
A Husband's Defense. Athens, ca. 400 B.C.E. 
(Lysias, On the Murder of Eratosthenes 6-33, 37-50. Tr. K. Freeman. G) 
Euphiletus, a husband who murdered his wife's lover, Eratosthenes, speaks in 
his own defense before an Athenian court (see the textbook for the functioning 
of the Athenian courts).  
 
Members of the jury: when I decided to marry and had brought a wife home, at 
first my attitude towards her was this: I did not wish to annoy her, but neither was 
she to have too much of her own way. I watched her as well as I could, and kept an 
eye on her as was proper. But later, after my child had been born, I came to trust 
her, and I handed all my possessions over to her, believing that this was the 
greatest possible proof of affection. Well, members of the jury, in the beginning 
she was the best of women. She was a clever housewife, economical and exact in 
her management of everything. But then, my mother died; and her death has 
proved to be the source of all my troubles, because it was when my wife went to 
the funeral that this man Eratosthenes saw her; and as time went on, he was able to 
seduce her. He kept a look out for our maid who goes to market; and approaching 
her with his suggestions, he succeeded in corrupting her mistress.  
 
Now first of all, gentlemen, I must explain that I have a small house which is 
divided into two-the men's quarters and the women's-each having the same space, 
the women upstairs and the men downstairs. After the birth of my child, his mother 
nursed him; but I did not want her to run the risk of going downstairs every time 
she had to give him a bath, so I myself took over the upper storey, and let the 
women have the ground floor. And so it came about that by this time it was quite 
customary for my wife often to go downstairs and sleep with the child, so that she 
could give him the breast and stop him from crying.  
 
This went on for a long while, and I had not the slightest suspicion. On the 
contrary, I was in such a fool's paradise that I believed my wife to be the chastest 
woman in all the city.  
 
Time passed, gentlemen. One day, when I had come home unexpectedly from the 
country, after dinner, the child began crying and complaining. Actually it was the 
maid who was pinching him on purpose to make him behave so because-as I found 
out later-this man was in the house. Well, I told my wife to go and feed the child, 
to stop his crying. But at first she refused, pretending that she was glad to see me 
back after my long absence. At last I began to get annoyed, and I insisted on her 
going. 'Oh, yes!' she said. 'To leave you alone with the maid up here! You mauled 



her about before, when you were drunk!' I laughed. She got up, went out, closed 
the door-pretending that it was a joke-and locked it. As for me, I thought no harm 
of all this, and I had not the slightest suspicion. I went to sleep, glad to do so after 
my journey from the country.  
 
Towards morning, she returned and unlocked the door. I asked her why the doors 
had been creaking during the night. She explained that the lamp beside the baby 
had gone out, and that she had then gone to get a light from the neighbors. I said no 
more. I thought it really was so. But it did seem to me, members of the jury, that 
she had done up her face with cosmetics, in spite of the fact that her brother had 
died only a month before. Still, even so, I said nothing about it. I just went off, 
without a word.  
 
After this, members of the jury, an interval elapsed, during which my injuries had 
progressed, leaving me far behind. Then, one day, I was approached by an old hag. 
She had been sent by a woman Eratosthenes' previous mistress, as I found out later. 
This woman, furious because he no longer came to see her as before, had been on 
the look-out until she had discovered the reason. The old crone, therefore, had 
come and was lying in wait for me near my house. 'Euphiletus,' she said, 'please 
don't think that my approaching you is in any way due to a wish to interfere. The 
fact is, the man who is wronging you and your wife is an enemy of ours. Now if 
you catch the woman who does your shopping and works for you, and put her 
through an examination, you will discover all. The culprit,' she added, 'is 
Eratosthenes from Oea. Your wife is not the only one he has seduced there are 
plenty of others. It's his profession. . . . .'  
 
	


