type of feve:r, I Sf':t
out confidently for Constantinople, expecting to shake it off in
a short while and arrive home safely.” Some hopes. The e.nd
of that fever turned out to be the beginning of my réal agonies
and the start of my death-like condition. For no sooner had
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the fever let up when I was attacked by an inflammation of the

i;vel;e lzmd the most appalling dysentery, causing me to vomit up
y : emental !){le along with pure blood, as well as ravaging
my flesh and biting into my stomach like a viper.”!

It? .
Was a case of many terrible woes combining against a

gl y. Tra el fatl i p ]
simgle bOd \4 gue m 1its l
€ f IS no ICSS ca able than anj

) . even the most robust constitution. The
:;ﬂ;;;n:ng n (;lft he liver Wwas like a furnace, the diarrhea was
iron nails dc?at' Jtself. The acidity deep inside my gut was like
period w.thlggmg ln.930n top of all that, there was my long
Kydion tl out food,” a sure route to death. So, my dear
hoses ;a:;::iﬁﬁ:d as I was by all these woes, one of the pack
back like a par. T t}(:wards cOnstantinople strapped across its
of the J'Ourng cel. for a long way, in fact for the greater part
to hold on Bfl’t mi’l poor, wretched drained-out body managed
most famo;ls ﬁVZ 0 We got to the river Hebrus, which is the
journey, but £, T 1n Thrace, then I rested, not only from the

¥ dut from life itself. For I had come to the end of life’s

jo

; n?l?&{ Sleep, the father of death as they say, laid hold on me

a me down to Hades“——exactly how, I don’t know.
ut I do know this, fear and tr :

I recollect wh embling are coming over me as
at h T
out of fear, appened, and my vocal cords are seizing up

Kyp
won’t m;z:ée tTth}-, may b? seizing up, Timarion, but you
me what issolve this assembly of ours without telling

Precisely did happen to you on this trip to Hades.

certain avene; .
appointed Zr;gg:% Splnts,.as they have been called, who are
against the Jaws :;ecf rovidence to punish those who transgress
Teward the googd, | 0: '-Ther e are also benevolent spirits who
souls®* whoge mi-ss.n » dftlon to these, there are conductors of
can the souls t 100 1t is to bring down by whatever way they
2t have already” left their bodies to Pluto,

Timarion

Aeacus, and Minos® so that they may undergo examination
according to the customs and laws of the dead before being
allotted their destiny and destination. :

This is precisely what happened to me. Just before midnight,
some shadowy, dusty-looking creatures came flying through
the air and landed on my bed where I was stretched out trying
to sleep.” As soon as I saw them, I froze at the weirdness of
the sight. I did my best to scream, but my voice was paralysed
and my powers of speech wouldn’t work. Was it a dream, or
did it really happen? That I cannot say, since terror had also
tobbed me of my faculty of judgement. Whatever it was, it was
s0 clear, so awfully clear. Indeed, it seems even now to be
right in front of my eyes, so frightful was it what happened to
me then.'® For having placed, as it were, an unbreakable gag
over my tongue, either by the awfulness of the sight or by
some mysterious spell, they stood over me and began to
whisper to each other, saying, “This is the man who lost the
fourth of his constituent elements by vomiting up all his bile.
He cannot be allowed to go on living on the strength of the
Temaining three. Aesculapius'® and Hippocrates have said as
much in the decree they wrote down and posted up in Hades
whereby no man, even if his body be in good shape, shall go
on living if he has been deprived of one of his four elements.”
“S0,” they went on in harsher tones, “follow us, you poor
devil, and join the ranks of your fellow dead,'” since that is
Wwhat you now are yourself.”

I had to follow them. I didn’t want to, of course, but
having no help I had no choice. I was transported thrqugh the
air the same as they were; I became light, nimble, weightless,
my legs unimpeded!® so that I went forward lightly angd“’“h'
out any problems, like ships that run before the wmc.iz ' You
could hear a light rushing sound as I zoomed along, similar to
the whizzing noise that arrows make when they are shot from
bows. When we had crossed that river we hear about, wltf,lmft
getting wet, and also the Acherusian Lake™—2 name’tl;nm:
dentally, which my guides also used—we approached a su ,I,fe
Tanean opening, much larger than the one wells have.
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down the opening and dragged me after him
With a fierce Jook. I resisted as best | could, clinging to the
mouth with hapgs and feet until the other guidf= who l:‘lms
following behing hit me across the cheeks with his knue :}f
and beat me over the back as well, thus forcing me with bo:
his hands down that dark pit,
Once inside, we joumsyed a long way in darkness and
solitude!"” yptj) e came at last to the jron gate'® by which the
realm of Hades is closed off. It is quite impossible fo.r any oul]le
Wwho has once entered to escape from jt. That gate Is a tr hi
terrifying thing in jts gize and weight and massive Wroug‘th
iron. The whole hing is made out of unbreakable Iron, wi
N0 wood gt all, and it g reinforced throughout by iron bars
that are themsejves

unbelievable in their size and weight and
thicknegs of circumference.

On guard outside it were dragons!® with fiery eyes and al?
dog with very sharp teeth whom the Greeks of old used to ¢
Cerberuys, 110 very fierce and terrifying animal. Inside it were
the doorkee

o . "
Pers, gloomy and unsmiling men, darting forztis
b datred, looking rough and weather-beaten
ad just come dowp

from a life of banditry in th;
ut for all their fierce expressions, they opene
alacrity on seeing

Bging his tail this
Tubbed himself

Timarion

. hatever his own
. ing in this wretch, W For how
i fession. Bring in ay be. Fo
$° m'egl:?)lo?;cothe composition of the b;f 3Ii:lIilng in the upper
eorie: ~
: an to carry elemen
can it b al nfl? tncf):nzl rrnnen if he hasn’t got all four .
world along wi
tary humours?”

i i and
dear Timarion,
.. reepy, my oo ques-
. This is all very ci y 1 have ,
j tllfzggxz about it makes me sﬁ;ve:; lz:e s doorkeeperst
o ey i find ou
. earth were yi A w did you
;‘on& 'thZZ gzﬁ'kness was so thick, insel:l'o
aces i >
all the other things that you seem to

