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NICHOMACHEAN ETHICS BY ARISTOTLE 
Selections on Friendship 

 

After what we have said, a discussion of friendship would naturally follow, since it is a virtue 

or implies virtue, and is besides most necessary with a view to living. For without friends no 

one would choose to live, though he had all other goods; even rich men and those in possession 

of office and of dominating power are thought to need friends most of all; for what is the use of 

such prosperity without the opportunity of beneficence, which is exercised chiefly and in its 

most laudable form towards friends? Or how can prosperity be guarded and preserved without 

friends? The greater it is, the more exposed is it to risk. And in poverty and in other misfortunes 

men think friends are the only refuge. It helps the young, too, to keep from error; it aids older 

people by ministering to their needs and supplementing the activities that are failing from 

weakness; those in the prime of life it stimulates to noble actions-’two going together’-for with 

friends men are more able both to think and to act. Again, parent seems by nature to feel it for 

offspring and offspring for parent, not only among men but among birds and among most 

animals; it is felt mutually by members of the same race, and especially by men, whence we 

praise lovers of their fellowmen. We may even in our travels how near and dear every man is to 

every other. Friendship seems too to hold states together, and lawgivers to care more for it than 

for justice; for unanimity seems to be something like friendship, and this they aim at most of all, 

and expel faction as their worst enemy; and when men are friends they have no need of justice, 

while when they are just they need friendship as well, and the truest form of justice is thought 

to be a friendly quality. 

But it is not only necessary but also noble; for we praise those who love their friends, and it is 

thought to be a fine thing to have many friends; and again we think it is the same people that 

are good men and are friends. 

Not a few things about friendship are matters of debate. Some define it as a kind of likeness and 

say like people are friends, whence come the sayings ‘like to like’, ‘birds of a feather flock 

together’, and so on; others on the contrary say ‘two of a trade never agree’. On this very 

question they inquire for deeper and more physical causes, Euripides saying that ‘parched earth 

loves the rain, and stately heaven when filled with rain loves to fall to earth’, and Heraclitus 

that ‘it is what opposes that helps’ and ‘from different tones comes the fairest tune’ and ‘all 

things are produced through strife’; while Empedocles, as well as others, expresses the opposite 

view that like aims at like. The physical problems we may leave alone (for they do not belong to 

the present inquiry); let us examine those which are human and involve character and feeling, 

e.g. whether friendship can arise between any two people or people cannot be friends if they are 

wicked, and whether there is one species of friendship or more than one. Those who think there 

is only one because it admits of degrees have relied on an inadequate indication; for even things 

different in species admit of degree. We have discussed this matter previously. 
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II 

The kinds of friendship may perhaps be cleared up if we first come to know the object of love. 

For not everything seems to be loved but only the lovable, and this is good, pleasant, or useful; 

but it would seem to be that by which some good or pleasure is produced that is useful, so that 

it is the good and the useful that are lovable as ends. Do men love, then, the good, or what is 

good for them? These sometimes clash. So too with regard to the pleasant. Now it is thought 

that each loves what is good for himself, and that the good is without qualification lovable, and 

what is good for each man is lovable for him; but each man loves not what is good for him but 

what seems good. This however will make no difference; we shall just have to say that this is 

‘that which seems lovable’. Now there are three grounds on which people love; of the love of 

lifeless objects we do not use the word ‘friendship’; for it is not mutual love, nor is there a 

wishing of good to the other (for it would surely be ridiculous to wish wine well; if one wishes 

anything for it, it is that it may keep, so that one may have it oneself); but to a friend we say we 

ought to wish what is good for his sake. But to those who thus wish good we ascribe only 

goodwill, if the wish is not reciprocated; goodwill when it is reciprocal being friendship. Or 

must we add ‘when it is recognized’? For many people have goodwill to those whom they have 

not seen but judge to be good or useful; and one of these might return this feeling. These people 

seem to bear goodwill to each other; but how could one call them friends when they do not 

know their mutual feelings? To be friends, then, the must be mutually recognized as bearing 

goodwill and wishing well to each other for one of the aforesaid reasons. 

III 

Now these reasons differ from each other in kind; so, therefore, do the corresponding forms of 

love and friendship. There are therefore three kinds of friendship, equal in number to the things 

that are lovable; for with respect to each there is a mutual and recognized love, and those who 

love each other wish well to each other in that respect in which they love one another. Now 

those who love each other for their utility do not love each other for themselves but in virtue of 

some good which they get from each other. So too with those who love for the sake of pleasure; 

it is not for their character that men love ready-witted people, but because they find them 

pleasant. Therefore those who love for the sake of utility love for the sake of what is good for 

themselves, and those who love for the sake of pleasure do so for the sake of what is pleasant to 

themselves, and not in so far as the other is the person loved but in so far as he is useful or 

pleasant. And thus these friendships are only incidental; for it is not as being the man he is that 

the loved person is loved, but as providing some good or pleasure. Such friendships, then, are 

easily dissolved, if the parties do not remain like themselves; for if the one party is no longer 

pleasant or useful the other ceases to love him. 

Now the useful is not permanent but is always changing. Thus when the motive of the 

friendship is done away, the friendship is dissolved, inasmuch as it existed only for the ends in 

question. This kind of friendship seems to exist chiefly between old people (for at that age 
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people pursue not the pleasant but the useful) and, of those who are in their prime or young, 

between those who pursue utility. And such people do not live much with each other either; for 

sometimes they do not even find each other pleasant; therefore they do not need such 

companionship unless they are useful to each other; for they are pleasant to each other only in 

so far as they rouse in each other hopes of something good to come. Among such friendships 

people also class the friendship of a host and guest. On the other hand the friendship of young 

people seems to aim at pleasure; for they live under the guidance of emotion, and pursue above 

all what is pleasant to themselves and what is immediately before them; but with increasing age 

their pleasures become different. This is why they quickly become friends and quickly cease to 

be so; their friendship changes with the object that is found pleasant, and such pleasure alters 

quickly. Young people are amorous too; for the greater part of the friendship of love depends 

on emotion and aims at pleasure; this is why they fall in love and quickly fall out of love, 

changing often within a single day. But these people do wish to spend their days and lives 

together; for it is thus that they attain the purpose of their friendship. 

Perfect friendship is the friendship of men who are good, and alike in virtue; for these wish well 

alike to each other qua good, and they are good themselves. Now those who wish well to their 

friends for their sake are most truly friends; for they do this by reason of own nature and not 

incidentally; therefore their friendship lasts as long as they are good-and goodness is an 

enduring thing. And each is good without qualification and to his friend, for the good are both 

good without qualification and useful to each other. So too they are pleasant; for the good are 

pleasant both without qualification and to each other, since to each his own activities and others 

like them are pleasurable, and the actions of the good are the same or like. And such a 

friendship is as might be expected permanent, since there meet in it all the qualities that friends 

should have. For all friendship is for the sake of good or of pleasure-good or pleasure either in 

the abstract or such as will be enjoyed by him who has the friendly feeling-and is based on a 

certain resemblance; and to a friendship of good men all the qualities we have named belong in 

virtue of the nature of the friends themselves; for in the case of this kind of friendship the other 

qualities also are alike in both friends, and that which is good without qualification is also 

without qualification pleasant, and these are the most lovable qualities. Love and friendship 

therefore are found most and in their best form between such men. 

But it is natural that such friendships should be infrequent; for such men are rare. Further, such 

friendship requires time and familiarity; as the proverb says, men cannot know each other till 

they have ‘eaten salt together’; nor can they admit each other to friendship or be friends till each 

has been found lovable and been trusted by each. Those who quickly show the marks of 

friendship to each other wish to be friends, but are not friends unless they both are lovable and 

know the fact; for a wish for friendship may arise quickly, but friendship does not. 
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IV  

This kind of friendship, then, is perfect both in respect of duration and in all other respects, and 

in it each gets from each in all respects the same as, or something like what, he gives; which is 

what ought to happen between friends. Friendship for the sake of pleasure bears a resemblance 

to this kind; for good people too are pleasant to each other. So too does friendship for the sake 

of utility; for the good are also useful to each other. Among men of these inferior sorts too, 

friendships are most permanent when the friends get the same thing from each other (e.g. 

pleasure), and not only that but also from the same source, as happens between readywitted 

people, not as happens between lover and beloved. For these do not take pleasure in the same 

things, but the one in seeing the beloved and the other in receiving attentions from his lover; 

and when the bloom of youth is passing the friendship sometimes passes too (for the one finds 

no pleasure in the sight of the other, and the other gets no attentions from the first); but many 

lovers on the other hand are constant, if familiarity has led them to love each other’s characters, 

these being alike. But those who exchange not pleasure but utility in their amour are both less 

truly friends and less constant. Those who are friends for the sake of utility part when the 

advantage is at an end; for they were lovers not of each other but of profit. 

For the sake of pleasure or utility, then, even bad men may be friends of each other, or good 

men of bad, or one who is neither good nor bad may be a friend to any sort of person, but for 

their own sake clearly only good men can be friends; for bad men do not delight in each other 

unless some advantage come of the relation. 

The friendship of the good too and this alone is proof against slander; for it is not easy to trust 

any one talk about a man who has long been tested by oneself; and it is among good men that 

trust and the feeling that ‘he would never wrong me’ and all the other things that are demanded 

in true friendship are found. In the other kinds of friendship, however, there is nothing to 

prevent these evils arising. For men apply the name of friends even to those whose motive is 

utility, in which sense states are said to be friendly (for the alliances of states seem to aim at 

advantage), and to those who love each other for the sake of pleasure, in which sense children 

are called friends. Therefore we too ought perhaps to call such people friends, and say that 

there are several kinds of friendship-firstly and in the proper sense that of good men qua good, 

and by analogy the other kinds; for it is in virtue of something good and something akin to 

what is found in true friendship that they are friends, since even the pleasant is good for the 

lovers of pleasure. But these two kinds of friendship are not often united, nor do the same 

people become friends for the sake of utility and of pleasure; for things that are only 

incidentally connected are not often coupled together. 

Friendship being divided into these kinds, bad men will be friends for the sake of pleasure or of 

utility, being in this respect like each other, but good men will be friends for their own sake, i.e. 

in virtue of their goodness. These, then, are friends without qualification; the others are friends 

incidentally and through a resemblance to these. 
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ADVENTURES OF HUCKLEBERRY FINN BY MARK TWAIN 
Selection 

 

Well, when Tom and me got to the edge of the hilltop we looked away down into the village 

and could see three or four lights twinkling, where there was sick folks, maybe; and the stars 

over us was sparkling ever so fine; and down by the village was the river, a whole mile broad, 

and awful still and grand. We went down the hill and found Jo Harper and Ben Rogers, and 

two or three more of the boys, hid in the old tanyard. So we unhitched a skiff and pulled down 

the river two mile and a half, to the big scar on the hillside, and went ashore. 

We went to a clump of bushes, and Tom made everybody swear to keep the secret, and then 

showed them a hole in the hill, right in the thickest part of the bushes. Then we lit the candles, 

and crawled in on our hands and knees. We went about two hundred yards, and then the cave 

opened up. Tom poked about amongst the passages, and pretty soon ducked under a wall 

where you wouldn’t a noticed that there was a hole. We went along a narrow place and got into 

a kind of room, all damp and sweaty and cold, and there we stopped. Tom says: 

“Now, we’ll start this band of robbers and call it Tom Sawyer’s Gang. Everybody that wants to 

join has got to take an oath, and write his name in blood.” 

Everybody was willing. So Tom got out a sheet of paper that he had wrote the oath on, and read 

it. It swore every boy to stick to the band, and never tell any of the secrets; and if anybody done 

anything to any boy in the band, whichever boy was ordered to kill that person and his family 

must do it, and he mustn’t eat and he mustn’t sleep till he had killed them and hacked a cross in 

their breasts, which was the sign of the band. And nobody that didn’t belong to the band could 

use that mark, and if he did he must be sued; and if he done it again he must be killed. And if 

anybody that belonged to the band told the secrets, he must have his throat cut, and then have 

his carcass burnt up and the ashes scattered all around, and his name blotted off of the list with 

blood and never mentioned again by the gang, but have a curse put on it and be forgot forever. 

Everybody said it was a real beautiful oath, and asked Tom if he got it out of his own head. He 

said, some of it, but the rest was out of pirate-books and robber-books, and every gang that was 

high-toned had it. 

Some thought it would be good to kill the FAMILIES of boys that told the secrets. Tom said it 

was a good idea, so he took a pencil and wrote it in. Then Ben Rogers says: 

“Here’s Huck Finn, he hain’t got no family; what you going to do ’bout him?” 

“Well, hain’t he got a father?” says Tom Sawyer. 

“Yes, he’s got a father, but you can’t never find him these days. He used to lay drunk with the 

hogs in the tanyard, but he hain’t been seen in these parts for a year or more.” 
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They talked it over, and they was going to rule me out, because they said every boy must have a 

family or somebody to kill, or else it wouldn’t be fair and square for the others. Well, nobody 

could think of anything to do — everybody was stumped, and set still. I was most ready to cry; 

but all at once I thought of a way, and so I offered them Miss Watson — they could kill her. 

Everybody said: 

“Oh, she’ll do. That’s all right. Huck can come in.” 

Then they all stuck a pin in their fingers to get blood to sign with, and I made my mark on the 

paper. 

“Now,” says Ben Rogers, “what’s the line of business of this Gang?” 

“Nothing only robbery and murder,” Tom said. 

“But who are we going to rob? — houses, or cattle, or —” 

“Stuff! stealing cattle and such things ain’t robbery; it’s burglary,” says Tom Sawyer. “We ain’t 

burglars. That ain’t no sort of style. We are highwaymen. We stop stages and carriages on the 

road, with masks on, and kill the people and take their watches and money.” 

“Must we always kill the people?” 

“Oh, certainly. It’s best. Some authorities think different, but mostly it’s considered best to kill 

them — except some that you bring to the cave here, and keep them till they’re ransomed.” 

“Ransomed? What’s that?” 

“I don’t know. But that’s what they do. I’ve seen it in books; and so of course that’s what we’ve 

got to do.” 

“But how can we do it if we don’t know what it is?” 

“Why, blame it all, we’ve GOT to do it. Don’t I tell you it’s in the books? Do you want to go to 

doing different from what’s in the books, and get things all muddled up?” 

“Oh, that’s all very fine to SAY, Tom Sawyer, but how in the nation are these fellows going to 

be ransomed if we don’t know how to do it to them? — that’s the thing I want to get at. Now, 

what do you reckon it is?” 

“Well, I don’t know. But per’aps if we keep them till they’re ransomed, it means that we keep 

them till they’re dead.” 

“Now, that’s something LIKE. That’ll answer. Why couldn’t you said that before? We’ll keep 

them till they’re ransomed to death; and a bothersome lot they’ll be, too — eating up 

everything, and always trying to get loose.” 
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“How you talk, Ben Rogers. How can they get loose when there’s a guard over them, ready to 

shoot them down if they move a peg?” 

“A guard! Well, that IS good. So somebody’s got to set up all night and never get any sleep, just 

so as to watch them. I think that’s foolishness. Why can’t a body take a club and ransom them as 

soon as they get here?” 

“Because it ain’t in the books so — that’s why. Now, Ben Rogers, do you want to do things 

regular, or don’t you? — that’s the idea. Don’t you reckon that the people that made the books 

knows what’s the correct thing to do? Do you reckon YOU can learn ’em anything? Not by a 

good deal. No, sir, we’ll just go on and ransom them in the regular way.” 

“All right. I don’t mind; but I say it’s a fool way, anyhow. Say, do we kill the women, too?” 

“Well, Ben Rogers, if I was as ignorant as you I wouldn’t let on. Kill the women? No; nobody 

ever saw anything in the books like that. You fetch them to the cave, and you’re always as polite 

as pie to them; and by and by they fall in love with you, and never want to go home any more.” 

“Well, if that’s the way I’m agreed, but I don’t take no stock in it. Mighty soon we’ll have the 

cave so cluttered up with women, and fellows waiting to be ransomed, that there won’t be no 

place for the robbers. But go ahead, I ain’t got nothing to say.” 

Little Tommy Barnes was asleep now, and when they waked him up he was scared, and cried, 

and said he wanted to go home to his ma, and didn’t want to be a robber any more. 

So they all made fun of him, and called him cry-baby, and that made him mad, and he said he 

would go straight and tell all the secrets. But Tom give him five cents to keep quiet, and said we 

would all go home and meet next week, and rob somebody and kill some people. 

Ben Rogers said he couldn’t get out much, only Sundays, and so he wanted to begin next 

Sunday; but all the boys said it would be wicked to do it on Sunday, and that settled the thing. 

They agreed to get together and fix a day as soon as they could, and then we elected Tom 

Sawyer first captain and Jo Harper second captain of the Gang, and so started home. 

I clumb up the shed and crept into my window just before day was breaking. My new clothes 

was all greased up and clayey, and I was dog-tired. 
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ON DUTIES BY CICERO 
Books XVI-XVII 

 

Who kindly sets a wand'rer on his way  

Does e'en as if he lit another's lamp by his:  

No less shines his, when he his friend's hath lit. 
 

In this example Ennius effectively teaches us all to bestow even upon a stranger what it costs us 

nothing to give.  

On this principle we have the following maxims: "Deny no one the water that flows by;" "Let 

anyone who will take fire from our fire;" "Honest counsel give to one who is in doubt;" for such 

acts are useful to the recipient and cause the giver no loss.  

We should, therefore, adopt these principles and always be contributing something to the 

common weal. But since the resources of individuals are limited and the number of the needy is 

infinite, this spirit of universal liberality must be regulated according to that test of Ennius - "No 

less shines his" - in order that we may continue to have the means for being generous to our 

friends.   

Then, too, there are a great many degrees of closeness or remoteness in human society. To 

proceed beyond the universal bond of our common humanity, there is the closer one of 

belonging to the same people, tribe, and tongue, by which men are very closely bound together; 

it is a still closer relation to be citizens of the same city-state; for fellow-citizens have much in 

common -forum, temples colonnades, streets, statutes, laws, courts, rights of suffrage, to say 

nothing of social and friendly circles and diverse business relations with many.  

But a still closer social union exists between kindred. Starting with that infinite bond of union of 

the human race in general, the conception is now confined to a small and narrow circle. For 

since the reproductive instinct is by Nature's gift the common possession of all living creatures, 

the first bond of union is that between husband and wife; the next, that between parents and 

children; then we find one home, with everything in common. And this is the foundation of 

civil government, the nursery, as it were, of the state. Then follow the bonds between brothers 

and sisters, and next those of first and then of second cousins; and when they can no longer be 

sheltered under one roof, they go out into other homes, as into colonies. 
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THE DEFINITION OF A GENTLEMAN BY JOHN HENRY NEWMAN 

It is almost a definition of a gentleman to say he is one who never inflicts pain. This description 

is both refined and, as far as it goes, accurate. He is mainly occupied in merely removing the 

obstacles which hinder the free and unembarrassed action of those about him, and he concurs 

with their movements rather than takes the initiative himself. 

His benefits may be considered as parallel to what are called comforts or conveniences in 

arrangements of a personal nature: like an easy chair or a good fire, which do their part in 

dispelling cold and fatigue, though nature provides both means of rest and animal heat without 

them. 

The true gentleman in like manner carefully avoids whatever may cause a jar or a jolt in the 

minds of those with whom he is cast;--all clashing of opinion, or collision of feeling, all restraint, 

or suspicion, or gloom, or resentment; his great concern being to make everyone at their ease 

and at home. 

He has his eyes on all his company; he is tender towards the bashful, gentle towards the distant, 

and merciful towards the absurd; he can recollect to whom he is speaking; he guards against 

unseasonable allusions, or topics which may irritate; he is seldom prominent in conversation, 

and never wearisome. 

He makes light of favours while he does them, and seems to be receiving when he is conferring. 

He never speaks of himself except when compelled, never defends himself by a mere retort, he 

has no ears for slander or gossip, is scrupulous in imputing motives to those who interfere with 

him, and interprets everything for the best. 

He is never mean or little in his disputes, never takes unfair advantage, never mistakes 

personalities or sharp sayings for arguments, or insinuates evil which he dare not say out. From 

a long-sighted prudence, he observes the maxim of the ancient sage, that we should ever 

conduct ourselves towards our enemy as if he were one day to be our friend. 

He has too much good sense to be affronted at insults, he is too well employed to remember 

injuries, and too indolent to bear malice. He is patient, forbearing, and resigned, on 

philosophical principles; he submits to pain, because it is inevitable, to bereavement, because it 

is irreparable, and to death, because it is his destiny. 

If he engages in controversy of any kind, his disciplined intellect preserves him from the 

blundering discourtesy of better, perhaps, but less educated minds; who, like blunt weapons, 

tear and hack instead of cutting clean, who mistake the point in argument, waste their strength 

on trifles, misconceive their adversary, and leave the question more involved than they find it. 

He may be right or wrong in his opinion, but he is too clear-headed to be unjust; he is as simple 

as he is forcible, and as brief as he is decisive. Nowhere shall we find greater candour, 



10 
 

consideration, indulgence: he throws himself into the minds of his opponents, he accounts for 

their mistakes. 

He knows the weakness of human reason as well as its strength, its province and its limits. If he 

be an unbeliever, he will be too profound and large-minded to ridicule religion or to act against 

it; he is too wise to be a dogmatist or fanatic in his infidelity. 

He respects piety and devotion; he even supports institutions as venerable, beautiful, or useful, 

to which he does not assent; he honours the ministers of religion, and it contents him to decline 

its mysteries without assailing or denouncing them. 

He is a friend of religious toleration, and that, not only because his philosophy has taught him 

to look on all forms of faith with an impartial eye, but also from the gentleness and effeminacy 

of feeling, which is the attendant on civilization. 

Not that he may not hold a religion too, in his own way, even when he is not a Christian. In that 

case, his religion is one of imagination and sentiment; it is the embodiment of those ideas of the 

sublime, majestic, and beautiful, without which there can be no large philosophy. 

Sometimes he acknowledges the being of God, sometimes he invests an unknown principle or 

quality with the attributes of perfection. And this deduction of his reason, or creation of his 

fancy, he makes the occasion of such excellent thoughts, and the starting-point of so varied and 

systematic a teaching, that he even seems like a disciple of Christianity itself. 

From the very accuracy and steadiness of his logical powers, he is able to see what sentiments 

are consistent in those who hold any religious doctrine at all, and he appears to others to feel 

and to hold a whole circle of theological truths, which exist in his mind no otherwise than as a 

number of deductions. 
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ANTIGONE BY SOPHOCLES 
Selection 

 

Antigone, daughter of Oedipus, the late king of Thebes, in defiance of Creon who rules in his 

stead, resolves to bury her brother Polyneices, slain in his attack on Thebes. She is caught in the 

act by Creon’s watchmen and brought before the king. She justifies her action, asserting that she 

was bound to obey the eternal laws of right and wrong in spite of any human ordinance. Creon, 

unrelenting, condemns her to be sealed up in a rock-hewn chamber.  

 

Chorus:  What strange vision meets my eyes, 

Fills me with a wild surprise? 

Sure I know her, sure ’tis she, 

The maid Antigone. 

Hapless child of hapless sire, 

Didst thou recklessly conspire, 

Madly brave the King’s decree? 

Therefore are they haling thee? 

