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This, we may fittingly observe, testifies that Love is a good poet, good, in
sum, at every kind of artistic production. For you can't give to another
what you don’t have yourself, and you can’t teach what you don’t know.

And as to the production of animals—who will deny that they are all
born and begotten through Love’s skill?

| And as for artisans and professionals—don’t we know that whoever
| has this god for a teacher ends up in the light of fame, while a man
untouched by Love ends in obscurity? Apollo, for one, invented archery,
medicine, and prophecy when desire and love showed the way. Even he,
therefore, would be a pupil of Love, and so would the Muses in music,
| Hephaestus in bronze work, Athena in weaving, and Zeus in “the gover-
' nance of gods and men.”

That too is how the gods’ quarrels were settled, once Love came to be
among them—love of beauty, jobviously, because love is not drawn to
ugliness. Befote that, as I said if the beginning, and as the poets say, many
dreadful things happened among the gods, because Necessity was King.
But once this god was born, all goods came to gods and men alike through
love of beauty.

This is how I think of Love, Phaedrus: first, he is himself the most
beautiful and the best; after that, if anyone else is at all like that, Love is
responsible. I am suddenly struck by a need to say something in poetic
meter,” that it is he who— :

Gives peace to men and stillness to the sea,
Lays winds to rest, and careworn mern to sleep.

I
/Love fills us with togetherness and drains all of our divisiveness away.\

Love calls gatherings like these together. In feasts, in dances, and in ceremo-
nies, he gives the lead. Love moves us to mildness, removes from us
wildness. He is giver of kindness, never of meanness. Gracious, kindly**—
let wise men see and gods admire! Treasure to lovers, envy to others,
father of elegance, luxury, delicacy, grace, yearning, desire. Love cares
well for good men, cares not for bad ones. In pain, in fear, in desire, or
speech, Love is our best guide and guard; he is our comrade and our
savior. Ornament of all gods and men, most beautiful leader and the best!
Every man should follow Love, sing beautifully his hymns, and join with
him in the song he sings that charms the mind of god or man.

This, Phaedrus, is the speech I have to offer. Let it be dedicated to the
god, part of it in fun, part of it moderately serious, as best I could manage.

When /Agathon finished,/ Aristodemus said, everyone there burst into
applause, so becoming to himself and to the god did they think the young

man’s speech.

29. After these two lines of poetry, Agathon continues with an extremely poetical
prose“peroration.
30. Accepting the emendation agarios at d>5.
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Then Spcrates glanced at Eryximachus and said, “Now do you think I
Wr;ﬂs.lfcoohs]-n t}? fe[el thé: fliar I felt before? Didn't I speak like a prophet a
hile ago when I said that Aga i i
},VWOUIdgbe foma i gathon would give an amazing speech and |
“You were prophetic about one thing, I think,” said Eryximachus, “that
Agathon would speak well. But you, tongue-tied? No, I don't believe’ that.” b
“Bless you,” said Socrates. “How am I not going to be tongue-tied, I 6r
anyone else, after a speech delivered with such beauty and Variety?’ The
other parts may not have been so wonderful, but that at the end! Who
would not be struck dumb on hearing the beauty of the words and ph.rases?
Anyway, I was worried that I'd not be able to say anything that came
close to them in beauty, and so I would almost have run away and escaped c
if there had been a place to go. And, you see, the speech reminded me of
Gorgias, so that [ actually experienced what Homer describes: I was afraid
that _Agathon would end by sending the Gorgian head,” awesome at speak-
ing in a speech, against my speech, and this would turn me to stone by
striking me dumb. Then I realized how ridiculous I'd been to agree to join d
with you in praising Love and to say that I was a master of the art of love
when I knew nothing whatever of this business, of how anything wl'ié'féver’
ought to be praised. In my foolishness, I thought you should tell the truth
about whatever you praise, that this should be your basis, and that from
this a speaker should select the most beautiful truths and arrange them
m(_;st suitably. I was quite vain, thinking that T would talk well and that / /
I knew the truth about praising anything whatever. But now it appears / “JfJ !
that this is not what it is to praise anything whatever; rather, it is to apply ,; e/ 'l
to the object the grandest and the most beautiful qualities, whether he ¥
actually has them or not. And if they are false, that is no objection; for the iy /o
Propolszf\L apparently, was that everyone here make the rest of us think he |~ /‘} iﬁ/
is praising Love—and not that he actually praise him. I think that is why A
you stir up every word and apply it to Love; your description of him and b Q]99 /7]
his gl'fts is designed to make him look better and more beautiful than Y
anything else—to ignorant listeners, plainly, for of course he wouldn’t;" '
look that way to those who knew. And your praise did seem beautiful
and respectful. But I didn’t even know the method for giving praise; and / ey
it was in ignorance that I agreed to take part in this. So “the tonlgue” 14 U
promised, and “the mind” did not.? Goodbye to that! I'm not giving
gxllother eulogy using that method, not at all—I wouldn’t be able to do b
it'—but, if you wish, I'd like to tell'the truth my way./I want to avoid any
comparison with your speeches, so as not to give you a reason to laugh
atme. So look, Phaedrus, would a speech like this satisfy your requirement?