Kydion, that everythmf “1:1
s s ok oo u;ll:;st.n)';‘gza;nszfer is, th:rl‘);zgslzs 1? v
Hades is dark and ﬁzhts 113 The common vulg s masee’ e
oo 2 o e d t;)rches, whereas .th?se R ot
o quaity on e b lamps and live their lives e by
?f qu?lit}{ n em;lthel:iavlerecognise:d a lot of th(iatr;ity'
gkllufmzszgzs. ;gdesan’lpled their infernal hosp
eir

i brin
I see. But carry on, my fnceen(}, and
ko back into proper sequence. -
T r— e I had been brought e e ore,
TmMaRION.  Well, On;—anspofted thl‘m.xgh 'thewe o
gate, we were no longero aring and zooming azn e s
nor did we carry on r]d as though it h-ad be e beoause
through the upper wor O ng i easy,lfo iy e
of g from 4 b?ii: trip down but maybe af O e e
o fatig“e. f_fom tt}lleu h they were, felt sorrlz'd o e abitn.
guides, pitiless thoug ssoq by many poor 2 msle bt
o e pjerywmw et ;?ke schoolboys for
P aﬂ‘; :jezye‘:ieoi stood up in respect, it . N
s o i ith light. Be-
their masters."” -+ todgng plse bng;;tv;t:n’fan b
Next We came upoold man with a beard"ci o oppinE P
side it was lying some 16 man with & s e o
long. He was redm:;;%h his left hand. AlorlxlgSIgian e, al
s Sic:: OEIZ}:EIS:;‘: efull of salt pork and Phry,
large bro

i ing his
1d man kept slowly inserting
drenched with fat."® The o

g the
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nlih;( .hand into the pot,. not using just two or three fingers but
pluc ing the food out with his entire hand and guzzling it down
g;ei:edﬂy to the point of licking up what was running down his
lciiail. Ijte seemed by his expression to be a decent and conge-
sort of })erson. Indeed, he was, for as we came close, he
iz:heoui a fn?ndly anc.l cheerful look, gazed at me quite cal;nly
e S;a ;u;nlr:ig a hair, and said, “Come and sit down beside
I, P fe (1;, ;p In and make the most of a dead man’s feast.”
ey o the, hOth becal.lse I had lost my various faculties
o ! thc ange of-hfe I had undergone™ and because I
N a‘thmy guides would give me a rival meal of
with dea(vjwc . But they, in fact, were exchanging greetings
uite engrosseda‘s thoqgh })ack from a long journey and were
the opporpa, m their friendly conversations, which gave me
While 1 ly to' see wha‘t life among the dead was like.
crowet on sf t(})lokmg at this old man, somebody from the
g O © Breat unwashed but quite respectable-look-
€ I spite of that, accosted me and asked some very basic
I, where was I from, and by what
were equally to the point, thgizgtmftuol Fiedes? My anover

Sin : . .
ce I was tied up with thijs character, T asked him who the

i . cus and Minos have issued
strict la ave issued a very
actual n:’ngaglszl anyc.'ne Who asks or discloses the old man’s
into the catc;, on er this lega! constraint, that subject has fallen

801y of unmentionables, However, I will tell you

so they 52y, of a noble and famous family. He
Dow, as you canp :;1 eal?h’ c.hEd in the richness of old age, and
That was his sto ©, lives in Hades on the fat of the land.”
caught sight of tw:y' I made me roll my eyes, and, as I did so, I
Pigs men rear at homlcgi big and fat and smooth, just like the
for breath at th Me™ and feed on flour and bran, Gasping
€ strangeness of this sight, I turned to my com-

Timarion

panion and said, “My dear, good, friend, everything in Hades
seems well and truly hateful and abominable, the sorts of things
that in life particularly lend themselves to be cursed.”® And
these mice that you have here I find the most unbearable thing
of all. To someone like me who loathes these creatures more
than every other loathsome thing,” it seemed some sort of
consolation to come down here, in that I would at least be rid of
their troublesomeness.” But if I have to fight against them here
as well, then I demand another death and another descent to a
different Hades.” )
After a pause, my kind informant replied, “My friend, I
am amazed at your ingenuousness and manifest ignorance of
what is what. Don’t you realise that all mice are earthborn and
that they spring up from small cracks in the earth that occur in
times of drought? Hence it is more logical that they should live
underground and multiply in Hades, rather than up on earth in
the land of the living. They don’t come down to us from up
there, they go up to the surface of the earth from our world
down here. So you mustn’t be astonished to find mice living
here with us but should realise that they are our regular com-
panions, unconcerned about the field mouse and her prob-
lems. Don’t you see how glad they are to see this old man
eating? Just look how happy they are, rattling their jaws and
licking their lips, anticipating more of a fill of the fat than the
old man.”? I Jooked closely at the mice and saw that what he
said was quite true. “Don’t you see,” he went on, “how they
are heading for the old man’s beard and are waiting for him to
fall asleep? The minute they hear the snores he always comes
out with when asleep, like a monster in a play,’” they sneak
out and nuzzle all around his chin, licking it quite clean of all
the fatty broth and devouring every last crumb hanging down
from it. That’s where they live, and, as you can see for youself,
that’s how fat they get.”