 

[Enter Guard bringing Antigone] 

 

Guard 

Here is the culprit taken in the act 

Of giving burial. But where’s the King? 

 

Chorus 

There from the palace he returns in time. 

 

[Enter Creon] 

Creon 

Why is my presence timely? What has chanced? 

 

Guard 

No man, my lord, should make a vow, for if 

He ever swears he will not do a thing, 

His afterthoughts belie his first resolve. 

When from the hail-storm of thy threats I fled 

I sware thou wouldst not see me here again; 

But the wild rapture of a glad surprise 

Intoxicates, and so I’m here forsworn. 

And here’s my prisoner, caught in the very act, 

Decking the grave. No lottery this time; 

This prize is mine by right of treasure-trove. 

So take her, judge her, rack her, if thou wilt. 
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She’s thine, my liege; but I may rightly claim 

Hence to depart well quit of all these ills. 

 

Creon 

Say, how didst thou arrest the maid, and where? 

 

Guard 

Burying the man. There’s nothing more to tell. 

 

Creon 

Hast thou thy wits? Or know’st thou what thou say’st? 

 

Guard 

I saw this woman burying the corpse 

Against thy orders. Is that clear and plain? 

 

Creon 

But how was she surprised and caught in the act? 

 

Guard 

It happened thus. No sooner had we come, 

Driven from thy presence by those awful threats, 

Than straight we swept away all trace of dust, 

And bared the clammy body. Then we sat 

High on the ridge to windward of the stench, 

While each man kept he fellow alert and rated 

Roundly the sluggard if he chanced to nap. 

So all night long we watched, until the sun 

Stood high in heaven, and his blazing beams 

Smote us. A sudden whirlwind then upraised 

A cloud of dust that blotted out the sky, 

And swept the plain, and stripped the woodlands bare, 

And shook the firmament. We closed our eyes 

And waited till the heaven-sent plague should pass. 

At last it ceased, and lo! there stood this maid. 

A piercing cry she uttered, sad and shrill, 

As when the mother bird beholds her nest 

Robbed of its nestlings; even so the maid 

Wailed as she saw the body stripped and bare, 

And cursed the ruffians who had done this deed. 

Anon she gathered handfuls of dry dust, 

Then, holding high a well-wrought brazen urn, 

Thrice on the dead she poured a lustral stream. 
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We at the sight swooped down on her and seized 

Our quarry. Undismayed she stood, and when 

We taxed her with the former crime and this, 

She disowned nothing. I was glad — and grieved; 

For ’tis most sweet to ’scape oneself scot-free, 

And yet to bring disaster to a friend 

Is grievous. Take it all in all, I deem 

A man’s first duty is to serve himself. 

 

Creon 

Speak, girl, with head bent low and downcast eyes, 

Does thou plead guilty or deny the deed? 

 

Antigone 

Guilty. I did it, I deny it not. 

 

Creon (to Guard) 

Sirrah, begone whither thou wilt, and thank 

Thy luck that thou hast ’scaped a heavy charge. 

 

(To Antigone) 

Now answer this plain question, yes or no, 

Wast thou acquainted with the interdict? 

 

Antigone 

I knew, all knew; how should I fail to know? 

 

Creon 

And yet wert bold enough to break the law? 

 

Antigone 

Yea, for these laws were not ordained of Zeus, 

And she who sits enthroned with gods below, 

Justice, enacted not these human laws. 

Nor did I deem that thou, a mortal man, 

Could’st by a breath annul and override 

The immutable unwritten laws of Heaven. 

They were not born today nor yesterday; 

They die not; and none knoweth whence they sprang. 

I was not like, who feared no mortal’s frown, 

To disobey these laws and so provoke 

The wrath of Heaven. I knew that I must die, 

E’en hadst thou not proclaimed it; and if death 
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Is thereby hastened, I shall count it gain. 

For death is gain to him whose life, like mine, 

Is full of misery. Thus my lot appears 

Not sad, but blissful; for had I endured 

To leave my mother’s son unburied there, 

I should have grieved with reason, but not now. 

And if in this thou judgest me a fool, 

Methinks the judge of folly’s not acquit. 

 

Chorus 

A stubborn daughter of a stubborn sire, 

This ill-starred maiden kicks against the thorns. 

 

Creon 

Well, let her know the stubbornest of wills 

Are soonest bended, as the hardest iron, 

O’er-heated in the fire to brittleness, 

Flies soonest into fragments, shivered through. 

A snaffle curbs the fieriest steed, and he 

Who in subjection lives must needs be meek. 

But this proud girl, in insolence well-schooled, 

First overstepped the established law, and then — 

A second and worse act of insolence — 

She boasts and glories in her wickedness. 

Now if she thus can flout authority 

Unpunished, I am woman, she the man. 

But though she be my sister’s child or nearer 

Of kin than all who worship at my hearth, 

Nor she nor yet her sister shall escape 

The utmost penalty, for both I hold, 

As arch-conspirators, of equal guilt. 

Bring forth the older; even now I saw her 

Within the palace, frenzied and distraught. 

The workings of the mind discover oft 

Dark deeds in darkness schemed, before the act. 

More hateful still the miscreant who seeks 

When caught, to make a virtue of a crime. 

 

Antigone 

Would’st thou do more than slay thy prisoner? 

 

Creon 

Not I, thy life is mine, and that’s enough. 
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Antigone 

Why dally then? To me no word of thine 

Is pleasant: God forbid it e’er should please; 

Nor am I more acceptable to thee. 

And yet how otherwise had I achieved 

A name so glorious as by burying 

A brother? so my townsmen all would say, 

Where they not gagged by terror, Manifold 

A king’s prerogatives, and not the least 

That all his acts and all his words are law. 

 

Creon 

Of all these Thebans none so deems but thou. 

 

Antigone 

These think as I, but bate their breath to thee. 

 

Creon 

Hast thou no shame to differ from all these? 

 

Antigone 

To reverence kith and kin can bring no shame. 

 

Creon 

Was his dead foeman not thy kinsman too? 

 

Antigone 

One mother bare them and the self-same sire. 

 

Creon 

Why cast a slur on one by honoring one? 

 

Antigone 

The dead man will not bear thee out in this. 

 

Creon 

Surely, if good and evil fare alive. 

 

Antigone 

The slain man was no villain but a brother. 

 

Creon 
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The patriot perished by the outlaw’s brand. 

 

Antigone 

Nathless the realms below these rites require. 

 

Creon 

Not that the base should fare as do the brave. 

 

Antigone 

Who knows if this world’s crimes are virtues there? 

 

Creon 

Not even death can make a foe a friend. 

Antigone 

My nature is for mutual love, not hate. 

 

Creon 

Die then, and love the dead if thou must; 

No woman shall be the master while I live. 

 

[Enter Ismene] 

 

Chorus 

  Lo from out the palace gate, 

  Weeping o’er her sister’s fate, 

  Comes Ismene; see her brow, 

  Once serene, beclouded now, 

  See her beauteous face o’erspread 

  With a flush of angry red. 

 

Creon 

Woman, who like a viper unperceived 

Didst harbor in my house and drain my blood, 

Two plagues I nurtured blindly, so it proved, 

To sap my throne. Say, didst thou too abet 

This crime, or dost abjure all privity? 

 

Ismene 

I did the deed, if she will have it so, 

And with my sister claim to share the guilt. 

 

Antigone 

That were unjust. Thou would’st not act with me 
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At first, and I refused thy partnership. 

 

Ismene 

But now thy bark is stranded, I am bold 

To claim my share as partner in the loss. 

 

Antigone 

Who did the deed the under-world knows well: 

A friend in word is never friend of mine. 

 

Ismene 

O sister, scorn me not, let me but share 

Thy work of piety, and with thee die. 

 

Antigone 

Claim not a work in which thou hadst no hand; 

One death sufficeth. Wherefore should’st thou die? 

 

Ismene 

What would life profit me bereft of thee? 

 

Antigone 

Ask Creon, he’s thy kinsman and best friend. 

 

Ismene 

Why taunt me? Find’st thou pleasure in these gibes? 

 

Antigone 

’Tis a sad mockery, if indeed I mock. 

 

Ismene 

O say if I can help thee even now. 

 

Antigone 

No, save thyself; I grudge not thy escape. 

 

Ismene 

Is e’en this boon denied, to share thy lot? 

 

Antigone 

Yea, for thou chosed’st life, and I to die. 

 

Ismene 
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Thou canst not say that I did not protest. 

 

Antigone 

Well, some approved thy wisdom, others mine. 

 

Ismene 

But now we stand convicted, both alike. 

 

Antigone 

Fear not; thou livest, I died long ago 

Then when I gave my life to save the dead. 

 

Creon 

Both maids, methinks, are crazed. One suddenly 

Has lost her wits, the other was born mad. 

 

Ismene 

Yea, so it falls, sire, when misfortune comes, 

The wisest even lose their mother wit. 

Creon 

I’ faith thy wit forsook thee when thou mad’st 

Thy choice with evil-doers to do ill. 

 

Ismene 

What life for me without my sister here? 

 

Creon 

Say not thy sister here: thy sister’s dead. 

 

Ismene 

What, wilt thou slay thy own son’s plighted bride? 

 

Creon 

Aye, let him raise him seed from other fields. 

 

Ismene 

No new espousal can be like the old. 

 

Creon 

A plague on trulls who court and woo our sons. 

 

Antigone 

O Haemon, how thy sire dishonors thee! 
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Creon 

A plague on thee and thy accursed bride! 

 

Chorus 

What, wilt thou rob thine own son of his bride? 

 

Creon 

’Tis death that bars this marriage, not his sire. 

 

Chorus 

So her death-warrant, it would seem, is sealed. 

 

Creon 

By you, as first by me; off with them, guards, 

And keep them close. Henceforward let them learn 

To live as women use, not roam at large. 

For e’en the bravest spirits run away 

When they perceive death pressing on life’s heels. 

 

Chorus 

(Str. 1) 

Thrice blest are they who never tasted pain! 

If once the curse of Heaven attaint a race, 

The infection lingers on and speeds apace, 

Age after age, and each the cup must drain. 

 

So when Etesian blasts from Thrace downpour 

Sweep o’er the blackening main and whirl to land 

From Ocean’s cavernous depths his ooze and sand, 

Billow on billow thunders on the shore. 

 

(Ant. 1) 

On the Labdacidae I see descending 

Woe upon woe; from days of old some god 

Laid on the race a malison, and his rod 

Scourges each age with sorrows never ending. 

 

The light that dawned upon its last born son 

Is vanished, and the bloody axe of Fate 

Has felled the goodly tree that blossomed late. 

O Oedipus, by reckless pride undone! 
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(Str. 2) 

Thy might, O Zeus, what mortal power can quell? 

Not sleep that lays all else beneath its spell, 

Nor moons that never tier: untouched by Time, 

Throned in the dazzling light 

That crowns Olympus’ height, 

Thou reignest King, omnipotent, sublime. 

 

Past, present, and to be, 

All bow to thy decree, 

All that exceeds the mean by Fate 

Is punished, Love or Hate. 

 

(Ant. 2) 

Hope flits about never-wearying wings; 

Profit to some, to some light loves she brings, 

But no man knoweth how her gifts may turn, 

Till ’neath his feet the treacherous ashes burn. 

Sure ’twas a sage inspired that spake this word; 

If evil good appear 

To any, Fate is near; 

And brief the respite from her flaming sword. 

 

Hither comes in angry mood 

Haemon, latest of thy brood; 

Is it for his bride he’s grieved, 

Or her marriage-bed deceived, 

Doth he make his mourn for thee, 

Maid forlorn, Antigone? 

 

[Enter Haemon] 

 

Creon 

Soon shall we know, better than seer can tell. 

Learning may fixed decree anent thy bride, 

Thou mean’st not, son, to rave against thy sire? 

Know’st not whate’er we do is done in love? 

 

Haemon 

O father, I am thine, and I will take 

Thy wisdom as the helm to steer withal. 

Therefore no wedlock shall by me be held 

More precious than thy loving goverance. 
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Creon 

Well spoken: so right-minded sons should feel, 

In all deferring to a father’s will. 

For ’tis the hope of parents they may rear 

A brood of sons submissive, keen to avenge 

Their father’s wrongs, and count his friends their own. 

But who begets unprofitable sons, 

He verily breeds trouble for himself, 

And for his foes much laughter. Son, be warned 

And let no woman fool away thy wits. 

Ill fares the husband mated with a shrew, 

And her embraces very soon wax cold. 

For what can wound so surely to the quick 

As a false friend? So spue and cast her off, 

Bid her go find a husband with the dead. 

For since I caught her openly rebelling, 

Of all my subjects the one malcontent, 

I will not prove a traitor to the State. 

She surely dies. Go, let her, if she will, 

Appeal to Zeus the God of Kindred, for 

If thus I nurse rebellion in my house, 

Shall not I foster mutiny without? 

For whoso rules his household worthily, 

Will prove in civic matters no less wise. 

But he who overbears the laws, or thinks 

To overrule his rulers, such as one 

I never will allow. Whome’er the State 

Appoints must be obeyed in everything, 

But small and great, just and unjust alike. 

I warrant such a one in either case 

Would shine, as King or subject; such a man 

Would in the storm of battle stand his ground, 

A comrade leal and true; but Anarchy — 

What evils are not wrought by Anarchy! 

She ruins States, and overthrows the home, 

She dissipates and routs the embattled host; 

While discipline preserves the ordered ranks. 

Therefore we must maintain authority 

And yield to title to a woman’s will. 

Better, if needs be, men should cast us out 

Than hear it said, a woman proved his match. 
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Chorus 

To me, unless old age have dulled wits, 

Thy words appear both reasonable and wise. 

 

Haemon 

Father, the gods implant in mortal men 

Reason, the choicest gift bestowed by heaven. 

’Tis not for me to say thou errest, nor 

Would I arraign thy wisdom, if I could; 

And yet wise thoughts may come to other men 

And, as thy son, it falls to me to mark 

The acts, the words, the comments of the crowd. 

The commons stand in terror of thy frown, 

And dare not utter aught that might offend, 

But I can overhear their muttered plaints, 

Know how the people mourn this maiden doomed 

For noblest deeds to die the worst of deaths. 

When her own brother slain in battle lay 

Unsepulchered, she suffered not his corse 

To lie for carrion birds and dogs to maul: 

Should not her name (they cry) be writ in gold? 

Such the low murmurings that reach my ear. 

O father, nothing is by me more prized 

Than thy well-being, for what higher good 

Can children covet than their sire’s fair fame, 

As fathers too take pride in glorious sons? 

Therefore, my father, cling not to one mood, 

And deemed not thou art right, all others wrong. 

For whoso thinks that wisdom dwells with him, 

That he alone can speak or think aright, 

Such oracles are empty breath when tried. 

The wisest man will let himself be swayed 

By others’ wisdom and relax in time. 

See how the trees beside a stream in flood 

Save, if they yield to force, each spray unharmed, 

But by resisting perish root and branch. 

The mariner who keeps his mainsheet taut, 

And will not slacken in the gale, is like 

To sail with thwarts reversed, keel uppermost. 

Relent then and repent thee of thy wrath; 

For, if one young in years may claim some sense, 

I’ll say ’tis best of all to be endowed 

With absolute wisdom; but, if that’s denied, 
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(And nature takes not readily that ply) 

Next wise is he who lists to sage advice. 

 

Chorus 

If he says aught in season, heed him, King. 

(To Haemon) 

Heed thou thy sire too; both have spoken well. 

 

Creon 

What, would you have us at our age be schooled, 

Lessoned in prudence by a beardless boy? 

 

Haemon 

I plead for justice, father, nothing more. 

Weigh me upon my merit, not my years. 

 

Creon 

Strange merit this to sanction lawlessness! 

 

Haemon 

For evil-doers I would urge no plea. 

 

Creon 

Is not this maid an arrant law-breaker? 

 

Haemon 

The Theban commons with one voice say, No. 

 

Creon 

What, shall the mob dictate my policy? 

 

Haemon 

’Tis thou, methinks, who speakest like a boy. 

 

Creon 

Am I to rule for others, or myself? 

 

Haemon 

A State for one man is no State at all. 

 

Creon 

The State is his who rules it, so ’tis held. 
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Haemon 

As monarch of a desert thou wouldst shine. 

 

Creon 

This boy, methinks, maintains the woman’s cause. 

 

Haemon 

If thou be’st woman, yes. My thought’s for thee. 

 

Creon 

O reprobate, would’st wrangle with thy sire? 

 

Haemon 

Because I see thee wrongfully perverse. 

 

Creon 

And am I wrong, if I maintain my rights? 

 

Haemon 

Talk not of rights; thou spurn’st the due of Heaven 

 

Creon 

O heart corrupt, a woman’s minion thou! 

 

Haemon 

Slave to dishonor thou wilt never find me. 

 

Creon 

Thy speech at least was all a plea for her. 

 

Haemon 

And thee and me, and for the gods below. 

 

Creon 

Living the maid shall never be thy bride. 

 

Haemon 

So she shall die, but one will die with her. 

 

Creon 

Hast come to such a pass as threaten me? 

 

Haemon 
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What threat is this, vain counsels to reprove? 

 

Creon 

Vain fool to instruct thy betters; thou shall rue it. 

 

Haemon 

Wert not my father, I had said thou err’st. 

 

Creon 

Play not the spaniel, thou a woman’s slave. 

 

Haemon 

When thou dost speak, must no man make reply? 

 

Creon 

This passes bounds. By heaven, thou shalt not rate 

And jeer and flout me with impunity. 

Off with the hateful thing that she may die 

At once, beside her bridegroom, in his sight. 

 

Haemon 

Think not that in my sight the maid shall die, 

Or by my side; never shalt thou again 

Behold my face hereafter. Go, consort 

With friends who like a madman for their mate. 
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THE SYMPOSIUM BY PLATO 
Part V: Socrates’ Speech and Diotima 

 

And now, taking my leave of you, I would rehearse a tale of love which I heard from Diotima of 

Mantineia, a woman wise in this and in many other kinds of knowledge, who in the days of old, 

when the Athenians offered sacrifice before the coming of the plague, delayed the disease ten 

years. She was my instructress in the art of love, and I shall repeat to you what she said to me, 

beginning with the admissions made by Agathon, which are nearly if not quite the same which 

I made to the wise woman when she questioned me: I think that this will be the easiest way, 

and I shall take both parts myself as well as I can. As you, Agathon, suggested, I must speak 

first of the being and nature of Love, and then of his works. First I said to her in nearly the same 

words which he used to me, that Love was a mighty god, and likewise fair and she proved to 

me as I proved to him that, by my own showing, Love was neither fair nor good. "What do you 

mean, Diotima," I said, "is love then evil and foul?" "Hush," she cried; "must that be foul which 

is not fair?" "Certainly," I said. "And is that which is not wise, ignorant? do you not see that 

there is a mean between wisdom and ignorance?" "And what may that be?" I said. "Right 

opinion," she replied; "which, as you know, being incapable of giving a reason, is not 

knowledge (for how can knowledge be devoid of reason? nor again, ignorance, for neither can 

ignorance attain the truth), but is clearly something which is a mean between ignorance and 

wisdom." "Quite true," I replied. "Do not then insist," she said, "that what is not fair is of 

necessity foul, or what is not good evil; or infer that because love is not fair and good he is 

therefore foul and evil; for he is in a mean between them." "Well," I said, "Love is surely 

admitted by all to be a great god." "By those who know or by those who do not know?" "By all." 

"And how, Socrates," she said with a smile, "can Love be acknowledged to be a great god by 

those who say that he is not a god at all?" "And who are they?" I said. "You and I are two of 

them," she replied. "How can that be?" I said. "It is quite intelligible," she replied; "for you 

yourself would acknowledge that the gods are happy and fair -- of course you would -- would 

to say that any god was not?" "Certainly not," I replied. "And you mean by the happy, those 

who are the possessors of things good or fair?" "Yes." "And you admitted that Love, because he 

was in want, desires those good and fair things of which he is in want?" "Yes, I did." "But how 

can he be a god who has no portion in what is either good or fair?" "Impossible." "Then you see 

that you also deny the divinity of Love."  

"What then is Love?" I asked; "Is he mortal?" "No." "What then?" "As in the former instance, he is 

neither mortal nor immortal, but in a mean between the two." "What is he, Diotima?" "He is a 

great spirit (daimon), and like all spirits he is intermediate between the divine and the mortal." 

"And what," I said, "is his power?" "He interprets," she replied, "between gods and men, 

conveying and taking across to the gods the prayers and sacrifices of men, and to men the 

commands and replies of the gods; he is the mediator who spans the chasm which divides 

them, and therefore in him all is bound together, and through him the arts of the prophet and 

the priest, their sacrifices and mysteries and charms, and all, prophecy and incantation, find 
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their way. For God mingles not with man; but through Love. all the intercourse, and converse of 

god with man, whether awake or asleep, is carried on. The wisdom which understands this is 

spiritual; all other wisdom, such as that of arts and handicrafts, is mean and vulgar. Now these 

spirits or intermediate powers are many and diverse, and one of them is Love. "And who," I 

said, "was his father, and who his mother?" "The tale," she said, "will take time; nevertheless I 

will tell you. On the birthday of Aphrodite there was a feast of the gods, at which the god Poros 

or Plenty, who is the son of Metis or Discretion, was one of the guests. When the feast was over, 

Penia or Poverty, as the manner is on such occasions, came about the doors to beg. Now Plenty 

who was the worse for nectar (there was no wine in those days), went into the garden of Zeus 

and fell into a heavy sleep, and Poverty considering her own straitened circumstances, plotted 

to have a child by him, and accordingly she lay down at his side and conceived love, who partly 

because he is naturally a lover of the beautiful, and because Aphrodite is herself beautiful, and 

also because he was born on her birthday, is her follower and attendant. And as his parentage 

is, so also are his fortunes. In the first place he is always poor, and anything but tender and fair, 

as the many imagine him; and he is rough and squalid, and has no shoes, nor a house to dwell 

in; on the bare earth exposed he lies under the open heaven, in the streets, or at the doors of 

houses, taking his rest; and like his mother he is always in distress. Like his father too, whom he 

also partly resembles, he is always plotting against the fair and good; he is bold, enterprising, 

strong, a mighty hunter, always weaving some intrigue or other, keen in the pursuit of wisdom, 

fertile in resources; a philosopher at all times, terrible as an enchanter, sorcerer, sophist. He is by 

nature neither mortal nor immortal, but alive and flourishing at one moment when he is in 

plenty, and dead at another moment, and again alive by reason of his father's nature. But that 

which is always flowing in is always flowing out, and so he is never in want and never in 

wealth; and, further, he is in a mean between ignorance and knowledge. The truth of the matter 

is this: No god is a philosopher. or seeker after wisdom, for he is wise already; nor does any 

man who is wise seek after wisdom. Neither do the ignorant seek after Wisdom. For herein is 

the evil of ignorance, that he who is neither good nor wise is nevertheless satisfied with himself: 

he has no desire for that of which he feels no want." "But who then, Diotima," I said, "are the 

lovers of wisdom, if they are neither the wise nor the foolish?" "A child may answer that 

question," she replied; "they are those who are in a mean between the two; Love is one of them. 