#
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* thé}orgllan head is a pun on Gorgon’s head.” In his peroration Agathon had spoken
o ?ty e of Gorgias, and this style was considered to be irresistibly powerful. The

of a Gorgon’s head would turn a man to stone. ‘

3 A ,
2. The allusion is to Euripides, Hippolytus 612. = / /S 2
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You will hear the truth about Love, and the words and phrasing wij) tak,
care of themselves.” 9

Then Aristodemus said that Phaedrus and the others urged him tq spe 1
in the way he thought was required, whatever it was. g

“Well then, Phaedrus,” said Socrates, “allow me to ask Agathon 5 few
little questions, so that, once I have his agreement, I may speak op that
basis.”

“You have my permission,” said Phaedrus. “Ask away.”

After that, said Aristodemus, Socrates began: “Indeed, Agathon, my
friend, I thought you led the way beautifully into your speech when yq,
said that one should first show the qualities of Love himself, and oy
then those of his deeds. I must admire that beginning. Come, then, singe
you have beautifully and magnificently expounded his qualities in othey
ways, tell me this, too, about Love. Is Love such as to be a love of somethip,
or of nothing? I'm not asking if he is born of some mother or father, (for
the question whether Love is love of mother or of father would really pe
ridiculous), but it's as if I'm asking this about a father—whether a father
is the father of something or not. You'd tell me, of course, if you wanted
to give me a good answer, that it’s of a son or a daughter that a father is
the father. Wouldn't you?”

“Certainly,” said Agathon.

“Then does the same go for the mother?”

He agreed to that also.

“Well, then,” said Socrates, “answer a little more fully, and you will
understand better what I want. If I should ask, “‘What about this: a brother,
just insofar as he is a brother, is he the brother of something or not?’”

He said that he was.

“And he’s of a brother or a sister, isn’t he?”

He agreed.

“Now try to tell me about love,” he said. “Is Love the love of nothing
or of something?”

1 “Of something, surely!”

“Then keep this object of love in mind, and remember what it is.* But
tell me this much: does Love desire that of which it is the love, or not?”

“Certainly,” he said.

“ At the time he desires and loves something, does he actually have what
he desires and loves at that time, or doesn’t he?”

“He doesn’t. At least, that wouldn’t be likely,” he said.

“Instead of what's likely,” said Socrates, “ask yourself whether it's neces-
sary that this be so: a thing that desires desires something of which it is
in need; otherwise, if it were not in need, it would not desire it. I can't
tell you, Agathon, how strongly it strikes me that this is necessary. But
how about you?”

“I think so too.”

33. Cf. 197b. ) A
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- uGood. Now then, would someone who is tall, want to be tall? Or
cone who is strong want to be strong?”

Ifllml_vossib]e, on the basis of what we've agreed.”

,,Presumably because no one is in need of those things he already has.”
1 e.”

f,gﬁ maybe a strong man could want to be strong,” said Socrates, “or
fast one fast, or a healthy one healthy: in cases like these, you might
ink people really do want to be things they already are and do want to
have qualities they already have—I bring them up so they won't deceive
s, But in these cases, Agathon, if you stop to think about them, you will
see that these people are what they are at the present time, whether they
want to be or not, by a logical necessity. And who, may I ask, would ever
pother t0 desire what's necessary in any event? But when someone says
] am healthy, but that’s just what I want to be,” or ‘I am rich, but that’s
- st what I want to be,” or ‘T desire the very things that I have,’ let us say
to him: "You already have riches and health and strength in your posses-
sion, my man, what you want is to possess these things in time to come,

ou say, | desire what I already have, ask yourself whether you don’t mean
this: I want the things I have now to be mine in the future as well.” Wouldn't
he agree?”

According to Aristodemus, Agathon said that he would.

5o Socrates said, “Then this is what it is to love something which is not
[ at hand, which the lover does not have: it is to desire the preservation of

what he now has in time to come, so that he will have it then.”

“Quite so,” he said.

“So such a man or-anyone else who has a desire desires what is not at
hand and not present, what he does not have, and what he is not, and
that of which he is in need; for such are the objects of desire and love.”

“Certainly,” he said.

“Come, then,” said Socrates. “Let us review the points on which we've,
agreed. Aren’t they, first, that Love is the love of something, and, second)
that he loves things of which he has a present need?”

“Yes,” he said.

“Now, remember, in addition to these points, what you said in your
speech about what it is that Love loves. If you like, I'll remind you. I think
you said something like this: that the gods” quarrels were settled by love
of beautiful things, for there is no love of ugly ones.* Didn't you say
something like that?”