Thanks to the temporary preoccupation of my guides, I got
the chance to find all this out. But then they came over tome, and
we resumed our journey. When we had travelled about four
stades,'® passing by many habitations as we did so, we came to an
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R . . both by lamplight within and by 2

nin 129

Io Oki::;ﬁf;t' q A Iouq groaning was coming from this te);xt.

busy gossiping i ;;1 perceived that my guides were once again

it seemode s ogI sltol the ('iead-friends and relations, this time, so

through the enty © quietly up to the tent like a thief and peeked

making thay deeance flap to see what Wwas inside and who it was

Lying thers OP alild melancholic moaning,.

gouged out vy lil the %?““d Was a man whose eyes had been

and elbow, wj ton. € Was propped up on his left side
> With a Spartan™ ryg spread out under him. He was

a big- ivi i
g-framed individuai, Sinewy rather than fleshy, with a

all;ode that was illuminated
shi

:hhis horsemanship, resembling not a man
s a wooded peak.”
Another 134 o
the g builse l:na;a . Squatted beside him, trying to lighten
of encouragenr. ;) Ilgus suffering with conversation and words
constantly Sut he appeared not to want to listen,
Ing his head apd pushing the old man away

With his hapg whil i
from hiy mouth st all the time poison kept oozing down

me 7
o COTS- Hg7 gave me a friendly greeting,
PSe,™ tell me what’s going on up

man

tumf; meZCkefel €an you get for an obol? What's
What’s the price o’f oilp iffliauy o & funny, and ittle sprats?
ute, T misseq out th > WINe, corn, all that stuffo Wait a min-

c i .
80od catch of sardi11els1’l7os'1t'h£n orehing of all. Was there a
earth, even more than pike ¥ vere my favourite food up on

there. How
the Price of

Timarion

I gave him what Plato calls the whole truth in reply to each
of his questions, and when I had filled him in on earthly news,
I asked him in return to tell me who was the person living in
that nearby tent, who the old man was squatting alongside
him, and what was the reason for the groaning.

He replied civilly. “The person living in this tent, whose
deep' groans you heard, is the famous Diogenes of Cappado-
cia."® You will have known the main facts about him when you
were alive, how he was elevated to the throne, how he cam-
paigned against the Eastern barbarians, and how he was taken
prisoner. Then he was freed, but on returning to Constantino-
ple, instead of being restored to his kingdom, he was over-
whelmed by a revolt and by treachery, being blinded, as you can
see, in spite of a treaty.” And as though all this were not
enough, he was also afflicted with the agony of a terrible poi-
son. The old man squatting by him is a noble from Great
Phrygia.'*? The emperor made use of him on earth as councillor
and partner in all that he did. So now, in pity for his misfortune
and in memory of their former intimacy, he stays with his mas-
ter all the time, trying as far as he can to alleviate the burden of
his woes with suitable consolations and encouragements.”

He was telling me all this when the guides came back over
and started to drive me on more urgently, saying, “Get a move
on, you're scheduled to meet the college of judges and be
removed from our custody any moment now.” “What,” I
asked, “don’t tell me there are judges and lawsuits and judge-
ments down here as well?” “Yes,” they replied, “and more
than that, down here a man’s entire life is inspected point by
point and he is judged accordingly for every single thing, and
there can never be any appeal against the decision of the court
of judges.” ’

We got going on this note, but we had only got a short
distance before we were accosted by a tall, white-haired man,
shrivelled in body but otherwise elegant. He was certainly full -of
talk, for he puffed!®® out his cheeks as he spoke and roared \.mth
noisy laughter and called out a welcome to my guides, adding,
“S0, who’s this new corpse you are taking along?” He then
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turned his eyes on me, looked closely into my face, and gave me
the once-over." After a brief inspection, he called out loudly™®
and clearly, “By the good 80ds,"* I know this man. It’s Timarion,
(rir}y dear young friend Timarion with whom I often had some fine
~ dinners and who used to come to my lectures when I held the
sophistic chair in Constantinople.”'* With this, he threw both ks
hands aI‘OUPd me and gave me a hearty emb;ace,
ovaifcl;zi nv:'lt(}: 1’;shame at being {hus received by a person of such
e I Iﬁin ance WhllS't I faxlef:l to recognise who it was who
Knowing the - g me, having nq idea who he was and so not
o wa . orrect form by which to reciprocate his greeting.""
qestion “My %uanary and got rid of it by anticipating the
Smyrna " th}:agb'o SIrl,szio you really not recognise Theodore of
tinople ’from o ligest s?phlst, who gained fame in Constan-
o l-le .eclan{atlon of solemn and distinguished dis-
b .andx;i earing this, I.was th.understruck by the change in
the beillang | gure, and replied, “Sir, I remember the voice and
Sive size oy e;:tures and the resonant delivery and the impres-
Sy in Iif: ]\3:vere the trademarks of that great sophist from
knotted o wit'h ut ; cannot reconcile that man whose body was
. dgd i ::)rt ritis and who had both to be carried in ona
his elbow with th.ef"’e the emperor and to eat propped up on
before pun wi 18 radiant health and fit-looking body I see

T i ied. “T will rald
e weﬁe sophist rephe.d, T will relieve you of that puzzlement
» My star pupil. In the life above, 1 gave many dis-

courses that pleased The; it
eir Majesties, i i
camed many gold pieces!s? ] » in return for which I

excessj i

o Sili‘;?erl::éldup of phlegm that made my joints all plugged

me out bog ::Pdhke stone.'™ The consequent agonies wore

me. Byt evz :11, soul. My body became a useless burden t0
Tything is different down here. A philosopher’s

Timarion

life-style, plain food, a quiet life—carefree, that’s it.’* Best of
all, I've calmed my raging stomach with a diet of cress, mal-
low, and asphodel'*® and have now reached Hesiod's' defini-
tion of true happiness: ‘Nor know they how great is the re-
freshment of mallow and asphodel.’

“Let me tell you, in the life above it was verbal dexterity

and crowd-pleasing™® wit that counted. Down here, it is all
philosophy and true culture, with less demagogic display.
Right, now that I’ve told you all that, you need be confused no
longer and can stop wondering as from this moment about
what has happened to me, so that we can get back on our old
terms. But not before you have reciprocated. I've told you
everything, so you tell me what sort of death removed you
from life, and what was the reason you came down to join us
here,” 1% :
“There was no ordinary cause of death, best of masters,”
I replied. “No enemy’s sword, no attack by bandits, no stroke
of ill fortune, no long illness to exhaust my body. No, it was
rather the abuse of authority on the part of these conductors of
the dead to your abode who brutally snatched me from my
body while I was still living. To give you a brief résumé'® of
what happened to me from beginning to end, I had been to
Thessalonica for a particular reason and was planning to return
home when I was struck down by a raging fever along with a
serious inflammation of the liver. To top that, I had an un-
quenchable gastric flux. All my bile emptied out along with 2
little bit of blood on the surface that turned it red. I had
constant dysentery all the way to the river Hebrus—you know
that big river in Thrace that is deep enough for boats. We put
up there for a while in a billet by the river, so that both I and
the horses that were carrying me could get some rest. Spend-
ing the night there made me feel better, so I thought it would
be a good idea to stay a second night there as well.