For wisdom is a most beautiful thing, and Love is of the beautiful; and therefore Love is also a 

philosopher: or lover of wisdom, and being a lover of wisdom is in a mean between the wise 

and the ignorant. And of this too his birth is the cause; for his father is wealthy and wise, and 

his mother poor and foolish. Such, my dear Socrates, is the nature of the spirit Love. The error 

in your conception of him was very natural, and as I imagine from what you say, has arisen out 

of a confusion of love and the beloved, which made you think that love was all beautiful. For 

the beloved is the truly beautiful, and delicate, and perfect, and blessed; but the principle of 

love is of another nature, and is such as I have described."  

I said, "O thou stranger woman, thou sayest well; but, assuming Love to be such as you say, 

what is the use of him to men?" "That, Socrates," she replied, "I will attempt to unfold: of his 
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nature and birth I have already spoken; and you acknowledge that love is of the beautiful. But 

some one will say: Of the beautiful in what, Socrates and Diotima? -- or rather let me put the 

question more dearly, and ask: When a man loves the beautiful, what does he desire?" I 

answered her "That the beautiful may be his." "Still," she said, "the answer suggests a further 

question: What is given by the possession of beauty?" "To what you have asked," I replied, "I 

have no answer ready." "Then," she said, "Let me put the word 'good' in the place of the 

beautiful, and repeat the question once more: If he who loves good, what is it then that he 

loves? "The possession of the good," I said. "And what does he gain who possesses the good?" 

"Happiness," I replied; "there is less difficulty in answering that question." "Yes," she said, "the 

happy are made happy by the acquisition of good things. Nor is there any need to ask why a 

man desires happiness; the answer is already final." "You are right." I said. "And is this wish 

and this desire common to all? and do all men always desire their own good, or only some 

men? -- what say you?" "All men," I replied; "the desire is common to all." "Why, then," she 

rejoined, "are not all men, Socrates, said to love, but only some them? whereas you say that all 

men are always loving the same things." "I myself wonder," I said, "why this is." "There is 

nothing to wonder at," she replied; "the reason is that one part of love is separated off and 

receives the name of the whole, but the other parts have other names." "Give an illustration," I 

said. She answered me as follows: "There is poetry, which, as you know, is complex; and 

manifold. All creation or passage of non-being into being is poetry or making, and the processes 

of all art are creative; and the masters of arts are all poets or makers." "Very true." "Still," she 

said, "you know that they are not called poets, but have other names; only that portion of the art 

which is separated off from the rest, and is concerned with music and metre, is termed poetry, 

and they who possess poetry in this sense of the word are called poets." "Very true," I said. 

"And the same holds of love. For you may say generally that all desire of good and happiness is 

only the great and subtle power of love; but they who are drawn towards him by any other 

path, whether the path of money-making or gymnastics or philosophy, are not called lovers -- 

the name of the whole is appropriated to those whose affection takes one form only -- they 

alone are said to love, or to be lovers." "I dare say," I replied, "that you are right." "Yes," she 

added, "and you hear people say that lovers are seeking for their other half; but I say that they 

are seeking neither for the half of themselves, nor for the whole, unless the half or the whole be 

also a good. And they will cut off their own hands and feet and cast them away, if they are evil; 

for they love not what is their own, unless perchance there be some one who calls what belongs 

to him the good, and what belongs to another the evil. For there is nothing which men love but 

the good. Is there anything?" "Certainly, I should say, that there is nothing." "Then," she said, 

"the simple truth is, that men love the good." "Yes," I said. "To which must be added that they 

love the possession of the good? "Yes, that must be added." "And not only the possession, but 

the everlasting possession of the good?" "That must be added too." "Then love," she said, "may 

be described generally as the love of the everlasting possession of the good?" "That is most 

true."  
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"Then if this be the nature of love, can you tell me further," she said, "what is the manner of the 

pursuit? what are they doing who show all this eagerness and heat which is called love? and 

what is the object which they have in view? Answer me." "Nay, Diotima," I replied, "if I had 

known, I should not have wondered at your wisdom, neither should I have come to learn from 

you about this very matter." "Well," she said, "I will teach you: -- The object which they have in 

view is birth in beauty, whether of body or, soul." "I do not understand you," I said; "the oracle 

requires an explanation." "I will make my meaning dearer," she replied. "I mean to say, that all 

men are bringing to the birth in their bodies and in their souls. There is a certain age at which 

human nature is desirous of procreation -- procreation which must be in beauty and not in 

deformity; and this procreation is the union of man and woman, and is a divine thing; for 

conception and generation are an immortal principle in the mortal creature, and in the 

inharmonious they can never be. But the deformed is always inharmonious with the divine, and 

the beautiful harmonious. Beauty, then, is the destiny or goddess of parturition who presides at 

birth, and therefore, when approaching beauty, the conceiving power is propitious, and 

diffusive, and benign, and begets and bears fruit: at the sight of ugliness she frowns and 

contracts and has a sense of pain, and turns away, and shrivels up, and not without a pang 

refrains from conception. And this is the reason why, when the hour of conception arrives, and 

the teeming nature is full, there is such a flutter and ecstasy about beauty whose approach is the 

alleviation of the pain of travail. For love, Socrates, is not, as you imagine, the love of the 

beautiful only." "What then?" "The love of generation and of birth in beauty." "Yes," I said. "Yes, 

indeed," she replied. "But why of generation?" "Because to the mortal creature, generation is a 

sort of eternity and immortality," she replied; "and if, as has been already admitted, love is of 

the everlasting possession of the good, all men will necessarily desire immortality together with 

good: Wherefore love is of immortality."  

All this she taught me at various times when she spoke of love. And I remember her once 

saying to me, "What is the cause, Socrates, of love, and the attendant desire? See you not how all 

animals, birds, as well as beasts, in their desire of procreation, are in agony when they take the 

infection of love, which begins with the desire of union; whereto is added the care of offspring, 

on whose behalf the weakest are ready to battle against the strongest even to the uttermost, and 

to die for them, and will, let themselves be tormented with hunger or suffer anything in order to 

maintain their young. Man may be supposed to act thus from reason; but why should animals 

have these passionate feelings? Can you tell me why?" Again I replied that I did not know. She 

said to me: "And do you expect ever to become a master in the art of love, if you do not know 

this?" "But I have told you already, Diotima, that my ignorance is the reason why I come to you; 

for I am conscious that I want a teacher; tell me then the cause of this and of the other mysteries 

of love." "Marvel not," she said, "if you believe that love is of the immortal, as we have several 

times acknowledged; for here again, and on the same principle too, the mortal nature is seeking 

as far as is possible to be everlasting and immortal: and this is only to be attained by generation, 

because generation always leaves behind a new existence in the place of the old. Nay even in 

the life, of the same individual there is succession and not absolute unity: a man is called the 
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same, and yet in the short interval which elapses between youth and age, and in which every 

animal is said to have life and identity, he is undergoing a perpetual process of loss and 

reparation -- hair, flesh, bones, blood, and the whole body are always changing. Which is true 

not only of the body, but also of the soul, whose habits, tempers, opinions, desires, pleasures, 

pains, fears, never remain the same in any one of us, but are always coming and going; and 

equally true of knowledge, and what is still more surprising to us mortals, not only do the 

sciences in general spring up and decay, so that in respect of them we are never the same; but 

each of them individually experiences a like change. For what is implied in the word 

'recollection,' but the departure of knowledge, which is ever being forgotten, and is renewed 

and preserved by recollection, and appears to be the same although in reality new, according to 

that law of succession by which all mortal things are preserved, not absolutely the same, but by 

substitution, the old worn-out mortality leaving another new and similar existence behind -- 

unlike the divine, which is always the same and not another? And in this way, Socrates, the 

mortal body, or mortal anything, partakes of immortality; but the immortal in another way. 

Marvel not then at the love which all men have of their offspring; for that universal love and 

interest is for the sake of immortality."  

I was astonished at her words, and said: "Is this really true, O thou wise Diotima?" And she 

answered with all the authority of an accomplished sophist: "Of that, Socrates, you may be 

assured; -- think only of the ambition of men, and you will wonder at the senselessness of their 

ways, unless you consider how they are stirred by the love of an immortality of fame. They are 

ready to run all risks greater far than they would have for their children, and to spend money 

and undergo any sort of toil, and even to die, for the sake of leaving behind them a name which 

shall be eternal. Do you imagine that Alcestis would have died to save Admetus, or Achilles to 

avenge Patroclus, or your own Codrus in order to preserve the kingdom for his sons, if they had 

not imagined that the memory of their virtues, which still survives among us, would be 

immortal? Nay," she said, "I am persuaded that all men do all things, and the better they are the 

more they do them, in hope of the glorious fame of immortal virtue; for they desire the 

immortal.  

"Those who are pregnant in the body only, betake themselves to women and beget children -- 

this is the character of their love; their offspring, as they hope, will preserve their memory and 

giving them the blessedness and immortality which they desire in the future. But souls which 

are pregnant -- for there certainly are men who are more creative in their souls than in their 

bodies conceive that which is proper for the soul to conceive or contain. And what are these 

conceptions? -- wisdom and virtue in general. And such creators are poets and all artists who 

are deserving of the name inventor. But the greatest and fairest sort of wisdom by far is that 

which is concerned with the ordering of states and families, and which is called temperance and 

justice. And he who in youth has the seed of these implanted in him and is himself inspired, 

when he comes to maturity desires to beget and generate. He wanders about seeking beauty 

that he may beget offspring -- for in deformity he will beget nothing -- and naturally embraces 



31 
 

the beautiful rather than the deformed body; above all when he finds fair and noble and well-

nurtured soul, he embraces the two in one person, and to such an one he is full of speech about 

virtue and the nature and pursuits of a good man; and he tries to educate him; and at the touch 

of the beautiful which is ever present to his memory, even when absent, he brings forth that 

which he had conceived long before, and in company with him tends that which he brings 

forth; and they are married by a far nearer tie and have a closer friendship than those who beget 

mortal children, for the children who are their common offspring are fairer and more immortal. 

Who, when he thinks of Homer and Hesiod and other great poets, would not rather have their 

children than ordinary human ones? Who would not emulate them in the creation of children 

such as theirs, which have preserved their memory and given them everlasting glory? Or who 

would not have such children as Lycurgus left behind him to be the saviours, not only of 

Lacedaemon, but of Hellas, as one may say? There is Solon, too, who is the revered father of 

Athenian laws; and many others there are in many other places, both among hellenes and 

barbarians, who have given to the world many noble works, and have been the parents of 

virtue of every kind; and many temples have been raised in their honour for the sake of children 

such as theirs; which were never raised in honour of any one, for the sake of his mortal children.  

"These are the lesser mysteries of love, into which even you, Socrates, may enter; to the greater 

and more hidden ones which are the crown of these, and to which, if you pursue them in a right 

spirit, they will lead, I know not whether you will be able to attain. But I will do my utmost to 

inform you, and do you follow if you can. For he who would proceed aright in this matter 

should begin in youth to visit beautiful forms; and first, if he be guided by his instructor aright, 

to love one such form only -- out of that he should create fair thoughts; and soon he will of 

himself perceive that the beauty of one form is akin to the beauty of another; and then if beauty 

of form in general is his pursuit, how foolish would he be not to recognize that the beauty in 

every form is and the same! And when he perceives this he will abate his violent love of the one, 

which he will despise and deem a small thing, and will become a lover of all beautiful forms; in 

the next stage he will consider that the beauty of the mind is more honourable than the beauty 

of the outward form. So that if a virtuous soul have but a little comeliness, he will be content to 

love and tend him, and will search out and bring to the birth thoughts which may improve the 

young, until he is compelled to contemplate and see the beauty of institutions and laws, and to 

understand that the beauty of them all is of one family, and that personal beauty is a trifle; and 

after laws and institutions he will go on to the sciences, that he may see their beauty, being not 

like a servant in love with the beauty of one youth or man or institution, himself a slave mean 

and narrow-minded, but drawing towards and contemplating the vast sea of beauty, he will 

create many fair and noble thoughts and notions in boundless love of wisdom; until on that 

shore he grows and waxes strong, and at last the vision is revealed to him of a single science, 

which is the science of beauty everywhere. To this I will proceed; please to give me your very 

best attention:  
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"He who has been instructed thus far in the things of love, and who has learned to see the 

beautiful in due order and succession, when he comes toward the end will suddenly perceive a 

nature of wondrous beauty (and this, Socrates, is the final cause of all our former toils) -- a 

nature which in the first place is everlasting, not growing and decaying, or waxing and waning; 

secondly, not fair in one point of view and foul in another, or at one time or in one relation or at 

one place fair, at another time or in another relation or at another place foul, as if fair to some 

and foul to others, or in the likeness of a face or hands or any other part of the bodily frame, or 

in any form of speech or knowledge, or existing in any other being, as for example, in an 

animal, or in heaven or in earth, or in any other place; but beauty absolute, separate, simple, 

and everlasting, which without diminution and without increase, or any change, is imparted to 

the ever-growing and perishing beauties of all other things. He who from these ascending 

under the influence of true love, begins to perceive that beauty, is not far from the end. And the 

true order of going, or being led by another, to the things of love, is to begin from the beauties 

of earth and mount upwards for the sake of that other beauty, using these as steps only, and 

from one going on to two, and from two to all fair forms, and from fair forms to fair practices, 

and from fair practices to fair notions, until from fair notions he arrives at the notion of absolute 

beauty, and at last knows what the essence of beauty is. This, my dear Socrates," said the 

stranger of Mantineia, "is that life above all others which man should live, in the contemplation 

of beauty absolute; a beauty which if you once beheld, you would see not to be after the 

measure of gold, and garments, and fair boys and youths, whose presence now entrances you; 

and you and many a one would be content to live seeing them only and conversing with them 

without meat or drink, if that were possible -- you only want to look at them and to be with 

them. But what if man had eyes to see the true beauty -- the divine beauty, I mean, pure and 

dear and unalloyed, not clogged with the pollutions of mortality and all the colours and 

vanities of human life -- thither looking, and holding converse with the true beauty simple and 

divine? Remember how in that communion only, beholding beauty with the eye of the mind, he 

will be enabled to bring forth, not images of beauty, but realities (for he has hold not of an 

image but of a reality), and bringing forth and nourishing true virtue to become the friend of 

God and be immortal, if mortal man may. Would that be an ignoble life?" Such, Phaedrus -- and 

I speak not only to you, but to all of you -- were the words of Diotima; and I am persuaded of 

their truth. And being persuaded of them, I try to persuade others, that in the attainment of this 

end human nature will not easily find a helper better than love: And therefore, also, I say that 

every man ought to honour him as I myself honour him, and walk in his ways, and exhort 

others to do the same, and praise the power and spirit of love according to the measure of my 

ability now and ever. The words which I have spoken, you, Phaedrus, may call an encomium of 

love, or anything else which you please.  

When Socrates had done speaking, the company applauded, and Aristophanes was beginning 

to say something in answer to the allusion which Socrates had made to his own speech, when 

suddenly there was a great knocking at the door of the house, as of revellers, and the sound of a 

flute-girl was heard. 
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ETHICS: THE DRAMA OF THE MORAL LIFE BY PIOTR JAROSZYNSKI 
Chapter 1 

 

We associate good and evil with morality, but they are not limited to the field of morality. Good 

and evil play some role in all of man’s acts, but we can also speak of good and evil in nature 

and the whole universe. We speak of education, art, religion, a car, a house, the sun, stars, and 

the earth with all its riches as good things. We want to define more precisely the field of moral 

good and evil, and we must first take a closer look at the good as it appears in the context of 

human life. When we analyze the things we do, we are struck by the fact that all these activities 

are done for some intended purpose. Even in a great crowd in the street or market place, each 

individual person is doing something. An individual might be selling or buying, calling out to 

someone, walking, or running. In each case he acts because he wants something and knows 

what he wants. That is why he walks in one direction rather than another, why he puts one item 

aside and looks carefully at another. Even the person who appears to be walking aimlessly is 

also walking with a certain purpose. Perhaps he is wandering for exercise or relaxation, or 

learning his way around a new neighborhood. Purpose is inscribed into all of human life. If 

someone gives up one purpose, another purpose appears, and another one after that. We 

conclude that all our actions are called forth by some end. The end appears attractive enough to 

draw us to it. What power does an end possess? It is the power of the good. The good and the 

end or purpose are really one and the same. An end attracts us because it appears to be good, 

and as something good it is an end. When we are hungry, food attracts us as an end and good. 

When we feel like listening to music, we go to a concert as an end and good. When we are 

prepared to risk our life, it is because we see our country as an end and good. Human acts are 

always called into existence by some end and good. We see that what we call the good cannot 

be limited to some single thing. There are many goods and they differ from one another. A 

stroll, a concert and food are all goods, but they are three very different things. In order to take 

action toward some end, we must first know this end, and then we must freely choose the end. 

Each of us knows that nothing can force us to want something. Something might exert great 

pressure on us, whether this is a threat, or the hope of gain and pleasure, but it is entirely up to 

us whether we allow ourselves to be swayed by these factors. If such pressures do influence us, 

we will always have in view some good, whether it is preserving our life, avoiding pain, or 

maintaining our professional standing. Indeed, we can resist any such influence, because we 

always have the option of saying no. If the good and the end is what motivates all action, then 

evil can never be a motive. At first, the facts may seem to contradict this. We see so many evils 

in the world: war, robbery, theft, betrayal and deception. We do not need any proof to see that 

people are to blame for these things. Evil cannot be banished from human life. Yet this does not 

disprove what we are saying. Evil cannot be the primary motive for acting. It is easy to illustrate 

this with examples. If a thief steals, it is not for the sake of the theft, but because theft brings him 

something that is good, whether it is money or a work of art. A nation may wage war against 

another causing great devastation, but the war is not declared for the sake of mere destruction 

but for the sake of some good, such as the protection of freedom. If we say that theft and war 

are evil things, it is not because of the purpose of these actions, but because of the way the 

purpose is obtained. Why can evil never be the end of action? Evil is not something in a positive 
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sense, but only the lack of something good that should be present. The way we speak about this 

in everyday language can mislead us, because we speak of evil as if it were really something, 

whereas it is not. In order to understand evil, we must avoid this way of speaking. Some 

examples will help to illustrate this. A bad bridge is a bridge with gaps in it. What is bad in this 

bridge? That which it should have, but which is not there. If the gaps are filled, then the bridge 

will be good. An illness is evil. What is illness, except the lack of proper harmony in the body? 

When that harmony is restored, health is restored. Theft is evil, not because money is evil, but 

because the thief lacks the proper respect for the other person’s right to his own property. Evil 

always appears as the lack of something, and so it is non-being in a certain respect, because if 

something is lacking, this means that the thing in question does not exist. In our ordinary way 

of speaking, we use one term to describe a thing that has certain things lacking, and the term 

includes both what is good and what is evil, so we ordinarily speak of the whole as evil. Plato 

made this error, because he treated the content of words as if they were actual objects, but he 

did not pay proper attention to the difference between the way things exist and the way we 

think about them. This led him to create his theory of ideas and also to treat evil as a positive 

thing. In fact, there is no such thing as evil in itself, or pure evil. Evil, as a lack or absence, is 

always a lack in a certain thing, in some actual object whose existence is already good. A thief is 

evil, but only as a thief, not as a man. Evil, which is a lack of something and a non-being in its 

own right, cannot be the purpose or motive of action. If something moves us to act, it is 

something rather than nothing. That which moves us is something definite, such as real money, 

real land, real health. Each of these is a certain good. Evil may appear while we are trying to 

obtain a good. The thief wants money and he steals. The hungry man eats too much and 

becomes ill. Neither the theft nor the illness are the motive behind the activity. Even the person 

who commits suicide only wants relief from his suffering. Why is it so important to present the 

good as the motive and purpose of activity? We may be influenced by ordinary language or by 

certain philosophical theories that go back as far as the Pythagoreans and Plato to think that evil 

is something real and that evil desires are desires which are aimed at evil things. We might 

believe that in each man there is one part of his being that is evil, and that when the evil part is 

dominant then the man becomes evil. This view of evil can lead societies to take extreme 

measures. If this is true, then the evil man must either be destroyed or enslaved. People will be 

divided beforehand into good and evil people, and things will likewise be divided into good 

and evil things. This leads to a totalitarian state that is ruled by harsh laws and which relies on 

police and military forces. Anyone who resists this kind of state is either killed or incarcerated. 

There may also be more subtle consequences to the belief that evil is a real and positive thing. A 

man who believes that there is something in him that is evil by nature, and therefore beyond his 

control, will regard all action as futile and rely on Providence alone. Such a man may give up 

positive moral action and find refuge in a passive attitude to life, seeking consolation in religion 

or art. Communist ideology is an example of a way of thinking that saw evil as an embodied 

reality. The communists regarded capitalism, religion, capitalists and religious believers as evil, 

and tried to eliminate them. On the other hand, European culture is greatly influenced today by 

Gnosticism and certain types of Protestantism, both of which deny that man has any power to 

make himself better. Man’s situation, then, would be entirely under the control of supernatural 

powers, and the best that man could do would be to increase his self-knowledge. Morality 
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would then concern customs and laws, but it would not have anything to do with man’s inner 

self. In this picture, the drama of the moral life would disappear, leaving only cold calculation. 

Does it pay to violate a certain law? What are the risks and costs of taking a certain course of 

action? Metaphysically speaking there is no evil in man. The essential parts of man are those 

features without which a man would not be a man. These are the parts that form what we call 

human nature. If any of these essential parts were missing, there would not be a man at all. A 

rectangle that is missing one of its sides is not a defective rectangle; it is not a rectangle at all. 

Man as man is good. Being good, he is open in his action to good, since evil or lack cannot be a 

motive or desire. If we deny this fact, we thereby deny morality as a domain of human life. If 

we deny that man always makes free choices with some good in view, then we either reduce 

morality to a set of rules that demand our blind obedience or we include in our morality a place 

for a deliberate consent to evil. Both of these positions are unacceptable. Each man is the author 

of his own decisions, and as their author he is responsible for these decisions. While good is the 

motive of action, it does not follow that everything a man does is good and that there is no place 

for evil. Reality is composed of many aspects and contains many potentialities, and the 

structure of reality permits loss and lack. Change is a part of the potential and composite 

structure of reality. Change is a passage from potency to act. What was only a slab of marble 

becomes a statue of Hermes by the work of the sculptor. All the sculptor does is to remove parts 

of the marble that were not needed for the statue. While the slab loses some material, it becomes 

something beautiful. No one would say that it is evil that the slab of marble is made smaller, but 

when a dog loses a leg in a fight with a wild boar, that is something evil for the dog. Why is 

this? The dog has a leg by nature. The leg is not an essential part, that is, a dog without a leg is 

still a dog, but it is an integral part. Because of the loss, there is the lack of a proper good, and so 

it is an evil. The whole course of nature involves a certain degree of evil, because for one living 

being to survive, another must lose some of its parts or even its life. If one animal is going to eat, 

another may have to lose its life. When we consider man’s action, we see that the problem can 

be reduced to the following terms. The problem concerns the kind of good that a man chooses, 

the way that leads to the good, and the other goods that are rejected in the choice of one 

particular good. There is no other approach. When we obtain one good, we are always rejecting 

some other good. No one person can do everything at the same time. He cannot eat, sleep, learn, 

write, read, swim, sit and stand all at the same time. Also, we cannot always acquire the goods 

we choose without conflict; for example, in order for us to eat, plants and animals must lose 

their lives. The fundamental problem that faces man is not how he can avoid all evil in the 

broad sense, for this cannot be done, but what kind of good he should choose and what 

particular kind of evil he cannot permit. Man is not faced with a choice between good and evil, 

but between one good and another. The choice of a particular good is only connected 

secondarily with evil. When we say that man must choose between good and evil, we are using 

a kind of mental abbreviation. No one chooses evil as evil. To unravel this abbreviation, we 

must consider the hierarchy of the good. We must know what sort of good each thing is, what 

sort of good can be sacrificed for the sake of other goods, and what sort of good cannot be 

sacrificed. This also concerns how the good is obtained. If we want to enter a house, we can 

either knock on the door or we can remove the door from its hinges. The end is the same, but 

the method differs. The sphere of human choice is difficult because man only chooses what is 
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good, and each good, as good, is attractive in some way. However, the attainment of a certain 

good may involve some evil. A man makes an evil decision when he sacrifices a higher good for 

the sake of a lower good, whether this is by destroying the higher good or failing to realize it. 