“I did,” said Agathon.
~ “And that's a suitable thing to say, my friend,” said Socrates. “But
if this is so, wouldn’t/ Love have to be a desire for beauty;'and never
for ugliness?”
01 pirirnf

He agreed. ‘ i
@ 4’/44.._:2 2Kt s

34, 19735,

since in the present, whether you want to or not, you have them. Whenever |

201
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#And we also agreed that he loves just what he needs and does not hayg »
“Yes,” he said. i
/*“So Love needs beauty, then, and does not have it.”
! “Necessarily,” he said.
“So! If something needs beauty and has got no beauty at all, would yq,
still say that it is beautiful?”
“Certainly not.”
“Then do you still agree that Love is beautiful, if those things are g~
Then Agathon said, “It turns out, Socrates, I didn’t know what 1 wag
talking about in that speech.” ‘
| "It was a beautiful speech, anyway, Agathon,” said Socrates. “Now take
it a little further. Don’t you think that good things are always beautify]

“Tidoed"

“Then if Love needs beautiful things, and if all good things are beautifu]
he will need good things too.” :

“As for me, Socrates,” he said, “T am unable to contradict you. Let it be
as you say.”

“Then it's the truth, my beloved Agathon, that you are unable to contra-
dict,” he said. “It is not hard at all to contradict Socrates.”

Now I'll let you go. I shall try to gg through for you the speech about
Love I once heard from a woman of’Mantinea, Diotima—a woman who
was wise about many things besides this: once she even put off the plague
for ten years by telling the Athenians what sacrifices to make. She is the
one who taught me the art of love, and I shall go through her speech as
best I can on my own, using what Agathon and I have agreed to as a basis.

Following your lead, Agathon, one should first describe who Love is
and what he is like, and afterwards describe his works—I think it will be
easiest for me to proceed the way Diotima did and tell you how she
questioned me.

You see, T had told her almost the same things Agathon told me just
now: that Love is a great god and that he belongs to beautiful things®
And she used the very same arguments against me that I used against
Agathon; she showed how, according to my very own speech, Love is
neither beautiful nor good. : eieang o

So I said, “What do you mean, Diotima? Is Love ugly, then, and bad?”

But she said, “Watch your tongue! Do you really think that, if a thing
is not beautiful, it has to be ugly?”

“I certainly do.”

1
35. The Greek is ambiguous between / Love loves beautiful things’%md “Love is one

of the beautiful things.” Agathon had asserted the former (197b5, 201a5), and this will
be a premise in Diotima’s argument, but he asserted the latter as well (195a7), and this
is what Diotima proceeds to refute.
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sAnd ifr a thing’s.not wise, it’s ignorant? Or haven’t you found out yet

¢ there’s something in between wisdom and ignorance?”

swhat's that?”

up's judging _thi.ngs correctly without being able to give a reason. Surely
B see that.thls is not the same as knowing—for how could knowledge
- unreasom.ng? And it’s not ignorance either—for how could what hits
the truth be ignorance? Correct judgment, of course, has this-character: it
i in between understanding and ignorance.?” .. /- o -

aTrue,” said I, “as you say.” vo B : =

«Then don’t force whatever is not beautiful to be ugly, or whatever is
not good to be l?ad. It's the same with Love: when you agree he is neither

ood nor bfeautlful, you need not think he is ugly and bad; he could be
something in between,” she said.

nyet everyone agrees he’s a great god,” I said.

#Only those who don’t know?” she said. “Is that how you mean ‘every-
one’? Or do you include those who do know?”

#0Oh, everyone together.”

And she laughed. “Socrates, how could those who say that he’s not a
god at all agree that he’s a great god?”

“Aho says that?” T asked.

«you, for one,” she said, “and [ for another.”

“How can you say this!” I exclaimed.

”That’s easy,” said she. “Tell me, wouldn’t you say that all gods are
beautiful and happy? Surely you'd never say a god is not beautiful or
happy?”

“Zeus! Not 1,” I said.

“Well, by calling anyone ‘happy,” don’t you mean th

i d s ksl o ek sy ¥ r e
and beautiful things?” ) Lposgees nor

“Certainly.”

”‘;{\_That about Love? You agreed he needs good and beautiful things, and
that's why he desires them—Dbecause he needs them.”

“I certainly did.”

“Then how could he be a god if he has no share i i

‘he be n d -
|t 0d good and beauti
:iT@zeis no way he could,-apparently.” —————___

i ow do you see? You don’t believe Love is a god either™
HTHEi, what could Love be?” I asked. “A mortal?” '

Certainly not.”

“Then, what is he?”

He's like what we mentioned before,” she said. “He is in between i‘
mortal and immortal.” /'/;’ 5 T A Py 2

What do you mean, Diotima?” " o R At

4

‘He's a great spirit, Socrates. E i iri i veer
; . Everything spiritual, you see, is i
ke iverything sp al, y ,is in between

‘What is their function?” I asked.
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“They are messengers who shuttle back and forth between the
\ conveying prayer and sacrifice from men to gods, while to men they bri;? 3
[1‘ commands from the gods and gifts in return for sacrifices. Being i th ?
middle of the two, they round out the whole and bind fast the all ¢, alf '
203 Through them all divination passes, through them the art of priegtg :
sacrifice and ritual, in enchantment, prophecy, and sorcery. Gods do-ﬁilot
mix with men; they mingle and converse with us through spirits inste, d
- whether we are awake or asleep. He who is wise in any of these ways i
| a man of the spirit, but he who is wise in any other way, in a Professjoy
| or any manual work, is merely a mechanic. These spirits are many apq
various, then, and one of them is Love.”