“So I did. Night came. Everyone was sound asleep, myself
included. But in the very dead of the night,'® when I was still
in the land of dreams, these accursed devils appeared by my
bed. On seeing them, I was struck dumb and couldn’t wake
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u E] and i 1 147
P SO with this apparition in my mind I was pulled out of

my body,
avs}r’ay cht ;41111: tld'lefronly So-called reason for my being carried
ard from them was these words: “This is the man

‘iThat is what th
explax.n, Was crumple
Was simply blown o

;y said. And I, led by a force I cannot
Up inside myself like a tuft of wool and
ut through my nostrils ang mouth, like
at are blown out when you yawn. And so,
Poetically, 63 e swis ?rf’“ghf down to Hades, or to put it
underworld.’ Byt oul flitting from the body came down to the
€ - But if what thoge accursed academics say about

; to help me, your pupil, by

:ial Procedure against these devils.”
pity and compassion £ own iilnd cried. But he was moved to
n lf my distress and replied, “Cheer up,
mis:lphyou fo the best of my abilities, and
. that you will be returned to a second
Vteo the zesurrection you desire. In re-

most des; send down f
i o s
0 ar 3 i1 . "

i © right,” I said, “but, frankly, I'll believe it
utcome you so confidently predict

’ mdeeq as unrealistic, as the things sculp-

|
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The sophist replied, “You yourself ought to know the basis
for my total optimism. I have a keenness of mind that can
sharply combat any counterattack and that is quick to fasten
on the appropriate response to any rival arguments. I also
have a ready wit that knows how to come up with the killing
epigram, a fluent and lucid style in general, and some medical
jargon as well. Armed with all this, I shall find a point d’appui,
however small, for my brief and shall wrestle these clever
medical-type pagan gods to the ground.

“For Aesculapius,'® thanks to his bad reputation and
quack oracles, hasn’t uttered a word these many years. In-
deed, he has taken a veritable vow of silence. But if he is
absolutely forced to by other people’s questions, then the
questioner is obliged to fashion his query in a way that is
suitable for a yes or no answer, so that he can indicate his
response simply by nodding or shaking his head. That's how
Aesculapius will render his verdict.

“Hippocrates, if he speaks at all, won’t say much, and what
little he may come out with will be in words of one syllable or
two at the most. And even those will be obscure, absurd apho-
tisms that are quite out of place in a court of law, for example,
‘Prescribe and administer cooked things, not raw” and ‘In the
tumults and the vomitings of the belly,” absolute gibberish to
the ears of judges who speak a different language.169 )

“Minos, you see, is a Cretan, and Aeacus is a gepuine
Greek from Thessaly in the Old World. So whenever any dead
Ionian or Dorian attempts to address them, they immediately
hoot and holler as though at a joke. .

“Then there’s Erasistratus,'® but he’s not only quite un-
versed in the sophistic arts, he’s also devoid of the most basic
training and isn’t even a competent theoretician. He onl}f ac-
quired that meaningless, undeserved reputation'” of his by
constant plugging along, plus his natural savvy and various
eXperiences. That was how he managed to diagnose A“n‘,":h‘,’s
love for Stratonice, which was the source of his meteoric 11s€
to fame.”z

“Best of all, the godlike Galen,™ the one man I-really do
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came broader, and so little by little we were able to emerge
from the darkness and find ourselves in a well-lighted oasis
which had running water and was luxuriant with all kinds of
plants, thanks to the irrigation provided by a very large
tiver.!®!

There were groves of every kind, and sparrows singing very
clearly and sweetly, all of this being on a bed of green turf. As
I found out from the sophist, who was of course already an
expert in things infernal, “Winter never touches the land, nor
is there any change of season. Everything is indestructible and
ageless, the trees bear fruit but never wither, the only season is
spring that is eternally unchanging and unchanged.”’® From
this description which the sophist gave me when we first began
to see the shaft of light from afar, I realised that it was in fact
the Elysian Fields and meadows of asphodel that are so fa-
mous on earth.

When we had reached the lighted spot, we sat down at the 31
sophist’s request and rested for a little while on the grass, after
which we stood up and went on to take our places at the
courtroom.

I felt very nervous, not knowing what went on there, and
above all because I was quite incapable of pleading my own
case, so I went up to the sophist and confided my fears to him.
But he rallied my spirits with his experienced patter and as-
sured me that everything would turn out for the best. “The
only thing you have to concern yourself with,” he remarked,
“is making sure you send back those things I need from the
upper world when you get back there. All the time I've been
down here, I haven’t been served a single bowl of broth en-
tiched with pig’s fat. You will get the complete list when your
Teturn to life has been confirmed by the court.”