We may illustrate this idea. If I am eating dinner and someone in danger calls out for my help, 

the act of eating dinner is not evil in itself (after all, I am prolonging my life by eating), but it is 

evil to continue eating at that very moment because I would be lacking a sense of responsibility 

for a human life in danger. I can always eat later. While these are obvious things, we may easily 

slip from a simple explanation to a justification of our actions. When we say that the motive of 

every action is a good, we are explaining why every action is performed. An action is not 

justified simply because the ultimate motive of the agent is good. An action is only justified 

when the chosen good does not upset the hierarchy of the good. A man may find an answer to 

every objection, but not every answer is a justification. 

All our decisions and acts must be ordered in such a way as to respect the hierarchy of the 

good. The top of the hierarchy is the good in itself. This is a good that we should not use merely 

as a means but that we should always see as the end and purpose of what we do. If we treat the 

good in itself as a means, we are undermining the entire hierarchy of the good. Then a moral 

evil appears, namely a lack of respect for the good in itself. When we choose something that 

undermines the objective hierarchy of the good, we choose an illusory good — something that 

only appears to be good. 
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BEYOND GOOD AND EVIL BY FRIEDRICH NIETZSCHE 
Varying Selections 

 

PREFACE 

Supposing truth is a woman—what then? Are there not ground for the suspicion that all 

philosophers, insofar as they were dogmatists, have been very inexpert about women? 

That the gruesome seriousness, the clumsy obstrusiveness with which they have usually 

approached truth so far [Nietzsche is here referencing the modern philosophers who 

preceded him, such as Descartes and Kant] have been awkward and very improper 

methods for winning a woman’s heart? What is certain is that she has not allowed herself 

to be won—and today every kind of dogmatism is left standing dispirited and 

discouraged. If it is left standing at all! For there are scoffers who claim that it has 

fallen, that all dogmatism lies on the ground—even more, that all dogmatism is dying… 

 

THE PREJUDICES OF PHILOSOPHERS 

1. The Will to Truth, which is to tempt us to many a hazardous enterprise, the famous 

Truthfulness of which all philosophers have hitherto spoken with respect, what questions 

has this Will to Truth not laid before us! What strange, perplexing, questionable 

questions! It is already a long story; yet it seems as if it were hardly commenced. Is it any 

wonder if we at last grow distrustful, lose patience, and turn impatiently away? That this 

Sphinx teaches us at last to ask questions ourselves? WHO is it really that puts questions 

to us here? WHAT really is this "Will to Truth" in us? In fact we made a long halt at the 

question as to the origin of this Will—until at last we came to an absolute standstill 

before a yet more fundamental question. We inquired about the VALUE of this Will. 

Granted that we want the truth: WHY NOT RATHER untruth? And uncertainty? Even 

ignorance? The problem of the value of truth presented itself before us—or was it we 

who presented ourselves before the problem? Which of us is the Oedipus here? Which 

the Sphinx? It would seem to be a rendezvous of questions and notes of interrogation.  

And could it be believed that it at last seems to us as if the problem had never been 

propounded before, as if we were the first to discern it, get a sight of it, and RISK 

RAISING it? For there is risk in raising it, perhaps there is no greater risk. 

2. "HOW COULD anything originate out of its opposite? For example, truth out of error? 

or the Will to Truth out of the will to deception? or the generous deed out of selfishness? 

or the pure sun-bright vision of the wise man out of covetousness? Such genesis is 

impossible; whoever dreams of it is a fool, nay, worse than a fool; things of the highest 

value must have a different origin, an origin of THEIR own—in this transitory, seductive, 

illusory, paltry world, in this turmoil of delusion and cupidity, they cannot have their 

source. But rather in the lap of Being, in the intransitory, in the concealed God, in the 

'Thing-in-itself—THERE must be their source, and nowhere else!"—This mode of 

reasoning discloses the typical prejudice by which metaphysicians of all times can be 

recognized, this mode of valuation is at the back of all their logical procedure; through 

this "belief" of theirs, they exert themselves for their "knowledge," for something that is 

in the end solemnly christened "the Truth." The fundamental belief of metaphysicians is 
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THE BELIEF IN ANTITHESES OF VALUES. It never occurred even to the wariest of 

them to doubt here on the very threshold (where doubt, however, was most necessary); 

though they had made a solemn vow, "DE OMNIBUS DUBITANDUM." For it may be 

doubted, firstly, whether antitheses exist at all; and secondly, whether the popular 

valuations and antitheses of value upon which metaphysicians have set their seal, are not 

perhaps merely superficial estimates, merely provisional perspectives, besides being 

probably made from some corner, perhaps from below—"frog perspectives," as it were, 

to borrow an expression current among painters. In spite of all the value which may 

belong to the true, the positive, and the unselfish, it might be possible that a higher and 

more fundamental value for life generally should be assigned to pretence, to the will to 

delusion, to selfishness, and cupidity. It might even be possible that WHAT constitutes 

the value of those good and respected things, consists precisely in their being insidiously 

related, knotted, and crocheted to these evil and apparently opposed things—perhaps 

even in being essentially identical with them. Perhaps! But who wishes to concern 

himself with such dangerous "Perhapses"! For that investigation one must await the 

advent of a new order of philosophers, such as will have other tastes and inclinations, the 

reverse of those hitherto prevalent—philosophers of the dangerous "Perhaps" in every 

sense of the term. And to speak in all seriousness, I see such new philosophers beginning 

to appear. 

4. The falseness of an opinion is not for us any objection to it: it is here, perhaps, that our 

new language sounds most strangely. The question is, how far an opinion is lifefurthering, , 

species-preserving, perhaps species-rearing, and we are fundamentally  

inclined to maintain that the falsest opinions (to which the synthetic judgments a priori 

belong), are the most indispensable to us, that without a recognition of logical fictions, 

without a comparison of reality with the purely IMAGINED world of the absolute and 

immutable, without a constant counterfeiting of the world by means of numbers, man 

could not live—that the renunciation of false opinions would be a renunciation of life, a 

negation of life. TO RECOGNISE UNTRUTH AS A CONDITION OF LIFE; that is 

certainly to impugn the traditional ideas of value in a dangerous manner, and a 

philosophy which ventures to do so, has thereby alone placed itself beyond good and evil. 

6. It has gradually become clear to me what every great philosophy up till now has 

consisted of—namely, the confession of its originator, and a species of involuntary and 

unconscious auto-biography; and moreover that the moral (or immoral) purpose in every 

philosophy has constituted the true vital germ out of which the entire plant has always 

grown. Indeed, to understand how the abstrusest metaphysical assertions of a philosopher 

have been arrived at, it is always well (and wise) to first ask oneself: "What morality do 

they (or does he) aim at?" Accordingly, I do not believe that an "impulse to knowledge" 

is the father of philosophy; but that another impulse, here as elsewhere, has only made 

use of knowledge (and mistaken knowledge!) as an instrument. But whoever considers 

the fundamental impulses of man with a view to determining how far they may have here 

acted as INSPIRING GENII (or as demons and cobolds), will find that they have all 

practiced philosophy at one time or another, and that each one of them would have been 

only too glad to look upon itself as the ultimate end of existence and the legitimate 
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LORD over all the other impulses. For every impulse is imperious, and as SUCH, 

attempts to philosophize. To be sure, in the case of scholars, in the case of really 

scientific men, it may be otherwise—"better," if you will; there there may really be such a 

thing as an "impulse to knowledge," some kind of small, independent clock-work, which, 

when well wound up, works away industriously to that end, WITHOUT the rest of the 

scholarly impulses taking any material part therein. The actual "interests" of the scholar, 

therefore, are generally in quite another direction—in the family, perhaps, or in moneymaking, 

or in politics; it is, in fact, almost indifferent at what point of research his little 

machine is placed, and whether the hopeful young worker becomes a good philologist, a 

mushroom specialist, or a chemist; he is not CHARACTERISED by becoming this or 

that. In the philosopher, on the contrary, there is absolutely nothing impersonal; and 

above all, his morality furnishes a decided and decisive testimony as to WHO HE IS,— 

that is to say, in what order the deepest impulses of his nature stand to each other. 

8. There is a point in every philosophy at which the "conviction" of the philosopher 

appears on the scene; or, to put it in the words of an ancient mystery: 

Adventavit asinus, Pulcher et fortissimus. 

[The “ass” (donkey, simpleton or fool) comes this way, beautiful and most bold.] 

9. You desire to LIVE "according to Nature"? Oh, you noble Stoics, what fraud of words! 

Imagine to yourselves a being like Nature, boundlessly extravagant, boundlessly 

indifferent, without purpose or consideration, without pity or justice, at once fruitful and 

barren and uncertain: imagine to yourselves INDIFFERENCE as a power—how COULD 

you live in accordance with such indifference? To live—is not that just endeavouring to 

be otherwise than this Nature? Is not living valuing, preferring, being unjust, being 

limited, endeavouring to be different? And granted that your imperative, "living 

according to Nature," means actually the same as "living according to life"—how could 

you do DIFFERENTLY? Why should you make a principle out of what you yourselves 

are, and must be? In reality, however, it is quite otherwise with you: while you pretend to 

read with rapture the canon of your law in Nature, you want something quite the contrary, 

you extraordinary stage-players and self-deluders! In your pride you wish to dictate your 

morals and ideals to Nature, to Nature herself, and to incorporate them therein; you insist 

that it shall be Nature "according to the Stoa," and would like everything to be made after 

your own image, as a vast, eternal glorification and generalism of Stoicism! With all your 

love for truth, you have forced yourselves so long, so persistently, and with such hypnotic 

rigidity to see Nature FALSELY, that is to say, Stoically, that you are no longer able to 

see it otherwise—and to crown all, some unfathomable superciliousness gives you the 

Bedlamite hope that BECAUSE you are able to tyrannize over yourselves—Stoicism is 

self-tyranny—Nature will also allow herself to be tyrannized over: is not the Stoic a 

PART of Nature? . . . But this is an old and everlasting story: what happened in old times 

with the Stoics still happens today, as soon as ever a philosophy begins to believe in 

itself. It always creates the world in its own image; it cannot do otherwise; philosophy is 

this tyrannical impulse itself, the most spiritual Will to Power, the will to "creation of the 

world," the will to the causa prima. 
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WHAT IS NOBLE 

257. Every elevation of the type “man” has hitherto been the work of an aristocratic 

society—and so will it always be—a society believing in a long scale of gradations of 

rank and differences of worth among human beings, and requiring slavery in some form 

or other. Without the pathos of distance, such as grows out of the incarnated difference of 

classes, out of the constant out-looking and down-looking of the ruling caste on 

subordinates and instruments, and out of their equally constant practice of obeying and 

commanding, of keeping down and keeping at a distance—that other more mysterious 

pathos could never have arisen, the longing for an ever new widening of distance within 

the soul itself, the formation of ever higher, rarer, further, more extended, more 

comprehensive states—in short, just the elevation of the type “man,” the continued 

“selfsurmounting of man,” to use a moral formula in a super-moral sense. To be sure, one 

must not resign oneself to any humanitarian illusions about the history of the origin of an 

aristocratic society (that is to say, of the preliminary condition for the elevation of the 

type “man”): the truth is hard. Let us acknowledge without prejudice how every higher 

civilization hitherto has originated! Men with a still natural nature—barbarians in every 

terrible sense of the word, men of prey, still in possession of unbroken strength of will 

and desire for power—threw themselves upon weaker, more moral, more peaceful races 

(perhaps trading or cattle-rearing communities), or upon old mellow civilizations in 

which the final vital force was flickering out in brilliant fireworks of wit and depravity. 

At the commencement, the noble caste was always the barbarian caste. Their superiority 

did not consist first of all in their physical, but in their psychical power—they were more 

complete men (which at every point also implies the same as “more complete beasts”). 

258. Corruption—as the indication that anarchy threatens to break out among the 

instincts, and that the foundation of the emotions, called “life, ” is convulsed—is 

something radically different according to the organization in which it manifests itself. 

When, for instance, an aristocracy like that of France at the beginning of the Revolution 

flung away its privileges with sublime disgust and sacrificed itself to an excess of its 

moral sentiments, it was corruption—it was really only the closing act of the corruption 

which had existed for centuries, by virtue of which that aristocracy had abdicated step by 

step its lordly prerogatives and lowered itself to a function of royalty (in the end even to 

its decoration and parade-dress). The essential thing, however, in a good and healthy 

aristocracy is that it should not regard itself as a function either of the kingship or the 

commonwealth, but as the significance and highest justification [of it]—that it should 

therefore accept with a good conscience the sacrifice of a legion of individuals who, for 

its sake, must be suppressed and reduced to imperfect men, to slaves and instruments. Its 

fundamental belief must be precisely that society is not allowed to exist for its own sake, 

but only as a foundation and scaffolding by means of which a select class of beings may 

be able to elevate themselves to their higher duties, and in general to a higher existence— 

like those sun-seeking climbing plants in Java (they are called Sipo matador), which 

encircle an oak so long and so often with their arms, until at last, high above it, but 

supported by it, they can unfold their tops in the open light and exhibit their happiness. 

259. To refrain mutually from injury, from violence, from exploitation, and to put 
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one’s will on a par with that of others—this may result in a certain rough sense in good 

conduct among individuals when the necessary conditions are given (namely, the actual 

similarity of the individuals in amount of force and degree of worth, and their co-relation 

within one organization). As soon, however, as one wished to take this principle more 

generally, and if possible even as the fundamental principle of society, it would 

immediately disclose what it really is—namely, a will to the denial of life, a principle of 

dissolution and decay. Here one must think profoundly to the very basis and resist all 

sentimental weakness: life itself is essentially appropriation, injury, conquest of the 

strange and weak, suppression, severity, obtrusion of peculiar forms, incorporation, and 

at the least (putting it most mildly), exploitation. ... because life is precisely will to 

power. On no point, however, is the ordinary consciousness of Europeans more 

unwilling to be corrected than on this matter; people now rave everywhere, even under 

the guise of science, about coming conditions of society in which “the exploiting 

character” is to be absent. That sounds to my ears as if they promised to invent a mode of 

life which should refrain from all organic functions. “Exploitation” does not belong to a 

depraved, or imperfect and primitive society: it belongs to the nature of the living being 

as a primary organic function; it is a consequence of the intrinsic will to power, which is 

precisely the will to life. Granting that as a theory this is a novelty—as a reality it is the 

fundamental fact of all history: let us be so far honest towards ourselves! 

260. In a tour through the many finer and coarser moralities which have hitherto 

prevailed or still prevail on the earth, I found certain traits recurring regularly together 

and connected with one another, until finally two primary types revealed themselves to 

me, and a radical distinction was brought to light. There is master morality and slave 

morality—I would at once add, however, that in all higher and mixed civilizations, there 

are also attempts at the reconciliation of the two moralities; but one finds still oftener the 

confusion and mutual misunderstanding of them, indeed, sometimes their close 

juxtaposition—even in the same man, within one soul. The distinctions of moral values 

have either originated in a ruling caste, pleasantly conscious of being different from the 

ruled—“What is injurious to me is injurious in itself”; he knows that it is he himself only 

who confers honor on things; he is a creator of values. He honors whatever he recognizes 

in himself: such morality is self-glorification. In the foreground there is the feeling of 

plenitude, of power, which seeks to over-flow, the happiness of high tension, the 

consciousness of a wealth which would give and bestow. The noble man also helps the 

unfortunate, but not—or scarcely—out of pity, but rather from an impulse generated by 

the superabundance of power. The noble man honors in himself the powerful one, him 

also who has power over himself, who knows how to speak and how to keep silence, who 

takes pleasure in subjecting himself to severity and hardness, and has reverence for all 

that is severe and hard. “Wotan placed a hard heart in my breast, ” says an old 

Scandinavian saga: it is thus rightly expressed from the soul of a proud Viking. Such a 

type of man is even proud of not being made for sympathy; the hero of the saga therefore 

adds warningly: “He who has not a hard heart when young, will never have one. ” The 

noble and brave who think thus are the furthest removed from the morality which sees 

precisely in sympathy, or in acting for the good of others, or in désintéressement 
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[unselfishness] the characteristic of the moral; faith in oneself, pride in oneself, a radical 

enmity and irony towards “selflessness, ” belong as definitely to noble morality as do a 

careless scorn and precaution in presence of sympathy and the “warm heart. ” It is the 

powerful who know-how to honor; it is their art, their domain for invention. The 

profound reverence for age and for tradition (all law rests on this double reverence), the 

belief and prejudice in favor of ancestors and unfavorable to newcomers, is typical in the 

morality of the powerful. ...It is otherwise with the second type of morality, slave 

morality. Supposing that the abused, the oppressed, the suffering, the unemancipated, the 

weary, and those uncertain of themselves, should moralize; what will be the common 

element in their moral estimates? Probably a pessimistic suspicion with regard to the 

entire situation of man will find expression, perhaps a condemnation of man, together 

with his situation. The slave has an unfavorable eye for the virtues of the powerful; he 

has a skepticism and distrust, a refinement of distrust of everything “good” that is there 

honored—he would persuade himself that the very happiness there is not genuine. On the 

other hand, those qualities which serve to alleviate the existence of sufferers are brought 

into prominence and flooded with light; it is here that sympathy, the kind, helping hand, 

the warm heart, patience, diligence, humility, and friendliness attain to honor; for here 

these are the most useful qualities and almost the only means of supporting the burden of 

existence. Slave morality is essentially the morality of utility. Here is the seat of the 

origin of the famous antithesis “good” and “evil”—power and dangerousness are 

assumed to reside in the evil, a certain dreadfulness, subtlety, and strength, which do not 

admit of being despised. According to slave morality, therefore, the “evil” man arouses 

fear; according to master morality, it is precisely the “good” man who arouses fear and 

seeks to arouse it, while the bad man is regarded as the despicable being. The contrast 

attains its maximum when, in accordance with the logical consequences of slave 

morality, a shade of depreciation—it may be slight and well intentioned—at last attaches 

itself even to the “good” man of this morality; because, according to the servile mode of 

thought, the good man must in any case be the safeman: he is good-natured, easily 

deceived, perhaps a little stupid, un bonhomme [a simple-minded person, literally “a good 

man.”]. Everywhere that slave morality gains the ascendancy, language shows a 

tendency to approximate the significations of the words “good” and “stupid. ” A last 

fundamental difference: the desire for freedom, the instinct for happiness and the  

refinements of the feeling of liberty belong as necessarily to slave morals and morality, as 

artifice and enthusiasm in reverence and devotion are the regular symptoms of an 

aristocratic mode of thinking and estimating. Hence we can understand without further 

detail why love as a passion—it is our European specialty—must absolutely be of noble 

origin. As is well known, its invention is due to the Provençal poet-cavaliers, those 

brilliant ingenious men of the “gai saber” [“the art of the troubadours” (a fourteenth 

century French term which means, literally, “the merry science”] to whom Europe owes 

so much, and almost owes itself. ... 

265. At the risk of displeasing innocent ears, I submit that egoism belongs to the 

essence of a noble soul—I mean the unalterable belief that to a being such as “we,” other 

beings must naturally be in subjection, and have to sacrifice themselves. The noble soul 
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accepts the fact of his egoism without question, and also without consciousness of 

harshness, constraint, or arbitrariness therein, but rather as something that may have its 

basis in the primary law of things. If he sought a designation for it, he would say: “It is 

justice itself.” He acknowledges under certain circumstances, which made him hesitate at 

first, that there are other equally privileged ones; as soon as he has settled this question of 

rank, he moves among those equals and equally privileged ones with the same assurance, 

as regards modesty and delicate respect, which he enjoys in intercourse with himself—in 

accordance with an innate heavenly mechanism which all the stars understand. It is an 

additional instance of his egoism, this artfulness and self-limitation in intercourse with 

his equals (every star is a similar egoist). He honors himself in them; and in the rights 

which he concedes to them, he has no doubt that the exchange of honors and rights, as the 

essence of all intercourse, belongs also to the natural condition of things. The noble soul 

gives as he takes, prompted by the passionate and sensitive instinct of requital, which is 

at the root of his nature. The notion of “favor” has, inter pares [“among equals”] neither 

significance nor good repute; there may be a sublime way of letting gifts, as it were, light 

upon one from above, and of drinking them thirstily like dewdrops; but for those arts and 

displays the noble soul has no aptitude. His egoism hinders him here: in general, he looks 

“aloft” unwillingly—he looks either forward, horizontally and deliberately, or 

downwards; he knows that he is on a height. ... 

272. Signs of nobility: never to think of lowering our duties to the rank of duties for 

everybody; to be unwilling to renounce or to share our responsibilities; to count our 

prerogatives, and the exercise of them, among our duties. ... 

287 What is noble? What does the word “noble” still mean for us nowadays? How 

does the noble man betray himself, how is he recognized under this heavy overcast sky of 

the commencing plebeianism, by which everything is rendered opaque and leaden? It is 

not his actions which establish his claim (actions are always ambiguous, always 

inscrutable); neither is it his “works.” One finds nowadays among artists and scholars 

plenty of those who betray by their works that a profound longing for nobleness impels 

them; but this very need of nobleness is radically different from the needs of the noble 

soul itself, and is in fact the eloquent and dangerous sign of the lack thereof. It is not the 

works, but the belief which is here decisive and determines the order of rank—to employ 

once more an old religious formula with a new and deeper meaning. It is some 

fundamental certainty which a noble soul has about itself, something which is not to be 

sought, is not to be found, and perhaps, also, is not to be lost. The noble soul has 

reverence for itself. 
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GORGIAS BY PLATO 
Selection 

 

SOCRATES: I praised you at first, Polus, for being a rhetorician rather than a reasoner. And this, 

as I suppose, is the sort of argument with which you fancy that a child might refute me, and by 

which I stand refuted when I say that the unjust man is not happy. But, my good friend, where 

is the refutation? I cannot admit a word which you have been saying. 

POLUS: That is because you will not; for you surely must think as I do. 