b “Who are his father and mother?” I asked.
/% “That’s rather a long story,” she said. “I'll tell it to you, all the samg »
® ¢/ “When Aphrodite was born, the gods held a celebration. Poros, the sop
“ o/ of Metis, was there among them.* When they had feasted, Penia came

\ /"' /' begging, as poverty does when there’s a party, and stayed by the gateg,

£ Now Poros got drunk on nectar (there was no wine yet, you see) and,
A feeling drowsy, went into the garden of Zeus, where he fell asleep. Thep

A ¢ Penia schemed up a plan to relieve her lack of resources: she would get
a child from Poros. So she lay beside him and got pregnant with Love,

That is why Love was born to follow Aphrodite and serve her: because

he was conceived on the day of her birth. And that's why he is also by

ll nature a lover of beauty, because Aphrodite herself is especially beautiful.

i “As the son of Poros and Penia, his lot in life is set to be like theirs. In

| the first place, he is always poor, and he’s far from being delicate and

d |beautiful (as ordinary people think he is); instead, he is tough and shriveled

\and shoeless and homeless, always lying on the dirt without a bed, sleeping
at people’s doorsteps and in roadsides under the sky, having his mother's
nature, always living with Need. But on his father’s side he is a schemer
after the beautiful and the good; he is brave, impetuous, and intense, an
awesome hunter, always weaving snares, resourceful in his pursuit of
intelligence, @ lover of wisdom? through all his life, a genius with enchant-
ments, potions, and clever pleadings.

e “He is by nature neither immortal nor mortal. But now he springs to
life when he gets his way; now he dies—all in the very same day. Because
: he is his father’s son, however, he keeps coming back to life, but then
anything he finds his way to always slips away, and for this reason Love
is never completely without resources, nor-is he ever rich.

204 [ “He is in between wisdom and ignorance as well.In fact, you see, none
of the gods loves wisdom or wants to become wise—for they are wise—
and no one else who is wise already loves wisdom; on the other hand, no

"o

36. Poros means “way,

resource.” His mother’s name, Metis, means “cunning.” Penia
means “poverty.” y

37. Le., a philosopher.
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| who is ignorant will love wisdom either or want to become wise. For
0! e Vs egﬁecially difficult about being ignorant is that you are content with
whe o even though you're neither beautiful and good nor intelligent. If
ur on't think you need anything, of course you won’t want what you
'+ think you need.”
~ [ that case, Diotima, who are the people who love wisdom, if they are
_either wise nor ignorant?” .
#That's obvious,” she said. “A child could tell you. Those who love
wisdom fall in between those two extremes. And Love is one of them,
ocalise ‘he is in love with what is beautiful,-and-wisdom is extremely
‘peautirul. It follows that Love must be a lover of wisdom and, as such, is
in between being wise and being ignorant. This, too, comes to him from
m;}entage, from a  father who iscwise and resourceful and a mother
7Ho is not wise and lacks resource.
"My dear Socrates, that, then, is the nature of the Spirit called Love.
Considering what you thought about Love, it's no surprise that you were

led into thinking of Love as you did. On the basis of what you say, I

I think that’s why Love struck you as beautiful in every way: because it
is what is really beautiful and graceful that deserves to be loved, and this
is perfect and highly blessed; but being a lover takes a different form,
which I have just described.”/ /4 / «te( /5 b2 Bl E2-

5o Isaid, “All right then, my friend. What you say about Love is beautiful,
put if you're right/what use is Love to human beings?”

“I'll try to teach you that, Socrates, after I finish this. So far I've been
explaining the character and the parentage of Love. Now, according to
you, he is love for beautiful things. But suppose someone asks us, ‘Socrates
and Diotima, what is the point of loving beautiful things?’

does he desire?” ” v
“That they/become his own,” I said.

“But that answer calls for still another question, that is, ‘What will this |

man have, when the beautiful things he wants have become his own?"”

I said there was no way I could give a ready answer to that question.

Then she said, “Suppose someone changes the question, putting ‘good’
in place of ‘beautiful,” and asks you this: ‘Tell me, Socrates, a lover of good
things has a desire; what does he desire?" ”

“That they become his own,” I said.

“And what will he have, when the good things he wants have become
his own?” :

“This time it's easier to come up with the answer,” I said. “He’ll have hap-

ac 738
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‘/‘ ‘ e C
38. Eudaimonia: no English word catches the full range of this term, which is used for
the whole of well-being and the good, flourishing life.

conclude that you thought Love was being loved, rather than being a lover.

“It's clearer this way: ‘The lover of beautiful things has a desire; what

205
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“That's what makes happy people happy, isn’t it—possessing 800
things. There’s no need to ask further, ‘What's the point of wanting hap d
ness?’ The answer you gave seems to be final.” Py

“True,” I said.

“Now this desire for happiness, this kind of love—do you think it ig
common to all human beings and that everyone wants to have good thjy, £
forever and ever? What would you say?”

“Tust that,” I said. “It is common to all.”

“Then, Socrates, why don’t we say that everyone is in love,” she askeq
“since everyone always loves the same things? Instead, we say some PEOPIé
are in love and others not; why is that?”

“T wonder about that myself,” I said.