We kept walking and talking in this way until the court was,
as they say, not a bowshot away, close enough in fact for us t’o
hear the case that was just being concluded. It was Caesar’s
unjust murder by Brutus and Cassius.'® What the outcome
was, I cannot say, being too engrossed in my own problems to

pay any close attention to anyone else’s.
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When they had stepped down, ushers of the court came
up to us and asked, “How plead you, freshman corpse? You™
shall now be Summoned to the court.” The sophist, elbowing
me packwards, did all the talking: “Ministers of justice, take
us directly to your most just leaders, whereupon you shall hear
of the most impious and unlawful miscarriage of justice in
recorded memory, namely the one wrought by these egregious
~orpse conductors upon this wretched client of mine. So pleds-

€ judged by you, O most upright of judges,
th the laws of the dead, we now free ourselves
d devils and invoke Minos and Aeacus and
Byzantine against these accursed enemies of

in accordance wi
of these wicke
Theophilus the
justice, 185
o tlellz'e th.em,‘I say, take them before the bench to be judged
eir vu.)latxon of the laws of the dead. For what law of
Hades sanctions the Snatching away of a soul from a body that
» O aman who, though sick, was clinging on to
Who could eat an entire chicken
of a single day9»18s

ushers followeqd up this preamble by the sophist by

The
laying hold of the . )
ourselves to th conductors and leading them along with

€ court, where we all stood bef h ted

f . efore the seal
g;;zs tof Aeacus and Minos and Theophilus the Galilaean.
their b w?j Orsck pagans wore flowing robes and turbans'® on
cads like Arab chieftains. They also had on violet-

in the course

in Zc;u}?tenance he w:sr:}?;r?itﬁg‘g%r::zfg)ﬁzggm Bis eyes, an¢
like théseiiz‘;ﬁeihﬂmd 2 being dressed in white,® beardless
and his face gaye ;ift attend €mpresses; he too shone brightly,
Whispering into t(l)x radiance like the sun. He was continually
Sophist, “Fro, © emperor’s eqr, Puzzled, I said to the

, ™ What you told me 5 little while ago, I recognise

Timarion

this seated figure to be Theophilus of Byzantium. But I can’t
work out who this eunuch is.”

“My dear Timarion,” he replied, “don’t you know that
every Christian emperor has an angel to advise him on W.hat he
should do?™* So this one is attending Theophilus here just as
he did in life.”

The ushers interrupted this exchange by hissing at us, where-
upon the sophist puffed open his mouth in his usual stylg;
solemnised his features, folded his hands, and boomed forth
with great clarity as follows:

“Timarion, son of Timonices, charges Oxybas and Nyk-
tion, the conductors of the dead, with illegal procedure. For
the laws of the dead expressly state that no soul shall be
brought down to Hades before the body is fatally damaged,
either altogether or in onme of its vital organs, and before it
loses the vital energies of the spirit. What is more, even when
the body has been separated from it, the soul must be allowed
to remain near it for three days before the conductors are
allowed to take it. But these devils, these body snatchers,
conscientious and zealous beyond the call of duty as they are,
came in the middle of the night"™ to my client’s lodgings by the
tiver, and, although he was still well and truly.alive, n fa‘ft Stﬂ(li
eating and drinking and riding'® his pack animal, they rippe
his soul from his body though it clung on desperately and WES
hard to dislodge. Why, it has blood on it even nowi, and {‘);Ods
of dried blood are peeling off it, so firmly rooted™ in the Ody
Was it at the moment when it was so brutally sep.arateb .
Gentlemen of the court, justice demands that my client g
allowed to return to the upper world and recover his bogy :2‘1
live out his appointed span. In due course, when his bct)h g’n o
soul are separated through natural causes, he may e
brought back here and legitimately enlisted amongs
dead,”

That was his opening speech. Minos looke
conductors and snapped, “Well, you scoun‘drels, - vou are
your side of the story. It will not go well with you Ly
Proven to have transgressed the laws of the dead.

d fiercely' at the
let us hear
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Nyktion, who was braver than Oxybas,'™® replied: .
“Your most worshipful judges, we have had this responsi-
bility since ancient times, indeed as far back as the reign of
Chronos, hence we are very well acquainted with the proper
procedures and we know all the right reasons for bringing a
soul down to Hades. )
“As for this poor devil Timarion, we had observed him in
the process of losing through dysentery his fourth element all
the way from Thessalonica to the greatest'® river in Thrace.
Acquainted as we are with the law laid down by the greatest
medical brains to the effect that no man shall violate the law of
nature by living on the basis of three elements, when we saw
all his bile emptied out over a space of thirty days, we went to
his bed and summoned forth his soul, since it was not ]aw.ful
for it to remain in a body so deprived. But, your most worship-

ful judges, it is for you to render your verdict; we will submit
ourselves to the law.”

This was their defence.
themselves for a little whi
tence would be deferred
“the presence of the great
so that we may reach the
them. This is a case that
Therefore, let the court s

the great doctors in thre
issue.”

™ The judges whispered amongst
le before announcing that the sen-
for that day. “We need,” they said,
doctors Aesculapius and Hippocra?es
best possible verdict in concert with
calls for expert medical knowvledge-
tand adjourned. We shall meet with
€ days’ time and clarify the point at

After this proclamation, the judges rose and retired to a spot
deeper within the meadow. The ushers took us along with th_e
conductors towards the realm of darkness, not too far inside it
though, but to where it bordered on the light, giving the effect
of a kind of twilight zone® where the two regions met.

Even while the judges were still deliberating over what to
do, the sophist had bent down and whispered into my ear,
“You go to that pine (pointing out a tall and luxuriant one),
and in its shade you will find various kinds of vegetables, some
familiar to you, others not. Pluck them up by the roots an.d
bring them back with you. There is nothing there that is