SOCRATES: Not so, my simple friend, but because you will refute me after the manner which 

rhetoricians practise in courts of law. For there the one party think that they refute the other 

when they bring forward a number of witnesses of good repute in proof of their allegations, and 

their adversary has only a single one or none at all. But this kind of proof is of no value where 

truth is the aim; a man may often be sworn down by a multitude of false witnesses who have a 

great air of respectability. And in this argument nearly every one, Athenian and stranger alike, 

would be on your side, if you should bring witnesses in disproof of my statement; — you may, 

if you will, summon Nicias the son of Niceratus, and let his brothers, who gave the row of 

tripods which stand in the precincts of Dionysus, come with him; or you may summon 

Aristocrates, the son of Scellius, who is the giver of that famous offering which is at Delphi; 

summon, if you will, the whole house of Pericles, or any other great Athenian family whom you 

choose; — they will all agree with you: I only am left alone and cannot agree, for you do not 

convince me; although you produce many false witnesses against me, in the hope of depriving 

me of my inheritance, which is the truth. But I consider that nothing worth speaking of will 

have been effected by me unless I make you the one witness of my words; nor by you, unless 

you make me the one witness of yours; no matter about the rest of the world. For there are two 

ways of refutation, one which is yours and that of the world in general; but mine is of another 

sort — let us compare them, and see in what they differ. For, indeed, we are at issue about 

matters which to know is honourable and not to know disgraceful; to know or not to know 

happiness and misery — that is the chief of them. And what knowledge can be nobler? or what 

ignorance more disgraceful than this? And therefore I will begin by asking you whether you do 

not think that a man who is unjust and doing injustice can be happy, seeing that you think 

Archelaus unjust, and yet happy? May I assume this to be your opinion? 

POLUS: Certainly. 

SOCRATES: But I say that this is an impossibility — here is one point about which we are at 

issue:— very good. And do you mean to say also that if he meets with retribution and 

punishment he will still be happy? 

POLUS: Certainly not; in that case he will be most miserable. 

SOCRATES: On the other hand, if the unjust be not punished, then, according to you, he will be 

happy? 

POLUS: Yes. 

SOCRATES: But in my opinion, Polus, the unjust or doer of unjust actions is miserable in any 

case — more miserable, however, if he be not punished and does not meet with retribution, and 

less miserable if he be punished and meets with retribution at the hands of gods and men. 

POLUS: You are maintaining a strange doctrine, Socrates. 
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SOCRATES: I shall try to make you agree with me, O my friend, for as a friend I regard you. 

Then these are the points at issue between us — are they not? I was saying that to do is worse 

than to suffer injustice? 

POLUS: Exactly so. 

SOCRATES: And you said the opposite? 

POLUS: Yes. 

SOCRATES: I said also that the wicked are miserable, and you refuted me? 

POLUS: By Zeus, I did. 

SOCRATES: In your own opinion, Polus. 

POLUS: Yes, and I rather suspect that I was in the right. 

SOCRATES: You further said that the wrong-doer is happy if he be unpunished? 

POLUS: Certainly. 

SOCRATES: And I affirm that he is most miserable, and that those who are punished are less 

miserable — are you going to refute this proposition also? 

POLUS: A proposition which is harder of refutation than the other, Socrates. 

SOCRATES: Say rather, Polus, impossible; for who can refute the truth? 

POLUS: What do you mean? If a man is detected in an unjust attempt to make himself a tyrant, 

and when detected is racked, mutilated, has his eyes burned out, and after having had all sorts 

of great injuries inflicted on him, and having seen his wife and children suffer the like, is at last 

impaled or tarred and burned alive, will he be happier than if he escape and become a tyrant, 

and continue all through life doing what he likes and holding the reins of government, the envy 

and admiration both of citizens and strangers? Is that the paradox which, as you say, cannot be 

refuted? 

SOCRATES: There again, noble Polus, you are raising hobgoblins instead of refuting me; just 

now you were calling witnesses against me. But please to refresh my memory a little; did you 

say —‘in an unjust attempt to make himself a tyrant’? 

POLUS: Yes, I did. 

SOCRATES: Then I say that neither of them will be happier than the other, — neither he who 

unjustly acquires a tyranny, nor he who suffers in the attempt, for of two miserables one cannot 

be the happier, but that he who escapes and becomes a tyrant is the more miserable of the two. 

Do you laugh, Polus? Well, this is a new kind of refutation — when any one says anything, 

instead of refuting him to laugh at him. 

POLUS: But do you not think, Socrates, that you have been sufficiently refuted, when you say 

that which no human being will allow? Ask the company. 

SOCRATES: O Polus, I am not a public man, and only last year, when my tribe were serving as 

Prytanes, and it became my duty as their president to take the votes, there was a laugh at me, 

because I was unable to take them. And as I failed then, you must not ask me to count the 

suffrages of the company now; but if, as I was saying, you have no better argument than 

numbers, let me have a turn, and do you make trial of the sort of proof which, as I think, is 

required; for I shall produce one witness only of the truth of my words, and he is the person 

with whom I am arguing; his suffrage I know how to take; but with the many I have nothing to 

do, and do not even address myself to them. May I ask then whether you will answer in turn 

and have your words put to the proof? For I certainly think that I and you and every man do 
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really believe, that to do is a greater evil than to suffer injustice: and not to be punished than to 

be punished. 

POLUS: And I should say neither I, nor any man: would you yourself, for example, suffer rather 

than do injustice? 

SOCRATES: Yes, and you, too; I or any man would. 

POLUS: Quite the reverse; neither you, nor I, nor any man. 

SOCRATES: But will you answer? 

POLUS: To be sure, I will; for I am curious to hear what you can have to say. 

SOCRATES: Tell me, then, and you will know, and let us suppose that I am beginning at the 

beginning: which of the two, Polus, in your opinion, is the worst? — to do injustice or to suffer? 

POLUS: I should say that suffering was worst. 

SOCRATES: And which is the greater disgrace? — Answer. 

POLUS: To do. 

SOCRATES: And the greater disgrace is the greater evil? 

POLUS: Certainly not. 

SOCRATES: I understand you to say, if I am not mistaken, that the honourable is not the same 

as the good, or the disgraceful as the evil? 

POLUS: Certainly not. 

SOCRATES: Let me ask a question of you: When you speak of beautiful things, such as bodies, 

colours, figures, sounds, institutions, do you not call them beautiful in reference to some 

standard: bodies, for example, are beautiful in proportion as they are useful, or as the sight of 

them gives pleasure to the spectators; can you give any other account of personal beauty? 

POLUS: I cannot. 

SOCRATES: And you would say of figures or colours generally that they were beautiful, either 

by reason of the pleasure which they give, or of their use, or of both? 

POLUS: Yes, I should. 

SOCRATES: And you would call sounds and music beautiful for the same reason? 

POLUS: I should. 

SOCRATES: Laws and institutions also have no beauty in them except in so far as they are 

useful or pleasant or both? 

POLUS: I think not. 

SOCRATES: And may not the same be said of the beauty of knowledge? 

POLUS: To be sure, Socrates; and I very much approve of your measuring beauty by the 

standard of pleasure and utility. 

SOCRATES: And deformity or disgrace may be equally measured by the opposite standard of 

pain and evil? 

POLUS: Certainly. 

SOCRATES: Then when of two beautiful things one exceeds in beauty, the measure of the 

excess is to be taken in one or both of these; that is to say, in pleasure or utility or both? 

POLUS: Very true. 

SOCRATES: And of two deformed things, that which exceeds in deformity or disgrace, exceeds 

either in pain or evil — must it not be so? 

POLUS: Yes. 
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SOCRATES: But then again, what was the observation which you just now made, about doing 

and suffering wrong? Did you not say, that suffering wrong was more evil, and doing wrong 

more disgraceful? 

POLUS: I did. 

SOCRATES: Then, if doing wrong is more disgraceful than suffering, the more disgraceful must 

be more painful and must exceed in pain or in evil or both: does not that also follow? 

POLUS: Of course. 

SOCRATES: First, then, let us consider whether the doing of injustice exceeds the suffering in 

the consequent pain: Do the injurers suffer more than the injured? 

POLUS: No, Socrates; certainly not. 

SOCRATES: Then they do not exceed in pain? 

POLUS: No. 

SOCRATES: But if not in pain, then not in both? 

POLUS: Certainly not. 

SOCRATES: Then they can only exceed in the other? 

POLUS: Yes. 

SOCRATES: That is to say, in evil? 

POLUS: True. 

SOCRATES: Then doing injustice will have an excess of evil, and will therefore be a greater evil 

than suffering injustice? 

POLUS: Clearly. 

SOCRATES: But have not you and the world already agreed that to do injustice is more 

disgraceful than to suffer? 

POLUS: Yes. 

SOCRATES: And that is now discovered to be more evil? 

POLUS: True. 

SOCRATES: And would you prefer a greater evil or a greater dishonour to a less one? Answer, 

Polus, and fear not; for you will come to no harm if you nobly resign yourself into the healing 

hand of the argument as to a physician without shrinking, and either say ‘Yes’ or ‘No’ to me. 

POLUS: I should say ‘No.’ 

SOCRATES: Would any other man prefer a greater to a less evil? 

POLUS: No, not according to this way of putting the case, Socrates. 

SOCRATES: Then I said truly, Polus, that neither you, nor I, nor any man, would rather do than 

suffer injustice; for to do injustice is the greater evil of the two. 

POLUS: That is the conclusion. 

SOCRATES: You see, Polus, when you compare the two kinds of refutations, how unlike they 

are. All men, with the exception of myself, are of your way of thinking; but your single assent 

and witness are enough for me — I have no need of any other, I take your suffrage, and am 

regardless of the rest. Enough of this, and now let us proceed to the next question; which is, 

Whether the greatest of evils to a guilty man is to suffer punishment, as you supposed, or 

whether to escape punishment is not a greater evil, as I supposed. Consider:— You would say 

that to suffer punishment is another name for being justly corrected when you do wrong? 

POLUS: I should. 



48 
 

SOCRATES: And would you not allow that all just things are honourable in so far as they are 

just? Please to reflect, and tell me your opinion. 

POLUS: Yes, Socrates, I think that they are. 

SOCRATES: Consider again:— Where there is an agent, must there not also be a patient? 

POLUS: I should say so. 

SOCRATES: And will not the patient suffer that which the agent does, and will not the suffering 

have the quality of the action? I mean, for example, that if a man strikes, there must be 

something which is stricken? 

POLUS: Yes. 

SOCRATES: And if the striker strikes violently or quickly, that which is struck will he struck 

violently or quickly? 

POLUS: True. 

SOCRATES: And the suffering to him who is stricken is of the same nature as the act of him 

who strikes? 

POLUS: Yes. 

SOCRATES: And if a man burns, there is something which is burned? 

POLUS: Certainly. 

SOCRATES: And if he burns in excess or so as to cause pain, the thing burned will be burned in 

the same way? 

POLUS: Truly. 

SOCRATES: And if he cuts, the same argument holds — there will be something cut? 

POLUS: Yes. 

SOCRATES: And if the cutting be great or deep or such as will cause pain, the cut will be of the 

same nature? 

POLUS: That is evident. 

SOCRATES: Then you would agree generally to the universal proposition which I was just now 

asserting: that the affection of the patient answers to the affection of the agent? 

POLUS: I agree. 

SOCRATES: Then, as this is admitted, let me ask whether being punished is suffering or acting? 

POLUS: Suffering, Socrates; there can be no doubt of that. 

SOCRATES: And suffering implies an agent? 

POLUS: Certainly, Socrates; and he is the punisher. 

SOCRATES: And he who punishes rightly, punishes justly? 

POLUS: Yes. 

SOCRATES: And therefore he acts justly? 

POLUS: Justly. 

SOCRATES: Then he who is punished and suffers retribution, suffers justly? 

POLUS: That is evident. 

SOCRATES: And that which is just has been admitted to be honourable? 

POLUS: Certainly. 

SOCRATES: Then the punisher does what is honourable, and the punished suffers what is 

honourable? 

POLUS: True. 
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SOCRATES: And if what is honourable, then what is good, for the honourable is either pleasant 

or useful? 

POLUS: Certainly. 

SOCRATES: Then he who is punished suffers what is good? 

POLUS: That is true. 

SOCRATES: Then he is benefited? 

POLUS: Yes. 

SOCRATES: Do I understand you to mean what I mean by the term ‘benefited’? I mean, that if 

he be justly punished his soul is improved. 

POLUS: Surely. 

SOCRATES: Then he who is punished is delivered from the evil of his soul? 

POLUS: Yes. 

SOCRATES: And is he not then delivered from the greatest evil? Look at the matter in this 

way:— In respect of a man’s estate, do you see any greater evil than poverty? 

POLUS: There is no greater evil. 

SOCRATES: Again, in a man’s bodily frame, you would say that the evil is weakness and 

disease and deformity? 

POLUS: I should. 

SOCRATES: And do you not imagine that the soul likewise has some evil of her own? 

POLUS: Of course. 

SOCRATES: And this you would call injustice and ignorance and cowardice, and the like? 

POLUS: Certainly. 

SOCRATES: So then, in mind, body, and estate, which are three, you have pointed out three 

corresponding evils — injustice, disease, poverty? 

POLUS: True. 

SOCRATES: And which of the evils is the most disgraceful? — Is not the most disgraceful of 

them injustice, and in general the evil of the soul? 

POLUS: By far the most. 

SOCRATES: And if the most disgraceful, then also the worst? 

POLUS: What do you mean, Socrates? 

SOCRATES: I mean to say, that is most disgraceful has been already admitted to be most 

painful or hurtful, or both. 

POLUS: Certainly. 

SOCRATES: And now injustice and all evil in the soul has been admitted by us to be most 

disgraceful? 

POLUS: It has been admitted. 
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THE LITTLE PRINCE BY ANTOINE DE SAINT-EXUPERY 
 

I 

Once when I was six years old I saw a magnificent picture in a book, called True Stories from 

Nature, about the primeval forest. It was a picture of a boa constrictor in the act of swallowing 

an animal. Here is a copy of the drawing. 

 

Boa 

In the book it said: "Boa constrictors swallow their prey whole, without chewing it. After that 

they are not able to move, and they sleep through the six months that they need for digestion." 

 

I pondered deeply, then, over the adventures of the jungle. And after some work with a colored 

pencil I succeeded in making my first drawing. My Drawing Number One. It looked something 

like this: 

 

Hat 

I showed my masterpiece to the grown-ups, and asked them whether the drawing frightened 

them. 

 

But they answered: "Frighten? Why should any one be frightened by a hat?" 

 

My drawing was not a picture of a hat. It was a picture of a boa constrictor digesting an 

elephant. But since the grown-ups were not able to understand it, I made another drawing: I 

drew the inside of a boa constrictor, so that the grown-ups could see it clearly. They always 

need to have things explained. My Drawing Number Two looked like this: 

 

Elephant inside the boa 

The grown-ups' response, this time, was to advise me to lay aside my drawings of boa 

constrictors, whether from the inside or the outside, and devote myself instead to geography, 

history, arithmetic, and grammar. That is why, at the age of six, I gave up what might have been 

a magnificent career as a painter. I had been disheartened by the failure of my Drawing 

Number One and my Drawing Number Two. Grown-ups never understand anything by 

themselves, and it is tiresome for children to be always and forever explaining things to them. 

 

So then I chose another profession, and learned to pilot airplanes. I have flown a little over all 

parts of the world; and it is true that geography has been very useful to me. At a glance I can 

distinguish China from Arizona. If one gets lost in the night, such knowledge is valuable. 

 

In the course of this life I have had a great many encounters with a great many people who have 

been concerned with matters of consequence. I have lived a great deal among grown-ups. I have 

seen them intimately, close at hand. And that hasn't much improved my opinion of them. 
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Whenever I met one of them who seemed to me at all clear-sighted, I tried the experiment of 

showing him my Drawing Number One, which I have always kept. I would try to find out, so, 

if this was a person of true understanding. But, whoever it was, he, or she, would always say: 

 

"That is a hat." 

 

Then I would never talk to that person about boa constrictors, or primeval forests, or stars. I 

would bring myself down to his level. I would talk to him about bridge, and golf, and politics, 

and neckties. And the grown-up would be greatly pleased to have met such a sensible man. 

 

II 

So I lived my life alone, without anyone that I could really talk to, until I had an accident with 

my plane in the Desert of Sahara, six years ago. Something was broken in my engine. And as I 

had with me neither a mechanic nor any passengers, I set myself to attempt the difficult repairs 

all alone. It was a question of life or death for me: I had scarcely enough drinking water to last a 

week. 

 

The first night, then, I went to sleep on the sand, a thousand miles from any human habitation. I 

was more isolated than a shipwrecked sailor on a raft in the middle of the ocean. Thus you can 

imagine my amazement, at sunrise, when I was awakened by an odd little voice. It said: 

 

"If you please--draw me a sheep!" 

 

"What!" 

 

"Draw me a sheep!" 

 

I jumped to my feet, completely thunderstruck. I blinked my eyes hard. I looked carefully all 

around me. And I saw a most extraordinary small person, who stood there examining me with 

great seriousness. Here you may see the best portrait that, later, I was able to make of him. But 

my drawing is certainly very much less charming than its model. 

 

The Little prince 

That, however, is not my fault. The grown-ups discouraged me in my painter's career when I 

was six years old, and I never learned to draw anything, except boas from the outside and boas 

from the inside. 

 

Now I stared at this sudden apparition with my eyes fairly starting out of my head in 

astonishment. Remember, I had crashed in the desert a thousand miles from any inhabited 

region. And yet my little man seemed neither to be straying uncertainly among the sands, nor 

to be fainting from fatigue or hunger or thirst or fear. Nothing about him gave any suggestion 

of a child lost in the middle of the desert, a thousand miles from any human habitation. When at 

last I was able to speak, I said to him: 
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"But--what are you doing here?" 

 

And in answer he repeated, very slowly, as if he were speaking of a matter of great 

consequence: 

 

"If you please--draw me a sheep..." 

 

When a mystery is too overpowering, one dare not disobey. Absurd as it might seem to me, a 

thousand miles from any human habitation and in danger of death, I took out of my pocket a 

sheet of paper and my fountain-pen. But then I remembered how my studies had been 

concentrated on geography, history, arithmetic and grammar, and I told the little chap (a little 

crossly, too) that I did not know how to draw. He answered me: 

 

"That doesn't matter. Draw me a sheep..." 

 

But I had never drawn a sheep. So I drew for him one of the two pictures I had drawn so often. 

It was that of the boa constrictor from the outside. And I was astounded to hear the little fellow 

greet it with: 

 

"No, no, no! I do not want an elephant inside a boa constrictor. A boa constrictor is a very 

dangerous creature, and an elephant is very cumbersome. Where I live, everything is very 

small. What I need is a sheep. Draw me a sheep." 

 

So then I made a drawing. 

 

Sick sheep 

He looked at it carefully, then he said: 

 

"No. This sheep is already very sickly. Make me another." 

 

So I made another drawing. 

 

A ram. 

My friend smiled gently and indulgently. 

 

"You see yourself," he said, "that this is not a sheep. This is a ram. It has horns." 

 

So then I did my drawing over once more. 

 

But it was rejected too, just like the others. 

 

"This one is too old. I want a sheep that will live a long time." 
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Old sheep 

By this time my patience was exhausted, because I was in a hurry to start taking my engine 

apart. So I tossed off this drawing. 

 

Sheep in the box 

And I threw out an explanation with it. 

 

"This is only his box. The sheep you asked for is inside." 

 

I was very surprised to see a light break over the face of my young judge: 

 

"That is exactly the way I wanted it! Do you think that this sheep will have to have a great deal 

of grass?" 

 

"Why?" 

 

"Because where I live everything is very small..." 

 

"There will surely be enough grass for him," I said. "It is a very small sheep that I have given 

you." 

 

He bent his head over the drawing. 

 

"Not so small that--Look! He has gone to sleep..." 

 

And that is how I made the acquaintance of the little prince. 

 

III 

It took me a long time to learn where he came from. The little prince, who asked me so many 

questions, never seemed to hear the ones I asked him. It was from words dropped by chance 

that, little by little, everything was revealed to me. 

 

The first time he saw my airplane, for instance (I shall not draw my airplane; that would be 

much too complicated for me), he asked me: 

 

The Little prince 

"What is that object?" 

 

"That is not an object. It flies. It is an airplane. It is my airplane." 

 

And I was proud to have him learn that I could fly. 
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He cried out, then: 

 

"What! You dropped down from the sky?" 

 

"Yes," I answered, modestly. 

 

"Oh! That is funny!" 

 

And the little prince broke into a lovely peal of laughter, which irritated me very much. I like 

my misfortunes to be taken seriously. 

 

Then he added: 

 

"So you, too, come from the sky! Which is your planet?" 

 

At that moment I caught a gleam of light in the impenetrable mystery of his presence; and I 

demanded, abruptly: 

 

"Do you come from another planet?" 

 

But he did not reply. He tossed his head gently, without taking his eyes from my plane: 

 

"It is true that on that you can't have come from very far away..." 

 

And he sank into a reverie, which lasted a long time. Then, taking my sheep out of his pocket, 

he buried himself in the contemplation of his treasure. 

 

You can imagine how my curiosity was aroused by this half-confidence about the "other 

planets." I made a great effort, therefore, to find out more on this subject. 

 

"My little man, where do you come from? What is this 'where I live,' of which you speak? 

Where do you want to take your sheep?" 

 

After a reflective silence he answered: 

 

"The thing that is so good about the box you have given me is that at night he can use it as his 

house." 

 

"That is so. And if you are good I will give you a string, too, so that you can tie him during the 

day, and a post to tie him to." 

 

But the little prince seemed shocked by this offer: 
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The Little prince and stars 

"Tie him! What a queer idea!" 

 

"But if you don't tie him," I said, "he will wander off somewhere, and get lost." 

 

My friend broke into another peal of laughter: 

 

"But where do you think he would go?" 

 

"Anywhere. Straight ahead of him." 

 

Then the little prince said, earnestly: 

 

"That doesn't matter. Where I live, everything is so small!" 

 

And, with perhaps a hint of sadness, he added: 

 

"Straight ahead of him, nobody can go very far..." 

 

IV 

I had thus learned a second fact of great importance: this was that the planet the little prince 

came from was scarcely any larger than a house! 

 

But that did not really surprise me much. I knew very well that in addition to the great planets--

such as the Earth, Jupiter, Mars, Venus--to which we have given names, there are also hundreds 

of others, some of which are so small that one has a hard time seeing them through the 

telescope. When an astronomer discovers one of these he does not give it a name, but only a 

number. He might call it, for example, "Asteroid 325". 

 

I have serious reason to believe that the planet from which the little prince came is the asteroid 

known as B-612. 

 

This asteroid has only once been seen through the telescope. That was by a Turkish astronomer, 

in 1909. 

 

Star-gazer 

On making his discovery, the astronomer had presented it to the International Astronomical 

Congress, in a great demonstration. But he was in Turkish costume, and so nobody would 

believe what he said. 

 

Grown-ups are like that... 
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Fortunately, however, for the reputation of Asteroid B-612, a Turkish dictator made a law that 

his subjects, under pain of death, should change to European costume. So in 1920 the 

astronomer gave his demonstration all over again, dressed with impressive style and elegance. 

And this time everybody accepted his report. 

 

Turkish astronomer 

If I have told you these details about the asteroid, and made a note of its number for you, it is on 

account of the grown-ups and their ways. When you tell them that you have made a new friend, 

they never ask you any questions about essential matters. They never say to you, "What does 

his voice sound like? What games does he love best? Does he collect butterflies?" Instead, they 

demand: "How old is he? How many brothers has he? How much does he weigh? How much 

money does his father make?" Only from these figures do they think they have learned 

anything about him. 