“It's nothing to wonder about,” she said. “It’s because we divide oyt E,
special kind of love, and we refer to it by the word that means the whole—
‘love’; and for the other kinds of love we use other words.”

“What do you mean?” I asked.

“Well, you know, for example, that “poetry’ has a very wide range®
After all, everything that is responsible for creating something out of
nothing is a kind of poetry; and so all the creations of every craft and
profession are themselves a kind of poetry, and everyone who practices
" a craft is a poet.”

“True.”

“Nevertheless,” she said, “as you also know, these craftsmen are not
called poets. We have other words for them, and out of the whole of poetry
we have marked off one part, the part the Muses give us with melody
and rhythm, and we refer to this by the word that means the whole. For
this alone is called ‘poetry,” and those who practice this part of poetry are
called poets.”

“True.”

“That’s also how it is with love. The main point is this: every desire for
good things or for happiness is ‘the supreme and treacherous love’ in
everyone. But those who pursue this along any of its many other ways—
through making money, or through the love of sports, or through philoso-
phy—we don’t say that these people are in love, and we don’t call them
lovers. It’s only when people are devoted exclusively to one special kind
of love that we use these words that really belong to the whole of it: ‘love’
and ‘in love” and ‘lovers.””

“T am beginning to see your point,” I said.

“Now there is a certain story,”-shesaid, “according to which lovers are
those people who seek their other halves. But according to my story, a
lover does not seek the half or the whole, unless, my friend, it turns out
to be good as well. I say this because people are even willing to cut off

39. “Poetry” translates poigsis, lit. ‘making’, which can be used for any kind of production
or creation. However, the word poietés, lit. ‘maker’, was used mainly for poets—writers
of metrical verses that were actually set to music.

ol
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fheir OV arms and legs if they think they are diseased. I don’t think an
. dividual takes joy in what belongs to him personally unless by ‘belonging
12 me’ he means ‘good’ and by ‘belonging to another’ he means ‘bad.’
That's because what everyone loves is really nothing other than the good.
Do you disagree?”

nZeus! Not L7 T said.

#Now, then,” she said. “Can we simply say that people love the good?”

wyes,” | said.

#But shouldn’t we add that, in loving it, they want the good to be theirs?”

”We should.”

#And not only that,” she said. “They want the good to be theirs forever,
don't they?”

nNe should add that too.” ,

#Tn a word, then/ love is wanting to possess the good forever.” /

#That's very true,” I said.

#This, then, is the object of love,”*shesaid. “Now, how dolovers pursueit?
We'drightly say thatwhen they areinlove they do something with eagerness
and zeal. But what is it precisely that they do? Can you say?”

#1f 1 could,” I said, “I wouldn’t be your student, filled with admiration
for your wisdom, and trying to }earn these very things.” /

uiNell, 1l tell you,” she said./“It is giving birth in beauty,* whether in
body or in soul.” PRy é. / e

Tt would take divination to figure out what you mean. I can’t.”

“Well, I'll tell you more clearly,” she said. “All of us are pregnant,
gocrates, both in body and in soul, and, as soon as we come to a certain
age, we naturally desire to give birth. Now no one can possibly give birth
in anything ugly; only in something beautiful. That's because when.a man
and a woman come together in order to give birth, this is a godly affair’
Pregnancy, reproduction—this is an immortal thing for a mortal animal
to-do, and itcannot occur in anything that is out of harmony, but ugliness
ig out of harmony with all that is godly. Beauty, however, is in harmony
with the divine. Therefore the goddess who presides at childbirth—she’s
called Moira or Eilithuia—is really Beauty.” That's why, whenever preg-
nant animals or persons draw near to beauty, they become gentle and |
joyfully disposed and give birth and reproduce; but near ugliness they are
foulfaced and draw back in pain; they turn away and shrink back and do
not reproduce, and because they hold on to what they carry inside them,

40. Accepting the emendation foutou in bl.

41. The preposition is ambiguous between “within” and “in the presence of.” Diotima
may mean that the lover causes the newborn (which may be an idea) to come to be
within a beautiful person; or she may mean that he is stimulated to give birth to it in
the presence of a beautiful person.

42. Moira is known mainly as a Fate, but she was also a birth goddess (Iliad xxiv.209),

End was identified with the birth-goddess Eilithuia (Pindar, Olympian Odes vi.42, Nemean
des vii.1).
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the labor is painful. This is the source of the great excitement about be

: ympgsium
dying exists because knowledge is leaving us, because forgetting is the

2ty st

\' ¢ that comes to anyone who is pregnant and already teeming with lifar geparture of knowledge, while studying puts back a fresh memory in place

o]

¢ what went away, thereby preserving a piece of knowledge, so that it
.s oms to be ﬂ‘le.same. And in that way everything mortal is preserved,
not, like the dnfme, by always being the same in every way, but because
| ¢hat is departing and aging leaves behind something new, something
| such as it had been. By this device, Socrates,” she said, “what is mortal
ghares in immortality, whether it is a body or anything else, while the
;mmortal has another way. So don’t be surprised if everything naturally
values its own offspring, because it is for the sake of immortality that
everything shows this zeal, which is Love.”

yet when I heard her speech I was amazed, and spoke: “Well,” said I,
uMost wise Diotima, is this really the way it is?”