Timarion

poisonous;* they are all nice anq léouritshlrtlli-rinh‘;f zv(i)tl;l]ﬁg.
pen to have any left over, be so kind as to s 2 hoavenly
i row here have the advantage o
Ef;;: 1:53 t:i:,t ﬁence they produce a sweet scegt before you
eat them and just as sweet a burping afterwards.. o L wont
My master didn’t have much trouble pe:rsuadu;nﬂg3 ms -seemed
to the pine tree, collected as many vegetables ‘aining the
decent, and loaded up a good supply. ppon getj;: eir adver-
sophist, we at once moved off with our gu{des an e twlight
saries. And so we spent two days and mghts 1nh thind day
zone. Around cockerow, as you might put it, onf;sf we got o
we got up and set off for the couri;. By moving fast, ¥
the judges’ bench before anyone else. ) . wn
Plj'esegntly, to quote Homer agai.n,z"“ Saffron rz?ﬁezila_
spread all over the earth,” disclosing the ﬁgure.ih the judges
pius and Hippocrates taking their seats along W:i or what their
to join in the proceedings. They began to COHISI K of the court
verdict should be in our case and ordered the ¢! er ol b e
to acquaint them with the minutes of the hean’[l‘lhge dlerk pro-
spect of Nyktion and Oxybas three days ago. who brought
claimed in formal legalese, “Let those Persof‘sn the conduc-
the prior indictment against Oxybas and Nyktio I;t Lomelyes
tors, three® days before the present one prese siodgs and
forthwith, that this most worshigfulﬂcourt may adj
Tonounce its sentence this very day. . defen-
’ The ushers nudged all of us forward, Plam“if:: ?;:sophist
dants alike, to stand in front of the bench. Wh  od mine on
concentrated his attention on our brief., I concf;trl st able
the appearance of Aesculapius and HlPPOC_rtawa; covered by @
t0 see Aesculapius’ face properly because ‘us and transparent
gold-spangled veil which was also diaphano with his pathetic
in such a way that he, poor fool that he \fvasbut could be seen
belief in his own divinity, could see everythl;{lfd like some Arab
b 1o one. Hippocrates, by contrast, oo adgear. He wore 2
With his tall and pointed® turban for he belted and totally
cloak that reached his feet and that was m;s His beard was
Seamless, without any openings Or apertures.
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flowing and grizzled, hi
skin, Stoic-style—indee
Zeno got the idea of s

While I was taking
record and read the
Timonices, prosecutin
whole story right dow,
to defer sentence untj
available to offer th,
finished his reading

s hair was closely cropped®” to the very
d, for all I know, it was from him that
hort hair for himself and his followers.
all this in, the clerk produced the court
minutes out aloud: Timarion, son of
g Oxybas and Nyktion, etc., etc‘,' ?he
N to the judges’ deliberation and decision
1 Hippocrates and Aesculapius should be
eir expert opinions. When the clerk had
of the record, Hippocrates and Aescula-
pius whispered together for a little while,™ then they sum-
moned Erasistratug to join them, which led to another short

bause. After all that, Hippocrates flashed a fierce look and
said, “Nyktion and Oxybas, te]] i

from what diseage Timarion’s sou
Was actually separated from his
down here or whether you snatch
was still clinging on.”

Pausing briefly
sponded,”™ “Greate
disobeyed or disho
you and your colje.
fast rule that no

body when you brought it
ed it away by force when it

to gather thejr wits, the conductors re-
st of the physicians, we have in no way
noured your regulations. After all, it was
agues on earth who established the hard and

00d for thirty days and nights, we perceived
ertise that he could not be
onger. We ask you, how could he possibly

have had any of this elementa] humour left in him after cough-
antities for so many days? You may then
had no need to uge force to separate his
Quite the contrary, we went in gently

nd drew it upA0 wigh, light sucking ac-

Test assured that we
soul from g body,
through the nostrils a;

Timarion

. that time
tion. It put up no resistance, since‘ his bOdycl‘-Ziisoll:Z,.”
con; letely exhausted from its continuous se fell silent. The
hor offer this defence, the conductors fe o of
-y Offe;mti us and said, “Now you give us your the su-
ﬁze::o:;‘r:;d quickly, so that the divine Aesc:\;liilileu;;  many
erphysician, may take his leave of the cou:—it:iivine status, he
geern}r)s )r’xow, i;1 fact ever since he was awallrieS ossible.”
has avoided contact with mortals as n%uc autﬁhl and spoke as
At this, the sophist puffed open his mo
€
follOY$our Honours, and you, too, presidents a;ls? ;:::(‘ilt:;e
members of the medical association, y'Ollalrl::inhle pathetic and
babbling excuses of these accursed devils B ttempted o string
illogical pretence of an argument they havtlow how they have
together.™ Now, in rebuttal, I shall ds »
hoisted themselves with their own petar ound and whispered
Hippocrates meanwhile had turned rWho and from where
into the ear of one of the ushers, askmfg Timarion. The usher
was this loud and word}(’iz13 éflvzolfa:’:i g(;nally from Sn'xyrna,alrl)e
ed him in on all the details: : re he was ap-
flgd be:‘l brought up in Constantmople’e Z: ;lled the palace
pointed to the chair of sophistry and Whernormous honour and
with his audacity, earning in the gy ehat 1 heard the usher
Patronage from Their Maj eSti.es. ’I‘hatr'st t\;’e o ile. t
tell Hippocrates as I listened in for a li lient’s body was not )’Fu
The sophist was going on, “That my ¢ ductors themselves Wi
ready for death is something that the con by could this. bodg,’
have fully to acknowledge. I ask yo;’hess alonica, possibly ©
travelling as it was on horseback from to go on living? Moi?s
described as ready for death and uflﬁ"hat even when the soul
over, it is a basic principle of funerals t

due
des after the
Separated, jt shall only be broughf dm'mc;ol;—I ﬁdds good for iﬁ
Tituals have been performed. This princip special customs.

r i+ own the

Teligions, ™ each of which hage :;h::es are Performedbcr)g‘-‘ght
‘e thes ures

tge c;:ase otf1 thedthl‘ltS.::;’ Sciays 216 Yet theset_crg z;gr them.”

third, ninth, and forti < wi aitis

my client’s soul down to Hades without W
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Nyktion broke in on this
there was no one there to
Was a stranger in a foreig
perform the rites for him.

“But to settle the issue
this soul by force,
cials with good e
snatched away by
to it.”

Two officials called Ozxyderkion and Nyktoleustes® were
immediately detajled to

make the inspection. When they had
made a thorough investigation of the condition of the soul,

they reported back to the judges as follows: “External exami-

nation shows the entire sou] to be defiled by gore, of a colour

commonly found on men who fal in battle, the result of sweat

rrgixing with blood.® But our detajled internal investigation
discloses that some parts of the soul are still suffused with pure
blood and still emit some particle of living breath. Further-

more, some pieces of flesh gre stuck to it, containing blood
and the essence of life.”