 

If you were to say to the grown-ups: "I saw a beautiful house made of rosy brick, with 

geraniums in the windows and doves on the roof," they would not be able to get any idea of 

that house at all. You would have to say to them: "I saw a house that cost $20,000." Then they 

would exclaim: "Oh, what a pretty house that is!" 

 

Just so, you might say to them: "The proof that the little prince existed is that he was charming, 

that he laughed, and that he was looking for a sheep. If anybody wants a sheep, that is a proof 

that he exists." And what good would it do to tell them that? They would shrug their shoulders, 

and treat you like a child. But if you said to them: "The planet he came from is Asteroid B-612," 

then they would be convinced, and leave you in peace from their questions. 

 

European astronomer 

They are like that. One must not hold it against them. Children should always show great 

forbearance toward grown-up people. 

 

But certainly, for us who understand life, figures are a matter of indifference. I should have 

liked to begin this story in the fashion of the fairy-tales. I should have like to say: "Once upon a 

time there was a little prince who lived on a planet that was scarcely any bigger than himself, 

and who had need of a sheep..." 

 

To those who understand life, that would have given a much greater air of truth to my story. 

 

For I do not want any one to read my book carelessly. I have suffered too much grief in setting 

down these memories. Six years have already passed since my friend went away from me, with 

his sheep. If I try to describe him here, it is to make sure that I shall not forget him. To forget a 

friend is sad. Not every one has had a friend. And if I forget him, I may become like the grown-

ups who are no longer interested in anything but figures... 
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It is for that purpose, again, that I have bought a box of paints and some pencils. It is hard to 

take up drawing again at my age, when I have never made any pictures except those of the boa 

constrictor from the outside and the boa constrictor from the inside, since I was six. I shall 

certainly try to make my portraits as true to life as possible. But I am not at all sure of success. 

One drawing goes along all right, and another has no resemblance to its subject. I make some 

errors, too, in the little prince's height: in one place he is too tall and in another too short. And I 

feel some doubts about the color of his costume. So I fumble along as best I can, now good, now 

bad, and I hope generally fair-to-middling. 

 

In certain more important details I shall make mistakes, also. But that is something that will not 

be my fault. My friend never explained anything to me. He thought, perhaps, that I was like 

himself. But I, alas, do not know how to see sheep through the walls of boxes. Perhaps I am a 

little like the grown-ups. I have had to grow old. 

 

V 

As each day passed I would learn, in our talk, something about the little prince's planet, his 

departure from it, his journey. The information would come very slowly, as it might chance to 

fall from his thoughts. It was in this way that I heard, on the third day, about the catastrophe of 

the baobabs. 

 

This time, once more, I had the sheep to thank for it. For the little prince asked me abruptly--as 

if seized by a grave doubt--"It is true, isn't it, that sheep eat little bushes?" 

 

"Yes, that is true." 

 

"Ah! I am glad!" 

 

I did not understand why it was so important that sheep should eat little bushes. But the little 

prince added: 

 

"Then it follows that they also eat baobabs?" 

 

I pointed out to the little prince that baobabs were not little bushes, but, on the contrary, trees as 

big as castles; and that even if he took a whole herd of elephants away with him, the herd 

would not eat up one single baobab. 

 

The idea of the herd of elephants made the little prince laugh. 

 

"We would have to put them one on top of the other," he said. 

 

Elephans on the planet 

But he made a wise comment: 
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"Before they grow so big, the baobabs start out by being little." 

 

"That is strictly correct," I said. "But why do you want the sheep to eat the little baobabs?" 

 

He answered me at once, "Oh, come, come!", as if he were speaking of something that was self-

evident. And I was obliged to make a great mental effort to solve this problem, without any 

assistance. 

 

Indeed, as I learned, there were on the planet where the little prince lived--as on all planets--

good plants and bad plants. In consequence, there were good seeds from good plants, and bad 

seeds from bad plants. But seeds are invisible. They sleep deep in the heart of the earth's 

darkness, until some one among them is seized with the desire to awaken. Then this little seed 

will stretch itself and begin--timidly at first--to push a charming little sprig inoffensively 

upward toward the sun. If it is only a sprout of radish or the sprig of a rose-bush, one would let 

it grow wherever it might wish. But when it is a bad plant, one must destroy it as soon as 

possible, the very first instant that one recognizes it. 

 

Chare of the planet 

Now there were some terrible seeds on the planet that was the home of the little prince; and 

these were the seeds of the baobab. The soil of that planet was infested with them. A baobab is 

something you will never, never be able to get rid of if you attend to it too late. It spreads over 

the entire planet. It bores clear through it with its roots. And if the planet is too small, and the 

baobabs are too many, they split it in pieces... 

 

"It is a question of discipline," the little prince said to me later on. "When you've finished your 

own toilet in the morning, then it is time to attend to the toilet of your planet, just so, with the 

greatest care. You must see to it that you pull up regularly all the baobabs, at the very first 

moment when they can be distinguished from the rosebushes which they resemble so closely in 

their earliest youth. It is very tedious work," the little prince added, "but very easy." 

 

And one day he said to me: "You ought to make a beautiful drawing, so that the children where 

you live can see exactly how all this is. That would be very useful to them if they were to travel 

some day. Sometimes," he added, "there is no harm in putting off a piece of work until another 

day. But when it is a matter of baobabs, that always means a catastrophe. I knew a planet that 

was inhabited by a lazy man. He neglected three little bushes..." 

 

So, as the little prince described it to me, I have made a drawing of that planet. I do not much 

like to take the tone of a moralist. But the danger of the baobabs is so little understood, and such 

considerable risks would be run by anyone who might get lost on an asteroid, that for once I am 

breaking through my reserve. "Children," I say plainly, "watch out for the baobabs!" 
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My friends, like myself, have been skirting this danger for a long time, without ever knowing it; 

and so it is for them that I have worked so hard over this drawing. The lesson which I pass on 

by this means is worth all the trouble it has cost me. 

 

Baobabs 

Perhaps you will ask me, "Why are there no other drawing in this book as magnificent and 

impressive as this drawing of the baobabs?" 

 

The reply is simple. I have tried. But with the others I have not been successful. When I made 

the drawing of the baobabs I was carried beyond myself by the inspiring force of urgent 

necessity. 

 

VI 

Oh, little prince! Bit by bit I came to understand the secrets of your sad little life... For a long 

time you had found your only entertainment in the quiet pleasure of looking at the sunset. I 

learned that new detail on the morning of the fourth day, when you said to me: 

 

"I am very fond of sunsets. Come, let us go look at a sunset now." 

 

"But we must wait," I said. 

 

"Wait? For what?" 

 

"For the sunset. We must wait until it is time." 

 

At first you seemed to be very much surprised. And then you laughed to yourself. You said to 

me: 

 

"I am always thinking that I am at home!" 

 

Just so. Everybody knows that when it is noon in the United States the sun is setting over 

France. 

 

If you could fly to France in one minute, you could go straight into the sunset, right from noon. 

Unfortunately, France is too far away for that. But on your tiny planet, my little prince, all you 

need do is move your chair a few steps. You can see the day end and the twilight falling 

whenever you like... 

 

"One day," you said to me, "I saw the sunset forty-four times!" 

 

And a little later you added: 

 

"You know--one loves the sunset, when one is so sad..." 
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"Were you so sad, then?" I asked, "on the day of the forty-four sunsets?" 

 

But the little prince made no reply. 

 

Sunsets 

VII 

On the fifth day--again, as always, it was thanks to the sheep--the secret of the little prince's life 

was revealed to me. Abruptly, without anything to lead up to it, and as if the question had been 

born of long and silent meditation on his problem, he demanded: 

 

"A sheep--if it eats little bushes, does it eat flowers, too?" 

 

"A sheep," I answered, "eats anything it finds in its reach." 

 

"Even flowers that have thorns?" 

 

"Yes, even flowers that have thorns." 

 

"Then the thorns--what use are they?" 

 

I did not know. At that moment I was very busy trying to unscrew a bolt that had got stuck in 

my engine. I was very much worried, for it was becoming clear to me that the breakdown of my 

plane was extremely serious. And I had so little drinking-water left that I had to fear for the 

worst. 

 

"The thorns--what use are they?" 

 

The little prince never let go of a question, once he had asked it. As for me, I was upset over that 

bolt. And I answered with the first thing that came into my head: 

 

"The thorns are of no use at all. Flowers have thorns just for spite!" 

 

"Oh!" 

 

There was a moment of complete silence. Then the little prince flashed back at me, with a kind 

of resentfulness: 

 

"I don't believe you! Flowers are weak creatures. They are naďve. They reassure themselves as 

best they can. They believe that their thorns are terrible weapons..." 

 

I did not answer. At that instant I was saying to myself: "If this bolt still won't turn, I am going 

to knock it out with the hammer." Again the little prince disturbed my thoughts: 
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"And you actually believe that the flowers--" 

 

"Oh, no!" I cried. "No, no, no! I don't believe anything. I answered you with the first thing that 

came into my head. Don't you see--I am very busy with matters of consequence!" 

 

He stared at me, thunderstruck. 

 

"Matters of consequence!" 

 

He looked at me there, with my hammer in my hand, my fingers black with engine-grease, 

bending down over an object which seemed to him extremely ugly... 

 

"You talk just like the grown-ups!" 

 

That made me a little ashamed. But he went on, relentlessly: 

 

"You mix everything up together... You confuse everything..." 

 

He was really very angry. He tossed his golden curls in the breeze. 

 

"I know a planet where there is a certain red-faced gentleman. He has never smelled a flower. 

He has never looked at a star. He has never loved any one. He has never done anything in his 

life but add up figures. And all day he says over and over, just like you: 'I am busy with matters 

of consequence!' And that makes him swell up with pride. But he is not a man--he is a 

mushroom!" 

 

"A what?" 

 

"A mushroom!" 

 

The little prince was now white with rage. 

 

"The flowers have been growing thorns for millions of years. For millions of years the sheep 

have been eating them just the same. And is it not a matter of consequence to try to understand 

why the flowers go to so much trouble to grow thorns which are never of any use to them? Is 

the warfare between the sheep and the flowers not important? Is this not of more consequence 

than a fat red-faced gentleman's sums? And if I know--I, myself--one flower which is unique in 

the world, which grows nowhere but on my planet, but which one little sheep can destroy in a 

single bite some morning, without even noticing what he is doing--Oh! You think that is not 

important!" 

 

His face turned from white to red as he continued: 
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"If some one loves a flower, of which just one single blossom grows in all the millions and 

millions of stars, it is enough to make him happy just to look at the stars. He can say to himself, 

'Somewhere, my flower is there...' But if the sheep eats the flower, in one moment all his stars 

will be darkened... And you think that is not important!" 

 

He could not say anything more. His words were choked by sobbing. 

 

The night had fallen. I had let my tools drop from my hands. Of what moment now was my 

hammer, my bolt, or thirst, or death? On one star, one planet, my planet, the Earth, there was a 

little prince to be comforted. I took him in my arms, and rocked him. I said to him: 

 

"The flower that you love is not in danger. I will draw you a muzzle for your sheep. I will draw 

you a railing to put around your flower. I will--" 

 

I did not know what to say to him. I felt awkward and blundering. I did not know how I could 

reach him, where I could overtake him and go on hand in hand with him once more. 

 

It is such a secret place, the land of tears. 

 

The flower 

VIII 

I soon learned to know this flower better. On the little prince's planet the flowers had always 

been very simple. They had only one ring of petals; they took up no room at all; they were a 

trouble to nobody. One morning they would appear in the grass, and by night they would have 

faded peacefully away. But one day, from a seed blown from no one knew where, a new flower 

had come up; and the little prince had watched very closely over this small sprout which was 

not like any other small sprouts on his planet. It might, you see, have been a new kind of 

baobab. 

 

The shrub soon stopped growing, and began to get ready to produce a flower. The little prince, 

who was present at the first appearance of a huge bud, felt at once that some sort of miraculous 

apparition must emerge from it. But the flower was not satisfied to complete the preparations 

for her beauty in the shelter of her green chamber. She chose her colors with the greatest care. 

She dressed herself slowly. She adjusted her petals one by one. She did not wish to go out into 

the world all rumpled, like the field poppies. It was only in the full radiance of her beauty that 

she wished to appear. Oh, yes! She was a coquettish creature! And her mysterious adornment 

lasted for days and days. 

 

Then one morning, exactly at sunrise, she suddenly showed herself. 

 

The Little prince and the flower 

And, after working with all this painstaking precision, she yawned and said: 
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"Ah! I am scarcely awake. I beg that you will excuse me. My petals are still all disarranged..." 

 

But the little prince could not restrain his admiration: 

 

"Oh! How beautiful you are!" 

 

"Am I not?" the flower responded, sweetly. "And I was born at the same moment as the sun..." 

 

The little prince could guess easily enough that she was not any too modest--but how moving--

and exciting--she was! 

 

"I think it is time for breakfast," she added an instant later. "If you would have the kindness to 

think of my needs--" 

 

The Little princ eis watering the flower 

And the little prince, completely abashed, went to look for a sprinkling-can of fresh water. So, 

he tended the flower. 

 

So, too, she began very quickly to torment him with her vanity--which was, if the truth be 

known, a little difficult to deal with. One day, for instance, when she was speaking of her four 

thorns, she said to the little prince: 

 

"Let the tigers come with their claws!" 

 

"There are no tigers on my planet," the little prince objected. "And, anyway, tigers do not eat 

weeds." 

 

"I am not a weed," the flower replied, sweetly. 

 

"Please excuse me..." 

 

"I am not at all afraid of tigers," she went on, "but I have a horror of drafts. I suppose you 

wouldn't have a screen for me?" 

 

"A horror of drafts--that is bad luck, for a plant," remarked the little prince, and added to 

himself, "This flower is a very complex creature..." 

 

The Little prince is saving the flower 

"At night I want you to put me under a glass globe. It is very cold where you live. In the place I 

came from--" 
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But she interrupted herself at that point. She had come in the form of a seed. She could not have 

known anything of any other worlds. Embarassed over having let herself be caught on the 

verge of such a naďve untruth, she coughed two or three times, in order to put the little prince 

in the wrong. 

 

"The screen?" 

 

"I was just going to look for it when you spoke to me..." 

 

Then she forced her cough a little more so that he should suffer from remorse just the same. 

 

So the little prince, in spite of all the good will that was inseparable from his love, had soon 

come to doubt her. He had taken seriously words which were without importance, and it made 

him very unhappy. 

 

"I ought not to have listened to her," he confided to me one day. "One never ought to listen to 

the flowers. One should simply look at them and breathe their fragrance. Mine perfumed all my 

planet. But I did not know how to take pleasure in all her grace. This tale of claws, which 

disturbed me so much, should only have filled my heart with tenderness and pity." 

 

Beast of prey and the flower 

And he continued his confidences: 

 

"The fact is that I did not know how to understand anything! I ought to have judged by deeds 

and not by words. She cast her fragrance and her radiance over me. I ought never to have run 

away from her... I ought to have guessed all the affection that lay behind her poor little 

strategems. Flowers are so inconsistent! But I was too young to know how to love her..." 

 

Winter on the planet 

IX 

I believe that for his escape he took advantage of the migration of a flock of wild birds. On the 

morning of his departure he put his planet in perfect order. He carefully cleaned out his active 

volcanoes. He possessed two active volcanoes; and they were very convenient for heating his 

breakfast in the morning. He also had one volcano that was extinct. But, as he said, "One never 

knows!" So he cleaned out the extinct volcano, too. If they are well cleaned out, volcanoes burn 

slowly and steadily, without any eruptions. Volcanic eruptions are like fires in a chimney. 

 

On our earth we are obviously much too small to clean out our volcanoes. That is why they 

bring no end of trouble upon us. 

 

The little prince also pulled up, with a certain sense of dejection, the last little shoots of the 

baobabs. He believed that he would never want to return. But on this last morning all these 

familiar tasks seemed very precious to him. And when he watered the flower for the last time, 
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and prepared to place her under the shelter of her glass globe, he realized that he was very close 

to tears. 

 

"Goodbye," he said to the flower. 

 

But she made no answer. 

 

"Goodbye," he said again. 

 

The flower coughed. But it was not because she had a cold. 

 

"I have been silly," she said to him, at last. "I ask your forgiveness. Try to be happy..." 

 

He was surprised by this absence of reproaches. He stood there all bewildered, the glass globe 

held arrested in mid-air. He did not understand this quiet sweetness. 

 

"Of course I love you," the flower said to him. "It is my fault that you have not known it all the 

while. That is of no importance. But you--you have been just as foolish as I. Try to be happy... 

Let the glass globe be. I don't want it any more." 

 

The Little price is cleaning volcano 

"But the wind--" 

 

"My cold is not so bad as all that... The cool night air will do me good. I am a flower." 

 

"But the animals--" 

 

"Well, I must endure the presence of two or three caterpillars if I wish to become acquainted 

with the butterflies. It seems that they are very beautiful. And if not the butterflies--and the 

caterpillars--who will call upon me? You will be far away... As for the large animals--I am not at 

all afraid of any of them. I have my claws." 

 

And, naďvely, she showed her four thorns. Then she added: 

 

"Don't linger like this. You have decided to go away. Now go!" 

 

For she did not want him to see her crying. She was such a proud flower. 

 

X 

He found himself in the neighborhood of the asteroids 325, 326, 327, 328, 329, and 330. He 

began, therefore, by visiting them, in order to add to his knowledge. 
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The first of them was inhabited by a king. Clad in royal purple and ermine, he was seated upon 

a throne which was at the same time both simple and majestic. 

 

The king 

"Ah! Here is a subject," exclaimed the king, when he saw the little prince coming. 

 

And the little prince asked himself: 

 

"How could he recognize me when he had never seen me before?" 

 

He did not know how the world is simplified for kings. To them, all men are subjects. 

 

"Approach, so that I may see you better," said the king, who felt consumingly proud of being at 

last a king over somebody. 

 

The little prince looked everywhere to find a place to sit down; but the entire planet was 

crammed and obstructed by the king's magnificent ermine robe. So he remained standing 

upright, and, since he was tired, he yawned. 

 

"It is contrary to etiquette to yawn in the presence of a king," the monarch said to him. "I forbid 

you to do so." 

 

"I can't help it. I can't stop myself," replied the little prince, thoroughly embarrassed. "I have 

come on a long journey, and I have had no sleep..." 

 

"Ah, then," the king said. "I order you to yawn. It is years since I have seen anyone yawning. 

Yawns, to me, are objects of curiosity. Come, now! Yawn again! It is an order." 

 

"That frightens me... I cannot, any more..." murmured the little prince, now completely abashed. 

 

"Hum! Hum!" replied the king. "Then I--I order you sometimes to yawn and sometimes to--" 

 

He sputtered a little, and seemed vexed. 

 

For what the king fundamentally insisted upon was that his authority should be respected. He 

tolerated no disobedience. He was an absolute monarch. But, because he was a very good man, 

he made his orders reasonable. 

 

"If I ordered a general," he would say, by way of example, "if I ordered a general to change 

himself into a sea bird, and if the general did not obey me, that would not be the fault of the 

general. It would be my fault." 

 

"May I sit down?" came now a timid inquiry from the little prince. 
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"I order you to do so," the king answered him, and majestically gathered in a fold of his ermine 

mantle. 

 

But the little prince was wondering... The planet was tiny. Over what could this king really 

rule? 

 

"Sire," he said to him, "I beg that you will excuse my asking you a question--" 

 

"I order you to ask me a question," the king hastened to assure him. 

 

"Sire--over what do you rule?" 

 

"Over everything," said the king, with magnificent simplicity. 

 

"Over everything?" 

 

The king made a gesture, which took in his planet, the other planets, and all the stars. 

 

"Over all that?" asked the little prince. 

 

"Over all that," the king answered. 

 

For his rule was not only absolute: it was also universal. 

 

"And the stars obey you?" 

 

"Certainly they do," the king said. "They obey instantly. I do not permit insubordination." 

 

Such power was a thing for the little prince to marvel at. If he had been master of such complete 

authority, he would have been able to watch the sunset, not forty-four times in one day, but 

seventy-two, or even a hundred, or even two hundred times, without ever having to move his 

chair. And because he felt a bit sad as he remembered his little planet which he had forsaken, he 

plucked up his courage to ask the king a favor: 

 

"I should like to see a sunset... Do me that kindness... Order the sun to set..." 

 

"If I ordered a general to fly from one flower to another like a butterfly, or to write a tragic 

drama, or to change himself into a sea bird, and if the general did not carry out the order that he 

had received, which one of us would be in the wrong?" the king demanded. "The general, or 

myself?" 

 

"You," said the little prince firmly. 
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"Exactly. One must require from each one the duty which each one can perform," the king went 

on. "Accepted authority rests first of all on reason. If you ordered your people to go and throw 

themselves into the sea, they would rise up in revolution. I have the right to require obedience 

because my orders are reasonable." 

 

"Then my sunset?" the little prince reminded him: for he never forgot a question once he had 

asked it. 

 

"You shall have your sunset. I shall command it. But, according to my science of government, I 

shall wait until conditions are favorable." 

 

"When will that be?" inquired the little prince. 

 

"Hum! Hum!" replied the king; and before saying anything else he consulted a bulky almanac. 

"Hum! Hum! That will be about--about--that will be this evening about twenty minutes to eight. 

And you will see how well I am obeyed!" 

 

The little prince yawned. He was regretting his lost sunset. And then, too, he was already 

beginning to be a little bored. 

 

"I have nothing more to do here," he said to the king. "So I shall set out on my way again." 

 

"Do not go," said the king, who was very proud of having a subject. "Do not go. I will make you 

a Minister!" 

 

"Minister of what?" 

 

"Minster of--of Justice!" 

 

"But there is nobody here to judge!" 

 

"We do not know that," the king said to him. "I have not yet made a complete tour of my 

kingdom. I am very old. There is no room here for a carriage. And it tires me to walk." 

 

"Oh, but I have looked already!" said the little prince, turning around to give one more glance to 

the other side of the planet. On that side, as on this, there was nobody at all... 

 

"Then you shall judge yourself," the king answered. "that is the most difficult thing of all. It is 

much more difficult to judge oneself than to judge others. If you succeed in judging yourself 

rightly, then you are indeed a man of true wisdom." 
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"Yes," said the little prince, "but I can judge myself anywhere. I do not need to live on this 

planet." 

 

"Hum! Hum!" said the king. "I have good reason to believe that somewhere on my planet there 

is an old rat. I hear him at night. You can judge this old rat. From time to time you will condemn 

him to death. Thus his life will depend on your justice. But you will pardon him on each 

occasion; for he must be treated thriftily. He is the only one we have." 

 

"I," replied the little prince, "do not like to condemn anyone to death. And now I think I will go 

on my way." 

 

"No," said the king. 

 

But the little prince, having now completed his preparations for departure, had no wish to 

grieve the old monarch. 

 

"If Your Majesty wishes to be promptly obeyed," he said, "he should be able to give me a 

reasonable order. He should be able, for example, to order me to be gone by the end of one 

minute. It seems to me that conditions are favorable..." 

 

As the king made no answer, the little prince hesitated a moment. Then, with a sigh, he took his 

leave. 

 

"I make you my Ambassador," the king called out, hastily. 

 

He had a magnificent air of authority. 