And in the manner of a perfect sophist she said, “Be sure of it, Socrates.
Look, if you will, at how human beings seek honor. You'd be amazed at
their irrationality, if you didn’t have in mind what I spoke about and if
you hadn’t pondered the awful state of love they're in, wanting to become
famous and ‘to lay up glory immortal forever,” and how they’re ready to
prave any danger for the sake of this, much more than they are for their
children; and they are prepared to spend money, suffer through all sorts

beauty releases them from their great pain. You see, Socrates,” she ga; 4
“what Love wants is not beauty, as you think it is.” ,
“Well, what is it, then?”
/“Reproduction and birth in beauty.
" “Maybe,” I said.

“Certainly,” she said. “Now, why reproduction? It's because reprody.
tion goes on forever; it is what mortals have in place of immortal_ity. A
lover must desire immortality along with the good, if what.we agreed
earlier was right, that Love wants to possess the good forever. It follows
from our argument that Love must desire immortality.*

All this she taught me, on those occasions when she spoke on the ar¢
of love. And once she asked, “What do you think causes love and desire,
Socrates? Don’t you see what an awful state a wild animal is in when jt
wants to reproduce? Footed and winged animals alike, all are plagued by
the disease of Love. First they are sick for intercourse with each other,
then for nurturing their young—for their sake the weakest animals stand
ready to do battle against the strongest and even to die for them, and they
may be racked with famine in order to feed their young. They would do

I 4

anything for their sake. Human beings, you'd think, would do this because of ordeals, and even die for the sake of glory. Do you really think that
they understand the reason for if; but what causes wild animals to be in Alcestis would have died for Admetus,” she asked, “or that Achilles would
such a state of love? Can you say?” have died after Patroclus, or that your Codrus would have died so as to
And I said again that I didn’t know. preserve the throne for his sons,® if they hadn’t expected the memory of
So she said, “How do you think you'll ever master the art of love, if their virtue%vhich we still hold in honor—to be immortal? Far from it,”
you don’t know that?” she said. “I believe that anyone will do anything for the sake of immortal
“But that's why I came to you, Diotima, as I just said. I knew I needed virtue and the glorious fame that follows; and the better the people, the
a teacher. So tell me what causes this, and everything else that belongs to more they will do, for they are all in love with immortality.
the art of love.” “Now, some people are pregnant in body, and for this reason turn more
“If you really believe that Love by its nature aims at what we have often to women and pursue love in that way, providing themselves through
agreed it does, then don’t be surprised at the answer,” she said. “For childbirth with immortality and remembrance and happiness, as they think,
among animals the principle is the same as with us, and mortal nature for all time to come; while others are pregnant in soul—because there
seeks so far as possible to live forever and be immortal. And this is possible surely are those who are even more pregnant in their souls than in their
| in one way only: by reproduction, because it always leaves behind a new bodies, and these are pregnant with what is fitting for a soul to bear and
' young one in place of the old. Even while each living thing is said to be bring to birth. And what is fitting? Wisdom and the rest of virtue, which
alive and to be the same—as a person is said to be the same from childhood all poets beget, as well as all the craftsmen who are said to be creative.
till he turns into an old man—even then he never consists of the same But by far the greatest and most beautiful part of wisdom deals with the
things, though he is called the same, but he is always being renewed and proper ordering of cities and households, and that is called moderation
in other respects passing away, in his hair and flesh and bones and blood and justice. When someone has been pregnant with these in his soul from
and his entire body. And it's not just in his body, but in his soul, too, for early youth, while he is still a virgin, and, having arrived at the proper
. none of his manners, customs, opinions, desires, pleasures, pains, or fears age, desires to beget and give birth, he too will certainly go about seeking
| ever remains the same, but some are coming to be in him while others the beauty in which he would beget; for he will never beget in anything
are passing away. And what is still far stranger than that is that not only
does one branch of knowledge come to be in us while another passes away 43. Codrus was the legendary last king of Athens. He gave his life to satisfy a prophecy
and that we are never the same even in respect of our knowledge, but that promised victory to Athens and salvation from the invading Dorians if their king

that each single piece of knowledge has the same fate. For what we call Wwas killed by the enemy.
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s will make/éoung men bgtt?r/T he result is that our lover will be forced
0 78 at t‘he beag_t}/ kof activities and laws and to see that all this is akin
o itsell with the result that he will think that the beauty of bodies is a