At this news, the sophist bawled,
men, the vindication of my own a
still managing to clj
fourth element have

point with a Joud protest, “But
perform the rites for Timarion. He

n land and had nobody who could
217

of whether or not you snatched away
let its condition be examined by some offi-
vesight.”® For if it is the case that it was
force, there will still be bits of flesh sticking

“There you have it, gentle-
rgument. For if the soul was

2

out a struggle when it actually has lost an
clement. But in this case, it was not the element jtself that was

voided, but rather the food ingested every day was forcibly
eXPell?d when turned into 3 secretion that was bile-like but not
1‘%}1 bile, as a result of the inflammation of the liver. This is

‘ d down into bile, And, organi-
cally speaking, it is precisely there that our daily intake of
food, once. transformed into 5 bile-like substance, produces
and gets rid of our bodily refuse which i equally bile-like.
There can be only one conclusion. What was secreted was not

pure elemental bile but ordinary podi%y was?es that areb\éz;clii
along with bile, more than usual lxin thl: particular case
i d condition of the liver. ‘ .
: th‘;’llfﬁlaﬁz sophist had finished his pe.roratxon, Sil;:?: c;zzz
roclaimed in the courtroom. After a brief pau.se, itaﬁgn
Ic)liscussed the evidence amongst themselve§ and in S:on;:x ation
with medical experts. Then thfey cast their votes in the
ts.?! The verdict was in our favour. .
102 writing tablet was produc;d, ar.lc-i nonehotE:}rle:;n t‘(c)t;d
Byzantine Professor took up his p9sxt10n. T <>:f ey o
me that he had been appointed chief of'ﬁce-r o e ey
account of his skill and speed in. imp.rov%satxon. gt ,dictate
said, “you will see how short a time it will take hi
dict to the clerk of the court.” -
th‘:f,zr retiring briefly the judges su@oned tztzxseaigzs;lgllt;d
Professor, who was accompanied b.y Ans‘carchu's,d A rhe
out to him all the detailed provisions of the Jihiut oy st
Byzantine Professor made the announcemer.lt vg O e 1o
tation, although he whispered® most of it, ]ie dgness ey
force out the words clearly through the c‘roli) s e pre.
lips.” Aristarchus acted as the clerk, Phrymc(:i l:;:sion s the pre
siding official.”” When the entire text of the 3 e T
dictated to the clerk, he read it out to the entir
we‘?ltthl]l(;tgl:c;n resolved by this most worshipful1 cc;ﬁ:gih‘;f
great physicians, not forgetting the divine f::icutr z;;; sg;essed
Nyktion and Oxybas, in so much as they i from
against the laws of the dead, shall be removeT O o shall be
their office of conductors of souls, and ﬁzlza;tl e ime, when
restored to life and live in his own body.h ) l]lad e holy sifn-
he has completed his allotted span, and ha e all To be
als performed over him, then and oniY T ted conduc-
brought back down to Hades by the legally app
fors of the dead.” d, the judges stood
i the reading came to an end, e -
up :thﬂfzaz;uﬁ was adjourned. The Judfvzsil:l: ezasculapius
tir;,d to their usual place in the meadow
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% ting quietly together an

Timarion

moved off more slowly
therein.

The Christians for their part all shouted and jumped for joy
and congratulated the sophist from Smyrna, praising him to

the skies for the arguments and techniques and methods of his
speech.

along with the doctors to another spot

The ushers, who had been given the job of returning me to
the upper world, took me by the hand and began to escort me
back through Hades. Ang as we made our way through the
dark regions of the underworld, we came upon the area where
the philosophers and sophists lived. My sophist, tired both

from the journey and from his intense mental concentration,
asked the ushers to let us stay the night with this assembly of

great minds. The next day (he suggested), we could take our
leave of him, since he intended to stay with them, and so get
back to life all the more quickly.

We agreed. Then, in the words of the poet,” “The other
gods and horse-equipped men slept through the night, but sweet

slumber touched me not.” For wanting to find out as much as I
possibly could aboug Hades, I stayed awake all through the
night, giving everything the onceover,

I saw Parmenides, Pythagoras, Melissus, Anaxagoras,
Thales, and the other founders of the philosophical schools sit-
d discussing their respective beliefs™
onally. The one thing they did agreeon
Diogenes,®! whom they had excluded

as pacing up and down, not squatting on

his haunches, and i his usual fierce and combative style was
| trying to provoke everybody else to an argument.

: I also saw Johp Ttalus™ trying to sit down alongside Py-

thagoras, but the latter rejected him brusquely, saying, “You

ut on the mantle of the Galilacans

43

s very calmly and unemoti
‘ was their loathing of
from their circle. He w
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33 ;
-He was followed by a mannikirll or half-man,? . salzla\;ﬁg
fellow, to be more accurate, a cxty.type,bx./eryer?e 1d and
coarse, who abused everyone he met in iam! hl(c) Zou]d, 8 char
acter quite devoid of intelligenc? but one w o S rou ol
the ignorant mob with his promlsfas, p}'omxses 1'se: aoony
had to exchange a word or two with hlfn to I_;'east e that there
was nothing decent or clever al?out him. her e aman,
nothing more than a clone of his ow"n teache: ,as verthing
abusive, fickle, conceited son of a blt;l:czvg(z w
iti TO .
- g?xltﬂgeef::l;; i:l;i}:gl?tu Zlfrtl::t;;)”g this time. For heil vx;een;i:lnp
to Diogenes the Cynic and arroganﬂ?' tried tz l;;xstto(:;ln‘zt S
Diogenes, though, who had recently mcre.ase S o s
shamelessness,” was not to be caught like ne.ss 0 show 0
contempt for his opponent’s brand of offcngve Th;t e ovored
and howled like a dog that is always bar%tmég. o ot
John, who was also an amateur of‘ Cynic Zil;n ;’natch. o
howling in his turn. This all ended in a ;greswﬁﬁ ™
Italian got hold of Dijogenes in tlee sh?u P:[IC') s dhmoat
but Diogenes countered by fastening h1§ on ot Caio e
and probably would have throttled hm'l, D eated
Roman,” who didn’t care much for philosophers,
i ’ mouth.
Joggglorérlt);ii??ssn?ﬂed Diogenes. “Why, no lejzraedpzlscz)r;
than Alexander, son of Philip, th.e one VY]thICv(;zgsunbathing,
Asia so easily, came to me in Corinth whld ehumi]jty. S e
and he spoke to me in tones of respect an e vom of al
do you get the nerve to treat me as an ;cum O s
le, whom the Byzantines treated as S oy 2 of
g:?fde:bwall the Galilacans? By the Cynic p ;?nugh " one
which sgct I am the Ieader',nif 3;?1; d:er:o;% S:zigful eath and
more word to me, you wil g
burial.”