 

"The grown-ups are very strange," the little prince said to himself, as he continued on his 

journey. 

 

XI 

The second planet was inhabited by a conceited man. 

 

The Conceited man 

"Ah! Ah! I am about to receive a visit from an admirer!" he exclaimed from afar, when he first 

saw the little prince coming. 

 

For, to conceited men, all other men are admirers. 

 

"Good morning," said the little prince. "That is a queer hat you are wearing." 

 

"It is a hat for salutes," the conceited man replied. "It is to raise in salute when people acclaim 

me. Unfortunately, nobody at all ever passes this way." 
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"Yes?" said the little prince, who did not understand what the conceited man was talking about. 

 

"Clap your hands, one against the other," the conceited man now directed him. 

 

The little prince clapped his hands. The conceited man raised his hat in a modest salute. 

 

"This is more entertaining than the visit to the king," the little prince said to himself. And he 

began again to clap his hands, one against the other. The conceited man again raised his hat in 

salute. 

 

After five minutes of this exercise the little prince grew tired of the game's monotony. 

 

"And what should one do to make the hat come down?" he asked. 

 

But the conceited man did not hear him. Conceited people never hear anything but praise. 

 

"Do you really admire me very much?" he demanded of the little prince. 

 

"What does that mean--'admire'?" 

 

"To admire means that you regard me as the handsomest, the best-dressed, the richest, and the 

most intelligent man on this planet." 

 

"But you are the only man on your planet!" 

 

"Do me this kindness. Admire me just the same." 

 

"I admire you," said the little prince, shrugging his shoulders slightly, "but what is there in that 

to interest you so much?" 

 

And the little prince went away. 

 

"The grown-ups are certainly very odd," he said to himself, as he continued on his journey. 

 

XII 

The next planet was inhabited by a tippler. This was a very short visit, but it plunged the little 

prince into deep dejection. 

 

"What are you doing there?" he said to the tippler, whom he found settled down in silence 

before a collection of empty bottles and also a collection of full bottles. 

 

Tippler 
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"I am drinking," replied the tippler, with a lugubrious air. 

 

"Why are you drinking?" demanded the little prince. 

 

"So that I may forget," replied the tippler. 

 

"Forget what?" inquired the little prince, who already was sorry for him. 

 

"Forget that I am ashamed," the tippler confessed, hanging his head. 

 

"Ashamed of what?" insisted the little prince, who wanted to help him. 

 

"Ashamed of drinking!" The tipler brought his speech to an end, and shut himself up in an 

impregnable silence. 

 

And the little prince went away, puzzled. 

 

"The grown-ups are certainly very, very odd," he said to himself, as he continued on his 

journey. 

 

XIII 

The fourth planet belonged to a businessman. This man was so much occupied that he did not 

even raise his head at the little prince's arrival. 

 

The businessman 

"Good morning," the little prince said to him. "Your cigarette has gone out." 

 

"Three and two make five. Five and seven make twelve. Twelve and three make fifteen. Good 

morning. FIfteen and seven make twenty-two. Twenty-two and six make twenty-eight. I haven't 

time to light it again. Twenty-six and five make thirty-one. Phew! Then that makes five-

hundred-and-one million, six-hundred-twenty-two-thousand, seven-hundred-thirty-one." 

 

"Five hundred million what?" asked the little prince. 

 

"Eh? Are you still there? Five-hundred-and-one million--I can't stop... I have so much to do! I 

am concerned with matters of consequence. I don't amuse myself with balderdash. Two and 

five make seven..." 

 

"Five-hundred-and-one million what?" repeated the little prince, who never in his life had let go 

of a question once he had asked it. 

 

The businessman raised his head. 
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"During the fifty-four years that I have inhabited this planet, I have been disturbed only three 

times. The first time was twenty-two years ago, when some giddy goose fell from goodness 

knows where. He made the most frightful noise that resounded all over the place, and I made 

four mistakes in my addition. The second time, eleven years ago, I was disturbed by an attack of 

rheumatism. I don't get enough exercise. I have no time for loafing. The third time--well, this is 

it! I was saying, then, five-hundred-and-one millions--" 

 

"Millions of what?" 

 

The businessman suddenly realized that there was no hope of being left in peace until he 

answered this question. 

 

"Millions of those little objects," he said, "which one sometimes sees in the sky." 

 

"Flies?" 

 

"Oh, no. Little glittering objects." 

 

"Bees?" 

 

"Oh, no. Little golden objects that set lazy men to idle dreaming. As for me, I am concerned with 

matters of consequence. There is no time for idle dreaming in my life." 

 

"Ah! You mean the stars?" 

 

"Yes, that's it. The stars." 

 

"And what do you do with five-hundred millions of stars?" 

 

"Five-hundred-and-one million, six-hundred-twenty-two thousand, seven-hundred-thirty-one. I 

am concerned with matters of consequence: I am accurate." 

 

"And what do you do with these stars?" 

 

"What do I do with them?" 

 

"Yes." 

 

"Nothing. I own them." 

 

"You own the stars?" 

 

"Yes." 
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"But I have already seen a king who--" 

 

"Kings do not own, they reign over. It is a very different matter." 

 

"And what good does it do you to own the stars?" 

 

"It does me the good of making me rich." 

 

"And what good does it do you to be rich?" 

 

"It makes it possible for me to buy more stars, if any are discovered." 

 

"This man," the little prince said to himself, "reasons a little like my poor tippler..." 

 

Nevertheless, he still had some more questions. 

 

"How is it possible for one to own the stars?" 

 

"To whom do they belong?" the businessman retorted, peevishly. 

 

"I don't know. To nobody." 

 

"Then they belong to me, because I was the first person to think of it." 

 

"Is that all that is necessary?" 

 

"Certainly. When you find a diamond that belongs to nobody, it is yours. When you discover an 

island that belongs to nobody, it is yours. When you get an idea before any one else, you take 

out a patent on it: it is yours. So with me: I own the stars, because nobody else before me ever 

thought of owning them." 

 

"Yes, that is true," said the little prince. "And what do you do with them?" 

 

"I administer them," replied the businessman. "I count them and recount them. It is difficult. But 

I am a man who is naturally interested in matters of consequence." 

 

The little prince was still not satisfied. 

 

"If I owned a silk scarf," he said, "I could put it around my neck and take it away with me. If I 

owned a flower, I could pluck that flower and take it away with me. But you cannot pluck the 

stars from heaven..." 
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"No. But I can put them in the bank." 

 

"Whatever does that mean?" 

 

"That means that I write the number of my stars on a little paper. And then I put this paper in a 

drawer and lock it with a key." 

 

"And that is all?" 

 

"That is enough," said the businessman. 

 

"It is entertaining," thought the little prince. "It is rather poetic. But it is of no great 

consequence." 

 

On matters of consequence, the little prince had ideas which were very different from those of 

the grown-ups. 

 

"I myself own a flower," he continued his conversation with the businessman, "which I water 

every day. I own three volcanoes, which I clean out every week (for I also clean out the one that 

is extinct; one never knows). It is of some use to my volcanoes, and it is of some use to my 

flower, that I own them. But you are of no use to the stars..." 

 

The businessman opened his mouth, but he found nothing to say in answer. And the little 

prince went away. 

 

"The grown-ups are certainly altogether extraordinary," he said simply, talking to himself as he 

continued on his journey. 

 

XIV 

The fifth planet was very strange. It was the smallest of all. There was just enough room on it 

for a street lamp and a lamplighter. The little prince was not able to reach any explanation of the 

use of a street lamp and a lamplighter, somewhere in the heavens, on a planet which had no 

people, and not one house. But he said to himself, nevertheless: 

 

"It may well be that this man is absurd. But he is not so absurd as the king, the conceited man, 

the businessman, and the tippler. For at least his work has some meaning. When he lights his 

street lamp, it is as if he brought one more star to life, or one flower. When he puts out his lamp, 

he sends the flower, or the star, to sleep. That is a beautiful occupation. And since it is beautiful, 

it is truly useful." 

 

When he arrived on the planet he respectfully saluted the lamplighter. 

 

"Good morning. Why have you just put out your lamp?" 
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"Those are the orders," replied the lamplighter. "Good morning." 

 

"What are the orders?" 

 

"The orders are that I put out my lamp. Good evening." 

 

And he lighted his lamp again. 

 

"But why have you just lighted it again?" 

 

"Those are the orders," replied the lamplighter. 

 

"I do not understand," said the little prince. 

 

"There is nothing to understand," said the lamplighter. "Orders are orders. Good morning." 

 

And he put out his lamp. 

 

Then he mopped his forehead with a handkerchief decorated with red squares. 

 

"I follow a terrible profession. In the old days it was reasonable. I put the lamp out in the 

morning, and in the evening I lighted it again. I had the rest of the day for relaxation and the 

rest of the night for sleep." 

 

"And the orders have been changed since that time?" 

 

"The orders have not been changed," said the lamplighter. "That is the tragedy! From year to 

year the planet has turned more rapidly and the orders have not been changed!" 

 

"Then what?" asked the little prince. 

 

"Then--the planet now makes a complete turn every minute, and I no longer have a single 

second for repose. Once every minute I have to light my lamp and put it out!" 

 

"That is very funny! A day lasts only one minute, here where you live!" 

 

"It is not funny at all!" said the lamplighter. "While we have been talking together a month has 

gone by." 

 

"A month?" 

 

"Yes, a month. Thirty minutes. Thirty days. Good evening." 
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And he lighted his lamp again. 

 

As the little prince watched him, he felt that he loved this lamplighter who was so faithful to his 

orders. He remembered the sunsets which he himself had gone to seek, in other days, merely by 

pulling up his chair; and he wanted to help his friend. 

 

"You know," he said, "I can tell you a way you can rest whenever you want to..." 

 

"I always want to rest," said the lamplighter. 

 

For it is possible for a man to be faithful and lazy at the same time. 

 

The little prince went on with his explanation: 

 

"Your planet is so small that three strides will take you all the way around it. To be always in 

the sunshine, you need only walk along rather slowly. When you want to rest, you will walk--

and the day will last as long as you like." 

 

"That doesn't do me much good," said the lamplighter. "The one thing I love in life is to sleep." 

 

"Then you're unlucky," said the little prince. 

 

"I am unlucky," said the lamplighter. "Good morning." 

 

The lamplighter 

And he put out his lamp. 

 

"That man," said the little prince to himself, as he continued farther on his journey, "that man 

would be scorned by all the others: by the king, by the conceited man, by the tippler, by the 

businessman. Nevertheless he is the only one of them all who does not seem to me ridiculous. 

Perhaps that is because he is thinking of something else besides himself." 

 

He breathed a sigh of regret, and said to himself, again: 

 

"That man is the only one of them all whom I could have made my friend. But his planet is 

indeed too small. There is no room on it for two people..." 

 

What the little prince did not dare confess was that he was sorry most of all to leave this planet, 

because it was blest every day with 1440 sunsets! 

 

XV 
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The sixth planet was ten times larger than the last one. It was inhabited by an old gentleman 

who wrote voluminous books. 

 

The geographer 

"Oh, look! Here is an explorer!" he exclaimed to himself when he saw the little prince coming. 

 

The little prince sat down on the table and panted a little. He had already traveled so much and 

so far! 

 

"Where do you come from?" the old gentleman said to him. 

 

"What is that big book?" said the little prince. "What are you doing?" 

 

"I am a geographer," said the old gentleman. 

 

"What is a geographer?" asked the little prince. 

 

"A geographer is a scholar who knows the location of all the seas, rivers, towns, mountains, and 

deserts." 

 

"That is very interesting," said the little prince. "Here at last is a man who has a real profession!" 

And he cast a look around him at the planet of the geographer. It was the most magnificent and 

stately planet that he had ever seen. 

 

"Your planet is very beautiful," he said. "Has it any oceans?" 

 

"I couldn't tell you," said the geographer. 

 

"Ah!" The little prince was disappointed. "Has it any mountains?" 

 

"I couldn't tell you," said the geographer. 

 

"And towns, and rivers, and deserts?" 

 

"I couldn't tell you that, either." 

 

"But you are a geographer!" 

 

"Exactly," the geographer said. "But I am not an explorer. I haven't a single explorer on my 

planet. It is not the geographer who goes out to count the towns, the rivers, the mountains, the 

seas, the oceans, and the deserts. The geographer is much too important to go loafing about. He 

does not leave his desk. But he receives the explorers in his study. He asks them questions, and 
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he notes down what they recall of their travels. And if the recollections of any one among them 

seem interesting to him, the geographer orders an inquiry into that explorer's moral character." 

 

"Why is that?" 

 

"Because an explorer who told lies would bring disaster on the books of the geographer. So 

would an explorer who drank too much." 

 

"Why is that?" asked the little prince. 

 

"Because intoxicated men see double. Then the geographer would note down two mountains in 

a place where there was only one." 

 

"I know some one," said the little prince, "who would make a bad explorer." 

 

"That is possible. Then, when the moral character of the explorer is shown to be good, an 

inquiry is ordered into his discovery." 

 

"One goes to see it?" 

 

"No. That would be too complicated. But one requires the explorer to furnish proofs. For 

example, if the discovery in question is that of a large mountain, one requires that large stones 

be brought back from it." 

 

The geographer was suddenly stirred to excitement. 

 

"But you--you come from far away! You are an explorer! You shall describe your planet to me!" 

 

And, having opened his big register, the geographer sharpened his pencil. The recitals of 

explorers are put down first in pencil. One waits until the explorer has furnished proofs, before 

putting them down in ink. 

 

"Well?" said the geographer expectantly. 

 

"Oh, where I live," said the little prince, "it is not very interesting. It is all so small. I have three 

volcanoes. Two volcanoes are active and the other is extinct. But one never knows." 

 

"One never knows," said the geographer. 

 

"I have also a flower." 

 

"We do not record flowers," said the geographer. 
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"Why is that? The flower is the most beautiful thing on my planet!" 

 

"We do not record them," said the geographer, "because they are ephemeral." 

 

"What does that mean--'ephemeral'?" 

 

"Geographies," said the geographer, "are the books which, of all books, are most concerned with 

matters of consequence. They never become old-fashioned. It is very rarely that a mountain 

changes its position. It is very rarely that an ocean empties itself of its waters. We write of 

eternal things." 

 

"But extinct volcanoes may come to life again," the little prince interrupted. "What does that 

mean-- 'ephemeral'?" 

 

"Whether volcanoes are extinct or alive, it comes to the same thing for us," said the geographer. 

"The thing that matters to us is the mountain. It does not change." 

 

"But what does that mean--'ephemeral'?" repeated the little prince, who never in his life had let 

go of a question, once he had asked it. 

 

"It means, 'which is in danger of speedy disappearance.'" 

 

"Is my flower in danger of speedy disappearance?" 

 

"Certainly it is." 

 

"My flower is ephemeral," the little prince said to himself, "and she has only four thorns to 

defend herself against the world. And I have left her on my planet, all alone!" 

 

That was his first moment of regret. But he took courage once more. 

 

"What place would you advise me to visit now?" he asked. 

 

"The planet Earth," replied the geographer. "It has a good reputation." 

 

And the little prince went away, thinking of his flower. 

 

XVI 

So then the seventh planet was the Earth. 

 

The Earth is not just an ordinary planet! One can count, there, 111 kings (not forgetting, to be 

sure, the Negro kings among them), 7000 geographers, 900,000 businessmen, 7,500,000 tipplers, 

311,000,000 conceited men--that is to say, about 2,000,000,000 grown-ups. 
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To give you an idea of the size of the Earth, I will tell you that before the invention of electricity 

it was necessary to maintain, over the whole of the six continents, a veritable army of 462,511 

lamplighters for the street lamps. 

 

Seen from a slight distance, that would make a splendid spectacle. The movements of this army 

would be regulated like those of the ballet in the opera. First would come the turn of the 

lamplighters of New Zealand and Australia. Having set their lamps alight, these would go off 

to sleep. Next, the lamplighters of China and Siberia would enter for their steps in the dance, 

and then they too would be waved back into the wings. After that would come the turn of the 

lamplighters of Russia and the Indies; then those of Africa and Europe; then those of South 

America; then those of South America; then those of North America. And never would they 

make a mistake in the order of their entry upon the stage. It would be magnificent. 

 

Only the man who was in charge of the single lamp at the North Pole, and his colleague who 

was responsible for the single lamp at the South Pole--only these two would live free from toil 

and care: they would be busy twice a year. 

 

XVII 

When one wishes to play the wit, he sometimes wanders a little from the truth. I have not been 

altogether honest in what I have told you about the lamplighters. And I realize that I run the 

risk of giving a false idea of our planet to those who do not know it. Men occupy a very small 

place upon the Earth. If the two billion inhabitants who people its surface were all to stand 

upright and somewhat crowded together, as they do for some big public assembly, they could 

easily be put into one public square twenty miles long and twenty miles wide. All humanity 

could be piled up on a small Pacific islet. 

 

The grown-ups, to be sure, will not believe you when you tell them that. They imagine that they 

fill a great deal of space. They fancy themselves as important as the baobabs. You should advise 

them, then, to make their own calculations. They adore figures, and that will please them. But 

do not waste your time on this extra task. It is unnecessary. You have, I know, confidence in me. 

 

When the little prince arrived on the Earth, he was very much surprised not to see any people. 

He was beginning to be afraid he had come to the wrong planet, when a coil of gold, the color 

of the moonlight, flashed across the sand. 

 

"Good evening," said the little prince courteously. 

 

"Good evening," said the snake. 

 

"What planet is this on which I have come down?" asked the little prince. 

 

"This is the Earth; this is Africa," the snake answered. 
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"Ah! Then there are no people on the Earth?" 

 

"This is the desert. There are no people in the desert. The Earth is large," said the snake. 

 

The little prince sat down on a stone, and raised his eyes toward the sky. 

 

"I wonder," he said, "whether the stars are set alight in heaven so that one day each one of us 

may find his own again... Look at my planet. It is right there above us. But how far away it is!" 

 

The Little prince on the Earth 

"It is beautiful," the snake said. "What has brought you here?" 

 

"I have been having some trouble with a flower," said the little prince. 

 

"Ah!" said the snake. 

 

And they were both silent. 

 

"Where are the men?" the little prince at last took up the conversation again. "It is a little lonely 

in the desert..." 

 

"It is also lonely among men," the snake said. 

 

The little prince gazed at him for a long time. 

 

"You are a funny animal," he said at last. "You are no thicker than a finger..." 

 

"But I am more powerful than the finger of a king," said the snake. 

 

The little prince smiled. 

 

"You are not very powerful. You haven't even any feet. You cannot even travel..." 

 

"I can carry you farther than any ship could take you," said the snake. 

 

He twined himself around the little prince's ankle, like a golden bracelet. 

 

"Whomever I touch, I send back to the earth from whence he came," the snake spoke again. "But 

you are innocent and true, and you come from a star..." 

 

The little prince made no reply. 
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"You move me to pity--you are so weak on this Earth made of granite," the snake said. "I can 

help you, some day, if you grow too homesick for your own planet. I can--" 

 

"Oh! I understand you very well," said the little prince. "But why do you always speak in 

riddles?" 

 

"I solve them all," said the snake. 

 

And they were both silent. 

 

The Little prince and the snake 

XVIII 

The little prince crossed the desert and met with only one flower. It was a flower with three 

petals, a flower of no account at all. 

 

"Good morning," said the little prince. 

 

"Good morning," said the flower. 

 

"Where are the men?" the little prince asked, politely. 

 

The flower had once seen a caravan passing. 

 

"Men?" she echoed. "I think there are six or seven of them in existence. I saw them, several years 

ago. But one never knows where to find them. The wind blows them away. They have no roots, 

and that makes their life very difficult." 

 

"Goodbye," said the little prince. 

 

"Goodbye," said the flower. 

 

The flower 

XIX 

After that, the little prince climbed a high mountain. The only mountains he had ever known 

were the three volcanoes, which came up to his knees. And he used the extinct volcano as a 

footstool. "From a mountain as high as this one," he said to himself, "I shall be able to see the 

whole planet at one glance, and all the people..." 

 

But he saw nothing, save peaks of rock that were sharpened like needles. 

 

"Good morning," he said courteously. 

 

"Good morning--Good morning--Good morning," answered the echo. 



83 
 

 

"Who are you?" said the little prince. 

 

"Who are you--Who are you--Who are you?" answered the echo. 

 

"Be my friends. I am all alone," he said. 

 

"I am all alone--all alone--all alone," answered the echo. 

 

"What a queer planet!" he thought. "It is altogether dry, and altogether pointed, and altogether 

harsh and forbidding. And the people have no imagination. They repeat whatever one says to 

them... On my planet I had a flower; she always was the first to speak..." 

 

The echo 

XX 

But it happened that after walking for a long time through sand, and rocks, and snow, the little 

prince at last came upon a road. And all roads lead to the abodes of men. 

 

"Good morning," he said. 

 

He was standing before a garden, all a-bloom with roses. 

 

"Good morning," said the roses. 

 

The little prince gazed at them. They all looked like his flower. 

 

"Who are you?" he demanded, thunderstruck. 

 

"We are roses," the roses said. 

 

And he was overcome with sadness. His flower had told him that she was the only one of her 

kind in all the universe. And here were five thousand of them, all alike, in one single garden! 

 

"She would be very much annoyed," he said to himself, "if she should see that... She would 

cough most dreadfully, and she would pretend that she was dying, to avoid being laughed at. 

And I should be obliged to pretend that I was nursing her back to life--for if I did not do that, to 

humble myself also, she would really allow herself to die..." 

 

Then he went on with his reflections: "I thought that I was rich, with a flower that was unique in 

all the world; and all I had was a common rose. A common rose, and three volcanoes that come 

up to my knees--and one of them perhaps extinct forever... That doesn't make me a very great 

prince..." 
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And he lay down in the grass and cried. 

 

Garden of the roses 

XXI 

It was then that the fox appeared. 

 

"Good morning," said the fox. 

 

"Good morning," the little prince responded politely, although when he turned around he saw 

nothing. 

 

"I am right here," the voice said, "under the apple tree." 

 

The little prince lying on medow 

"Who are you?" asked the little prince, and added, "You are very pretty to look at." 

 

"I am a fox," the fox said. 

 

"Come and play with me," proposed the little prince. "I am so unhappy." 

 

"I cannot play with you," the fox said. "I am not tamed." 

 

"Ah! Please excuse me," said the little prince. 

 

But, after some thought, he added: 

 

"What does that mean--'tame'?" 

 

"You do not live here," said the fox. "What is it that you are looking for?" 

 

"I am looking for men," said the little prince. "What does that mean--'tame'?" 

 

"Men," said the fox. "They have guns, and they hunt. It is very disturbing. They also raise 

chickens. These are their only interests. Are you looking for chickens?" 

 

"No," said the little prince. "I am looking for friends. What does that mean--'tame'?" 

 

"It is an act too often neglected," said the fox. "It means to establish ties." 

 

"'To establish ties'?" 

 

"Just that," said the fox. "To me, you are still nothing more than a little boy who is just like a 

hundred thousand other little boys. And I have no need of you. And you, on your part, have no 
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need of me. To you, I am nothing more than a fox like a hundred thousand other foxes. But if 

you tame me, then we shall need each other. To me, you will be unique in all the world. To you, 

I shall be unique in all the world..." 