ugly. Since he is pregnant, then, he is much more drawn to bodies th
. .| arebeautiful than to those that are ugly; and if he also has the luck to ﬁJ?é
|| a soul that is beautiful and noble and well-formed, he is even more drayy,
V' to this combination; such a man makes him instantly teem with ideag and
g arguments about virtue—the qualities a virtuous man should have ay d
] 3] the customary activities in which he should engage; and so he trieg ¢,
¥ 4 educate him. In my view, you se¢, when he makes contact with somegne
¥ 1 beautiful and keeps company.with him, he conceives and gives birth tq
o \what he has been carrying inside him for ages. And whether they are
Mavyg (f together or apart, he remembers that beauty. And in common with him,
| he nurtures the newborn; such people, therefore, have much more tg
' share than do the parents of human children, and have a firmer bond qf
1 friendship, because the children in whom they have a share are more
ob 4 beautiful and more immortal. Everyone would rather have such children
than human ones, and would look up to Homer, Hesiod, and the other
good poets with envy and admiration for the offspring they have left
behind—offspring, which, because they are immortal themselves, provide
their parents with immortal glory and remembrance. For example,” she
said, “those are the sort of children Lycurgus* left behind in Sparta as the
saviors_of Sparta and virtually all of Greece. Among you the honor goes
e toSolon for his creation of your laws. Other men in other places every-
w(her'e, Greek or barbarian, have brought a host of beautiful deeds into
the light and begotten every kind of virtue. Already many shrines have
sprung up to honor them for their immortal children, which hasn’t hap-

pened yet to anyone for human offspring.
210 “Even you, Socrates, could probably come to be initiated into these rites
\ % oflove. But as for the purpose of these rites when they are done correctly—
_ thatis the final and highest mystery, and I don’t know if you are capable
. of it. T myself will tell you,” she said, “and I won't stint any effort. And
" you must try to follow if you can.

- of no importance. After customs he must move on to various kinds

rgj—.‘owledge..The result js that he will see the beauty of knowledge and
be Jooking mainly not at/beauty in a single example,ﬂ‘*as a servant would
who favored the beauty'of a little boy or a man or a single custom (being
aslave, of course, he’s low and small-minded)—but the lover is turned to
the {éreat sea of .bEa‘l:ltYf and, gazing upon this, he gives birth to many
glo jously beautiful ideas and theories, in unstinting love of wisdom,*
ntil, having grown and been strengthened there, he catches sight of suéh
knowledge, and it is the knowledge of such beauty . .. '

#Try to pay attention to me,” she said, “as best you can. You see, the
man who has been thus far guided in matters of Love, who has beileld
peautiful things in the right order and correctly, is coming now to the goal
of Loving: all of a-sudden he will catch sight of something wonderfully
peautiful in its nature; that, Socrates, is the reason for all his earlier labors:

“First, it always is and neither comes to be nor passes away, neither
\waxes nor wanes. Second, it is not beautiful this way and ugly that way
norbeautiful at one time and ugly at another, nor beautiful in relation tc;
one thing and ugly in relation to another; nor is it beautiful here but ugl
there, as it would be if it were beautiful for some people and ugly fo};
others. Nor will the beautiful appear to him in the guise of a face or hands
or anything else that belongs to the body. It will not appear to him as one
idea or one kind of knowledge. It is not anywhere in another thing, as in
an animal, or in earth, or in heaven, or in anything else, but itself b§; itself
with itself, it is always one in form; and all the other beautiful things share

this does not become the least bit smaller or greater nor suffer any change.
So when someone rises by these stages, through loving boys correctly, and

/ / “A lover who goes about this matter correctly must begin in his youth begins to see this beauty, he has al . 3l i
; / o devore Timself to beautiful bodies. First, if the leader® leads aright, he is to go aright, or be leg’by alf‘jtﬁef‘;;ttgrgffi fsltlzrgoafl-ghls_ls what it
| / should love one body and beget beautiful ideas there; then he should always upwards for the sake of this’_ Beauty, Stayrtingyc;t f:gri g‘érl:ugtﬁisi

{’ }.{- b realize that the beauty of any one body is brother to the beauty of any
L other and that if he is to pursue beauty of form he’d be very foolish not
to think that the beauty of all bodies is one and the same. When he grasps
this, he must become a lover of all beautiful bodies, and he must think
¥ that this wild gaping after just one body is a small thing and despise it.
. “After this he must think that the beauty of people’s souls is more
valuable than the beauty of their bodies, so that if someone is decent in

¢ | his soul, even though he is scarcely blooming in his body, our lover must

| be content to love and care for him and to seek to give birth to such ideas

two to all beautiful bodies, then from beautiful bodies to beautiful customs
agg from customs to learning beautiful things, and from these lessons hé
a_r_rlves”‘ in the end at this lesson, which is learning of this very Beaut
0 that in the end he comes to know just what it is to be beautiful. s
“ An({l there in life, Socrates, my friend,” said the woman from Mantinea
there if anywhere should a person live his life, beholding that Beauty I%
you once see that, it won’t occur to you to measure beauty by gold'or
clothing or beautiful boys and youths—who, if you see them now, strike

44. Lycurgus was supposed to have been the founder of the oligarchic laws and stern
customs of Sparta.

45. The leader: Love. 4. Reﬂd'mg teleutései at ¢7.
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in that, in such a way that when those others come to be or pass away,

things and using them like rising stairs: from one body to two and from 4

46. Le., philosophy. J(//‘ ==t e ﬁ, ;s — -.'r; 7 .
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212 ' could see the divine Beauty itself in its one form? Do you think it woulq

| | to true virtue (because he is in touch with the true Beauty). The love of the

b and if any human being could become immortal, it would be he.”
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you out of your senses, and make you, you and many others, eager tg 1,
with the boys you love and look at them forever, if there were any wae
to do that, forgetting food and drink, everything but looking at them apg
being with them. But how would it be, in our view,” she'said, “if somegpg
got to see the Beautiful itself, absolute, pure, unmixed, not polluted
human flesh or colors or any other great nonsense of mortality, but if hg

be a poor life for a human being to look there and to behold it by that
which he ought, and to be with it? Or haven’t you remembered,” she saig
“that in that life alone, when he looks at Beauty in the only way thaé
' Beauty can be seen—only then will it become possible for him to give
| birth not to images of virtue (because he’s in touch with no images), byt