Cato took John by the hand and l:)en
away. But when they trespaSSCd uPe an an
dialecticians,® the latter rose as onfhere .
with stones, shouting, “Get him out 0 )

d him a safe distance
the territory of the
d pelted John
A dumm-

N
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kopf who failed grammar in life and who was a laughingstock
when he tried to write s

peeches doesn’t belong here.”

So John, ridiculed and abused by all, retreated groaning,
“Aristotle, Aristotle 2 O syllogism, O sophism, where are
you now that I need you? If only you had been here to help
e, I could have wiped the fioor with these idiot philosophers
and this pig-dealing? bag of wind, Diogenes.”

This scene was interrupted by the arrival of the Byzantine

Professor himself. The philosophers greeted him graciously as
he drew near to them, and there was much calling out of
“Hail, Byzantine.”

But for all that, heshad to talk to them
standing up, for they made no move to offer him a seat, and
he didn’t venture to take one uninvited. > When he went over
to the sophists, though, it was a very different story. They rose
aS one man in his honour and gave him an enthusiastic wel-
come. He got the Option of sitting down in the middle of their
circle if he wanted to relax, or towering over them all in the
i red him as the reward for the gracefulness
) charm and clarity of his diction, his affa-
bility, his gift of instant extemporisation, his natural skill in
every literary genre 246 They kept hailing him as “Sun King,”
Which on enquiry I d

iscovered was an allusjon to a speech he
had composed in the emperor’s honour. 2"

Kypion.  Yes, ¥yes, Timarion, but aren’t you also going to
fill me in on what sort of reception your own Smyrnite sophist
got from that professorial assembly?

TiMARION. Well, Kydion, as | was about to say, he kept
himself largely aloof from those sharp-witted leaders of the
philosophical sects, except when he needed to ask a question
Or request clarification concerning a particnlar theory. But he
g0t on like a house on fire With the rhetoricians, especially

Aristides.*® They were men he
nce, si

Timarion

So, my friend, this is what I saw as I rest?cli] t:l}::uf:;;‘it:gg
summe;'y night from dusk to dawn alc{nghwg that I was keep-
the sophist,2® although they slept all this tlm mediately came
ing watch. When they woke up, the sophist im and get on
ovger to m.e and said, “Get up, Timarion, my b:g ’anyone was
your way back up to life. It’s a long tlmills:;hings I want so
resureected.* But don;tlf?rget t‘::hsienx;dlnllleave shall be yours, I
badly. fron;uu’;’) IthrZ:ﬁed, ‘:i:,te;}(;u had better spell ou: I:c,;acst&lz
I\::}?;n istei: yo’u want so that I can take care of your w
gi\:;dmebthe d?;zlslzl :end me a five-month-old lamb,h ’;W; ;hf;:

yld oli’einz that have been fattened and slaut‘t’]”leicind’ that
}l:ier?;-ct)he poulterers® sell in the market, Ifmte?:om and laid it
good butchers have removed the stomach 2; - onth-old suck-
across their thighs on the outside, a?dbill(;f” S
108 pig and a nice fat and gfisshl)i's:ozxz sophist embracedbme in
e had given me s ife, but go
a Xﬁznf:reweﬂ,gl adding, “Bon Voyage t-’ﬁl(i:;cti)v ;611 are safe
quickly so that your nearest and dearest Wlstantinople and your
before the news of your death get-s to ?:OI: 1 know that, as the
relatives and friends start mourning. eo ou.”
poet™ puts it, there are many “:;g:;‘;t f,nce and did not stop.

oo e Partedg btilgearvlvgfllc;aw on the left-hand si;ls f;\f::;‘i
f’?)figgh?:f;ﬁ; 0: Armenia, Alexander Zf;;:frf:xel; :o noxious
the worst of them all, shoveling for a0 the road ** Finally, 1
that a whiff of it pene d with the usher behind me g?right
reached' th: OO&:::;‘ %;leanthjs time, I went up ﬂ:ir(:ﬁthl;ar
one trylng jades an '
awayBi;t;;}sl;: i;,xfll: iosta vl:atjl: 1frlxiwn which way to go to

ut I as trallsported thr ug
flnd Illy bOd s ‘) ' (o) h tlle air a

w m iver and recognised the
blown by the wind until I came to the Tiver d recog
own

. to the
ing. I said good-bye

: ) body was lying. t in through

house in Q’lmcrlilvgybank, left him there, and_zl;ncontrived to

“ﬁher on gein the toof which had been specially

the openin,
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rel
clease smoke from the hearth.?” | found my body and reen--

tered it i
it through the nostrils and mouth. A combination of the

frosty wi .
All ti;atl:it;rxt»;efa t}] °r and rigor mortis had made it very cold.
day I was able toe ) 811: hough I had a bad chill. But the nex
And here 1 ampac my bags and set out for Constantinople.
heard the whole story nae s oL S36¢ and sound. Youe
some new corpses (Zry o Do me a favour and look out for
ordered and send t}? Which we can give the things the sophist
respectable®® ¢] em down to him. Only it mustn’t be any
rather one of thzss Ef Person who might resent the job but
will see a profit or ithy Paphlagonians from the market who
some pork. Mean?;vrhl'lllmself In being sent down to Hades with
let us say good-b 1€, my inquisitive friend, it’s bedtime, so
ye and go our Separate ways home. ’
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