 

"I am beginning to understand," said the little prince. "There is a flower... I think that she has 

tamed me..." 

 

"It is possible," said the fox. "On the Earth one sees all sorts of things." 

 

"Oh, but this is not on the Earth!" said the little prince. 

 

The fox seemed perplexed, and very curious. 

 

"On another planet?" 

 

"Yes." 

 

"Are there hunters on that planet?" 

 

"No." 

 

"Ah, that is interesting! Are there chickens?" 

 

"No." 

 

"Nothing is perfect," sighed the fox. 

 

But he came back to his idea. 

 

"My life is very monotonous," the fox said. "I hunt chickens; men hunt me. All the chickens are 

just alike, and all the men are just alike. And, in consequence, I am a little bored. But if you tame 

me, it will be as if the sun came to shine on my life. I shall know the sound of a step that will be 

different from all the others. Other steps send me hurrying back underneath the ground. Yours 

will call me, like music, out of my burrow. And then look: you see the grain-fields down 

yonder? I do not eat bread. Wheat is of no use to me. The wheat fields have nothing to say to 

me. And that is sad. But you have hair that is the color of gold. Think how wonderful that will 

be when you have tamed me! The grain, which is also golden, will bring me back the thought of 

you. And I shall love to listen to the wind in the wheat..." 

 

The fox gazed at the little prince, for a long time. 

 

The Litlle prince and the fox 

"Please--tame me!" he said. 
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"I want to, very much," the little prince replied. "But I have not much time. I have friends to 

discover, and a great many things to understand." 

 

"One only understands the things that one tames," said the fox. "Men have no more time to 

understand anything. They buy things all ready made at the shops. But there is no shop 

anywhere where one can buy friendship, and so men have no friends any more. If you want a 

friend, tame me..." 

 

"What must I do, to tame you?" asked the little prince. 

 

"You must be very patient," replied the fox. "First you will sit down at a little distance from me--

like that--in the grass. I shall look at you out of the corner of my eye, and you will say nothing. 

Words are the source of misunderstandings. But you will sit a little closer to me, every day..." 

 

The next day the little prince came back. 

 

"It would have been better to come back at the same hour," said the fox. "If, for example, you 

come at four o'clock in the afternoon, then at three o'clock I shall begin to be happy. I shall feel 

happier and happier as the hour advances. At four o'clock, I shall already be worrying and 

jumping about. I shall show you how happy I am! But if you come at just any time, I shall never 

know at what hour my heart is to be ready to greet you... One must observe the proper rites..." 

 

"What is a rite?" asked the little prince. 

 

A hunter 

"Those also are actions too often neglected," said the fox. "They are what make one day different 

from other days, one hour from other hours. There is a rite, for example, among my hunters. 

Every Thursday they dance with the village girls. So Thursday is a wonderful day for me! I can 

take a walk as far as the vineyards. But if the hunters danced at just any time, every day would 

be like every other day, and I should never have any vacation at all." 

 

So the little prince tamed the fox. And when the hour of his departure drew near-- 

 

"Ah," said the fox, "I shall cry." 

 

"It is your own fault," said the little prince. "I never wished you any sort of harm; but you 

wanted me to tame you..." 

 

"Yes, that is so," said the fox. 

 

"But now you are going to cry!" said the little prince. 
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"Yes, that is so," said the fox. 

 

"Then it has done you no good at all!" 

 

"It has done me good," said the fox, "because of the color of the wheat fields." And then he 

added: 

 

"Go and look again at the roses. You will understand now that yours is unique in all the world. 

Then come back to say goodbye to me, and I will make you a present of a secret." 

 

The little prince went away, to look again at the roses. 

 

"You are not at all like my rose," he said. "As yet you are nothing. No one has tamed you, and 

you have tamed no one. You are like my fox when I first knew him. He was only a fox like a 

hundred thousand other foxes. But I have made him my friend, and now he is unique in all the 

world." 

 

And the roses were very much embarassed. 

 

"You are beautiful, but you are empty," he went on. "One could not die for you. To be sure, an 

ordinary passerby would think that my rose looked just like you--the rose that belongs to me. 

But in herself alone she is more important than all the hundreds of you other roses: because it is 

she that I have watered; because it is she that I have put under the glass globe; because it is she 

that I have sheltered behind the screen; because it is for her that I have killed the caterpillars 

(except the two or three that we saved to become butterflies); because it is she that I have 

listened to, when she grumbled, or boasted, or ever sometimes when she said nothing. Because 

she is my rose. 

 

And he went back to meet the fox. 

 

"Goodbye," he said. 

 

"Goodbye," said the fox. "And now here is my secret, a very simple secret: It is only with the 

heart that one can see rightly; what is essential is invisible to the eye." 

 

"What is essential is invisible to the eye," the little prince repeated, so that he would be sure to 

remember. 

 

"It is the time you have wasted for your rose that makes your rose so important." 

 

"It is the time I have wasted for my rose--" said the little prince, so that he would be sure to 

remember. 
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"Men have forgotten this truth," said the fox. "But you must not forget it. You become 

responsible, forever, for what you have tamed. You are responsible for your rose..." 

 

"I am responsible for my rose," the little prince repeated, so that he would be sure to remember. 

 

Liška 

XXII 

"Good morning," said the little prince. 

 

"Good morning", said the railway switchman. 

 

"What do you do here?" the little prince asked. 

 

"I sort out travelers, in bundles of a thousand", said the switchman. "I send off the trains that 

carry them: now to the right, now to the left." 

 

And a brilliantly lighted express train shook the switchman's cabin as it rushed by with a roar 

like thunder. 

 

"They are in a great hurry," said the little prince. "What are they looking for?" 

 

"Not even the locomotive engineer knows that," said the switchman. 

 

And a second brilliantly lighted express thundered by, in the opposite direction. 

 

"Are they coming back already?" demanded the little prince. 

 

"These are not the same ones," said the switchman. "It is an exchange." 

 

"Were they not satisfied where they were?" asked the little prince. 

 

"No one is ever satisfied where he is," said the switchman. 

 

And they heard the roaring thunder of a third brilliantly lighted express. 

 

"Are they pursuing the first travelers?" demanded the little prince. 

 

"They are pursuing nothing at all," said the switchman. "They are asleep in there, or if they are 

not asleep they are yawning. Only the children are flattening their noses against the 

windowpanes." 
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"Only the children know what they are looking for," said the little prince. "They waste their time 

over a rag doll and it becomes very important to them; and if anybody takes it away from them, 

they cry..." 

 

"They are lucky," the switchman said. 

 

XXIII 

"Good morning," said the little prince. 

 

"Good morning," said the merchant. 

 

This was a merchant who sold pills that had been invented to quench thirst. You need only 

swallow one pill a week, and you would feel no need of anything to drink. 

 

"Why are you selling those?" asked the little prince. 

 

"Because they save a tremendous amount of time," said the merchant. "Computations have been 

made by experts. With these pills, you save fifty-three minutes in every week." 

 

"And what do I do with those fifty-three minutes?" 

 

"Anything you like..." 

 

"As for me," said the little prince to himself, "if I had fifty-three minutes to spend as I liked, I 

should walk at my leisure toward a spring of fresh water." 

 

XXIV 

It was now the eighth day since I had had my accident in the desert, and I had listened to the 

story of the merchant as I was drinking the last drop of my water supply. 

 

"Ah," I said to the little prince, "these memories of yours are very charming; but I have not yet 

succeeded in repairing my plane; I have nothing more to drink; and I, too, should be very 

happy if I could walk at my leisure toward a spring of fresh water!" 

 

"My friend the fox--" the little prince said to me. 

 

"My dear little man, this is no longer a matter that has anything to do with the fox!" 

 

"Why not?" 

 

"Because I am about to die of thirst..." 

 

He did not follow my reasoning, and he answered me: 



90 
 

 

"It is a good thing to have had a friend, even if one is about to die. I, for instance, am very glad 

to have had a fox as a friend..." 

 

"He has no way of guessing the danger," I said to myself. "He has never been either hungry or 

thirsty. A little sunshine is all he needs..." 

 

But he looked at me steadily, and replied to my thought: 

 

"I am thirsty, too. Let us look for a well..." 

 

I made a gesture of weariness. It is absurd to look for a well, at random, in the immensity of the 

desert. But nevertheless we started walking. 

 

When we had trudged along for several hours, in silence, the darkness fell, and the stars began 

to come out. Thirst had made me a little feverish, and I looked at them as if I were in a dream. 

The little prince's last words came reeling back into my memory: 

 

"Then you are thirsty, too?" I demanded. 

 

But he did not reply to my question. He merely said to me: 

 

"Water may also be good for the heart..." 

 

I did not understand this answer, but I said nothing. I knew very well that it was impossible to 

cross-examine him. 

 

He was tired. He sat down. I sat down beside him. And, after a little silence, he spoke again: 

 

"The stars are beautiful, because of a flower that cannot be seen." 

 

I replied, "Yes, that is so." And, without saying anything more, I looked across the ridges of 

sand that were stretched out before us in the moonlight. 

 

"The desert is beautiful," the little prince added. 

 

And that was true. I have always loved the desert. One sits down on a desert sand dune, sees 

nothing, hears nothing. Yet through the silence something throbs, and gleams... 

 

"What makes the desert beautiful," said the little prince, "is that somewhere it hides a well..." 

 

I was astonished by a sudden understanding of that mysterious radiation of the sands. When I 

was a little boy I lived in an old house, and legend told us that a treasure was buried there. To 
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be sure, no one had ever known how to find it; perhaps no one had ever even looked for it. But 

it cast an enchantment over that house. My home was hiding a secret in the depths of its heart... 

 

"Yes," I said to the little prince. "The house, the stars, the desert--what gives them their beauty is 

something that is invisible!" 

 

"I am glad," he said, "that you agree with my fox." 

 

As the little prince dropped off to sleep, I took him in my arms and set out walking once more. I 

felt deeply moved, and stirred. It seemed to me that I was carrying a very fragile treasure. It 

seemed to me, even, that there was nothing more fragile on all Earth. In the moonlight I looked 

at his pale forehead, his closed eyes, his locks of hair that trembled in the wind, and I said to 

myself: "What I see here is nothing but a shell. What is most important is invisible..." 

 

As his lips opened slightly with the suspicion of a half-smile, I said to myself, again: "What 

moves me so deeply, about this little prince who is sleeping here, is his loyalty to a flower--the 

image of a rose that shines through his whole being like the flame of a lamp, even when he is 

asleep..." And I felt him to be more fragile still. I felt the need of protecting him, as if he himself 

were a flame that might be extinguished by a little puff of wind... 

 

And, as I walked on so, I found the well, at daybreak. 

 

Spring 

XXV 

"Men," said the little prince, "set out on their way in express trains, but they do not know what 

they are looking for. Then they rush about, and get excited, and turn round and round..." 

 

And he added: 

 

"It is not worth the trouble..." 

 

The well that we had come to was not like the wells of the Sahara. The wells of the Sahara are 

mere holes dug in the sand. This one was like a well in a village. But there was no village here, 

and I thought I must be dreaming... 

 

"It is strange," I said to the little prince. "Everything is ready for use: the pulley, the bucket, the 

rope..." 

 

He laughed, touched the rope, and set the pulley to working. And the pulley moaned, like an 

old weathervane which the wind has long since forgotten. 

 

"Do you hear?" said the little prince. "We have wakened the well, and it is singing..." 
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I did not want him to tire himself with the rope. 

 

"Leave it to me," I said. "It is too heavy for you." 

 

I hoisted the bucket slowly to the edge of the well and set it there--happy, tired as I was, over 

my achievement. The song of the pulley was still in my ears, and I could see the sunlight 

shimmer in the still trembling water. 

 

"I am thirsty for this water," said the little prince. "Give me some of it to drink..." 

 

And I understood what he had been looking for. 

 

I raised the bucket to his lips. He drank, his eyes closed. It was as sweet as some special festival 

treat. This water was indeed a different thing from ordinary nourishment. Its sweetness was 

born of the walk under the stars, the song of the pulley, the effort of my arms. It was good for 

the heart, like a present. When I was a little boy, the lights of the Christmas tree, the music of 

the Midnight Mass, the tenderness of smiling faces, used to make up, so, the radiance of the 

gifts I received. 

 

"The men where you live," said the little prince, "raise five thousand roses in the same garden--

and they do not find in it what they are looking for." 

 

"They do not find it," I replied. 

 

"And yet what they are looking for could be found in one single rose, or in a little water." 

 

"Yes, that is true," I said. 

 

And the little prince added: 

 

"But the eyes are blind. One must look with the heart..." 

 

I had drunk the water. I breathed easily. At sunrise the sand is the color of honey. And that 

honey color was making me happy, too. What brought me, then, this sense of grief? 

 

"You must keep your promise," said the little prince, softly, as he sat down beside me once 

more. 

 

"What promise?" 

 

"You know--a muzzle for my sheep... I am responsible for this flower..." 
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I took my rough drafts of drawings out of my pocket. The little prince looked them over, and 

laughed as he said: 

 

"Your baobabs--they look a little like cabbages." 

 

"Oh!" 

 

I had been so proud of my baobabs! 

 

"Your fox--his ears look a little like horns; and they are too long." 

 

And he laughed again. 

 

"You are not fair, little prince," I said. "I don't know how to draw anything except boa 

constrictors from the outside and boa constrictors from the inside." 

 

"Oh, that will be all right," he said, "children understand." 

 

The Little prince and the well 

So then I made a pencil sketch of a muzzle. And as I gave it to him my heart was torn. 

 

"You have plans that I do not know about," I said. 

 

But he did not answer me. He said to me, instead: 

 

"You know--my descent to the earth... Tomorrow will be its anniversary." 

 

Then, after a silence, he went on: 

 

"I came down very near here." 

 

And he flushed. 

 

And once again, without understanding why, I had a queer sense of sorrow. One question, 

however, occurred to me: 

 

"Then it was not by chance that on the morning when I first met you--a week ago--you were 

strolling along like that, all alone, a thousand miles from any inhabited region? You were on the 

your back to the place where you landed?" 

 

The little prince flushed again. 

 

And I added, with some hesitancy: 
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"Perhaps it was because of the anniversary?" 

 

The little prince flushed once more. He never answered questions--but when one flushes does 

that not mean "Yes"? 

 

"Ah," I said to him, "I am a little frightened--" 

 

But he interrupted me. 

 

"Now you must work. You must return to your engine. I will be waiting for you here. Come 

back tomorrow evening..." 

 

But I was not reassured. I remembered the fox. One runs the risk of weeping a little, if one lets 

himself be tamed... 

 

XXVI 

Beside the well there was the ruin of an old stone wall. When I came back from my work, the 

next evening, I saw from some distance away my little price sitting on top of a wall, with his 

feet dangling. And I heard him say: 

 

"Then you don't remember. This is not the exact spot." 

 

Another voice must have answered him, for he replied to it: 

 

"Yes, yes! It is the right day, but this is not the place." 

 

I continued my walk toward the wall. At no time did I see or hear anyone. The little prince, 

however, replied once again: 

 

"-Exactly. You will see where my track begins, in the sand. You have nothing to do but wait for 

me there. I shall be there tonight." 

 

I was only twenty meters from the wall, and I still saw nothing. 

 

After a silence the little prince spoke again: 

 

"You have good poison? You are sure that it will not make me suffer too long?" 

 

I stopped in my tracks, my heart torn asunder; but still I did not understand. 

 

"Now go away," said the little prince. "I want to get down from the wall." 
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I dropped my eyes, then, to the foot of the wall--and I leaped into the air. There before me, 

facing the little prince, was one of those yellow snakes that take just thirty seconds to bring your 

life to an end. Even as I was digging into my pocked to get out my revolver I made a running 

step back. But, at the noise I made, the snake let himself flow easily across the sand like the 

dying spray of a fountain, and, in no apparent hurry, disappeared, with a light metallic sound, 

among the stones. 

 

I reached the wall just in time to catch my little man in my arms; his face was white as snow. 

 

"What does this mean?" I demanded. "Why are you talking with snakes?" 

 

I had loosened the golden muffler that he always wore. I had moistened his temples, and had 

given him some water to drink. And now I did not dare ask him any more questions. He looked 

at me very gravely, and put his arms around my neck. I felt his heart beating like the heart of a 

dying bird, shot with someone's rifle... 

 

"I am glad that you have found what was the matter with your engine," he said. "Now you can 

go back home--" 

 

"How do you know about that?" 

 

I was just coming to tell him that my work had been successful, beyond anything that I had 

dared to hope. 

 

He made no answer to my question, but he added: 

 

"I, too, am going back home today..." 

 

Then, sadly-- 

 

"It is much farther... It is much more difficult..." 

 

I realized clearly that something extraordinary was happening. I was holding him close in my 

arms as if he were a little child; and yet it seemed to me that he was rushing headlong toward 

an abyss from which I could do nothing to restrain him... 

 

His look was very serious, like some one lost far away. 

 

"I have your sheep. And I have the sheep's box. And I have the muzzle..." 

 

And he gave me a sad smile. 

 

I waited a long time. I could see that he was reviving little by little. 
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"Dear little man," I said to him, "you are afraid..." 

 

He was afraid, there was no doubt about that. But he laughed lightly. 

 

"I shall be much more afraid this evening..." 

 

The wall 

Once again I felt myself frozen by the sense of something irreparable. And I knew that I could 

not bear the thought of never hearing that laughter any more. For me, it was like a spring of 

fresh water in the desert. 

 

"Little man," I said, "I want to hear you laugh again." 

 

But he said to me: 

 

"Tonight, it will be a year... My star, then, can be found right above the place where I came to 

the Earth, a year ago..." 

 

"Little man," I said, "tell me that it is only a bad dream--this affair of the snake, and the meeting-

place, and the star..." 

 

But he did not answer my plea. He said to me, instead: 

 

"The thing that is important is the thing that is not seen..." 

 

"Yes, I know..." 

 

"It is just as it is with the flower. If you love a flower that lives on a star, it is sweet to look at the 

sky at night. All the stars are a-bloom with flowers..." 

 

"Yes, I know..." 

 

"It is just as it is with the water. Because of the pulley, and the rope, what you gave me to drink 

was like music. You remember--how good it was." 

 

"Yes, I know..." 

 

"And at night you will look up at the stars. Where I live everything is so small that I cannot 

show you where my star is to be found. It is better, like that. My star will just be one of the stars, 

for you. And so you will love to watch all the stars in the heavens... they will all be your friends. 

And, besides, I am going to make you a present..." 
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He laughed again. 

 

"Ah, little prince, dear little prince! I love to hear that laughter!" 

 

"That is my present. Just that. It will be as it was when we drank the water..." 

 

"What are you trying to say?" 

 

"All men have the stars," he answered, "but they are not the same things for different people. 

For some, who are travelers, the stars are guides. For others they are no more than little lights in 

the sky. For others, who are scholars, they are problems. For my businessman they were wealth. 

But all these stars are silent. You--you alone--will have the stars as no one else has them--" 

 

"What are you trying to say?" 

 

"In one of the stars I shall be living. In one of them I shall be laughing. And so it will be as if all 

the stars were laughing, when you look at the sky at night... You--only you--will have stars that 

can laugh!" 

 

And he laughed again. 

 

The Little prince 

"And when your sorrow is comforted (time soothes all sorrows) you will be content that you 

have known me. You will always be my friend. You will want to laugh with me. And you will 

sometimes open your window, so, for that pleasure... And your friends will be properly 

astonished to see you laughing as you look up at the sky! Then you will say to them, 'Yes, the 

stars always make me laugh!' And they will think you are crazy. It will be a very shabby trick 

that I shall have played on you..." 

 

And he laughed again. 

 

"It will be as if, in place of the stars, I had given you a great number of little bells that knew how 

to laugh..." 

 

And he laughed again. Then he quickly became serious: 

 

"Tonight--you know... Do not come." 

 

"I shall not leave you," I said. 

 

"I shall look as if I were suffering. I shall look a little as if I were dying. It is like that. Do not 

come to see that. It is not worth the trouble..." 
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"I shall not leave you." 

 

But he was worried. 

 

"I tell you--it is also because of the snake. He must not bite you. Snakes--they are malicious 

creatures. This one might bite you just for fun..." 

 

"I shall not leave you." 

 

But a thought came to reassure him: 

 

"It is true that they have no more poison for a second bite." 

 

The Little prince with his star 

 

That night I did not see him set out on his way. He got away from me without making a sound. 

When I succeeded in catching up with him he was walking along with a quick and resolute 

step. He said to me merely: 

 

"Ah! You are there..." 

 

And he took me by the hand. But he was still worrying. 

 

"It was wrong of you to come. You will suffer. I shall look as if I were dead; and that will not be 

true..." 

 

I said nothing. 

 

"You understand... it is too far. I cannot carry this body with me. It is too heavy." 

 

I said nothing. 

 

"But it will be like an old abandoned shell. There is nothing sad about old shells..." 

 

I said nothing. 

 

He was a little discouraged. But he made one more effort: 

 

"You know, it will be very nice. I, too, shall look at the stars. All the stars will be wells with a 

rusty pulley. All the stars will pour out fresh water for me to drink..." 

 

I said nothing. 
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"That will be so amusing! You will have five hundred million little bells, and I shall have five 

hundred million springs of fresh water..." 

 

And he too said nothing more, becuase he was crying... 

 

"Here it is. Let me go on by myself." 

 

And he sat down, because he was afraid. Then he said, again: 

 

"You know--my flower... I am responsible for her. And she is so weak! She is so naďve! She has 

four thorns, of no use at all, to protect herself against all the world..." 

 

I too sat down, because I was not able to stand up any longer. 

 

"There now--that is all ..." 

 

He still hesitated a little; then he got up. He took one step. I could not move. 

 

There was nothing but a flash of yellow close to his ankle. He remained motionless for an 

instant. He did not cry out. He fell as gently as a tree falls. There was not even any sound, 

because of the sand. 

 

Death 

XXVII 

And now six years have already gone by... I have never yet told this story. The companions who 

met me on my return were well content to see me alive. I was sad, but I told them: "I am tired." 

 

Now my sorrow is comforted a little. That is to say--not entirely. But I know that he did go back 

to his planet, because I did not find his body at daybreak. It was not such a heavy body... and at 

night I love to listen to the stars. It is like five hundred million little bells... 

 

But there is one extraordinary thing... when I drew the muzzle for the little prince, I forgot to 

add the leather strap to it. He will never have been able to fasten it on his sheep. So now I keep 

wondering: what is happening on his planet? Perhaps the sheep has eaten the flower... 

 

At one time I say to myself: "Surely not! The little prince shuts his flower under her glass globe 

every night, and he watches over his sheep very carefully..." Then I am happy. And there is 

sweetness in the laughter of all the stars. 

 

But at another time I say to myself: "At some moment or other one is absent-minded, and that is 

enough! On some one evening he forgot the glass globe, or the sheep got out, without making 

any noise, in the night..." And then the little bells are changed to tears... 
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Here, then, is a great mystery. For you who also love the little prince, and for me, nothing in the 

universe can be the same if somewhere, we do not know where, a sheep that we never saw has--

yes or no?--eaten a rose... 

 

Look up at the sky. Ask yourselves: is it yes or no? Has the sheep eaten the flower? And you 

will see how everything changes... 

 

And no grown-up will ever understand that this is a matter of so much importance! 

 

 

The loveliest and saddest landscape in the world 