\
gods belongs to anyone who has given birth to true virtue and nourished it,

This, Phaedrus and the rest of you, was what Diotima told me. T was
| persuaded. And once persuaded, I try to persuade others too that human
‘Enature can find no better workmate for acquiring this than Love. That's
{why I say that every man must honor Love, why 1 honor the rites of Love
imyself and practice them with special diligence, and why I commend them
to others. Now and always I praise the power and courage of Love so far

¢ las I am able. Consider this speech, then, Phaedrus, if you wish, a speech

{

in praise of Love. Or if not, call it whatever and however you please to
call it.

Socrates’ speech finished to loud applause. Meanwhile, Aristophanes
was trying to make himself heard over their cheers in order to make a
response to something Socrates had said about his own speech.* Then, all
of a sudden, there was even more noise. A large drunken party had arrived
at the courtyard door and they were rattling it loudly, accompanied by
the shrieks of some flute-girl they had brought along. Agathon at that
point called to his slaves:

d “Go see who it is. If it’s people we know, invite them in. If not, tell them

the party’s over, and we're about to turn in.”

A moment later they heard Alcibiades shouting in the courtyard, very
drunk and very loud. He wanted to know where Agathon was, he de-
manded to see Agathon at once. Actually, he was half-carried into the

e | house by the flute-girl and by some other companions of his, but, at the
door, he managed to stand by himself, crowned with a beautiful wreath
| of violets and ivy and ribbons in his hair.

“Good evening, gentlemen. I'm plastered,” he announced. “May I join
your party? Or should I crown Agathon with this wreath—which is all I
came to do, anyway—and make myself scarce? I really couldn’t make it
yesterday,” he continued, “but nothing could stop me tonight! See, I'm

48. Cf. 205d—e.
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wearing the garland myself. I want this crown to come directly from my

head tO the head that belongs, I don’t mind saying, to the cleverest and

pest Jooking man in town. Ah, you laugh; you think I'm drunk! Fine, go

- ead—1 know I'm right anyway. Well, what do you say? May I join you
n these terms? Will you have a drink with me or not?”

Naturally they all made a big fuss. They implored him to join them,
they begged hil_'n to-take a seat, and Agathon called him to his side. So
Alcibiades, again with the help of his friends, approached Agathon. At
the same time, he kept trying to take his ribbons off so that he could crown
Agathon with them, but all he succeeded in doing was to push them
further down his head until they finally slipped over his eyes. What with
the ivy and all, he didn’t see Socrates, who had made room for him on
the couch as soon as he saw him. So Alcibiades sat down between Socrates
and Agathon and, as soon as he did so, he put his arms around Agathon,
kissed him, and placed the ribbons on his head.

Agathon asked his slaves to take Alcibiades’ sandals off. “We can all
three fit on my couch,” he said.

the third?”

As he said this, he turned around, and it was only then that he saw
Socrates. No sooner had he seen him than he leaped up and cried:

“Good lord, what's going on here? It's Socrates! You've trapped me
again! You always do this to me—all of a sudden you'll turn up out of
nowhere where I least expect you! Well, what do you want now? Why
did you choose this particular couch? Why aren’t you with Aristophanes
or anyone else we could tease you about? But no, you figured out a way
to find a place next to the most handsome man in the room!”

“] beg you, Agathon,” Socrates said, “protect me from this man! You
can’t imagine what it's like to be in love with him: from the very first |
moment he realized how I felt about him, he hasn’t allowed me to say
two words to anybody else—what am [ saying, I can’t so much as look
at an attractive man but he flies into a fit of jealous rage. He yells; he
threatens; he can hardly keep from slapping me around! Please, try to
keep him under control. Could you perhaps make him forgive me? And
if you can’t, if he gets violent, will you defend me? The fierceness of his
passion terrifies me!” T T

mhall never forgive you!” Alcibiades cried. “I promise you, you'll pay
for this! But for the moment,” he said, turning to Agathon, “give me some
of these ribbons. I'd better make a wreath for him as well—look at that
magnificent head! Otherwise, I know, he'll make a scene. He'll be grum-
bling that, though I crowned you for your first victory, I didn't honor him
even though he has never lost an argument in his life.”

So Alcibiades took the ribbons, arranged them on Socrates’ head, and
lay”ba'ck on the couch. Immediately, however, he started up again:

Friends, you look sober to me; we can’t have that! Let’s have a drink!
Remember our agreement? We need a master of ceremonies; who should
itbe? .. Well, at least till you are all too drunk to care, I elect . . . myself!

“What a good idea!” Alcibiades replied. “But wait a moment! Who's
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