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  Prelude




  Socrates




  Sage of Wisdom! all who hear you must admit,


  Your words carry the wind-swift speed of civic wit.


  You’ve mastered every weather in your speech,


  Fierce nipping words that coldly freeze yet teach.


  You shower sharp arrow-barbs, sent to defy


  Opponents beneath the stormy winter sky.


  Before you, all contenders are bound to fall,


  While your bright Sun of Wisdom shines light on all.




  After Thucydides




  Chapter 1




  The Momentous Discovery of Dr. Ernest R. Sekers




  My most revered colleague and life long friend, the late Dr. Ernest R. Sekers (1949-2009), gave me written permission, before his recent, sudden and tragic death, well before his time, to write a full account of his greatest discovery, and publish, albeit posthumously his valuable findings.




  Dr. Ernest R. Sekers, as we all know, was universally acknowledged as the leading and most respected Classical Greek Scholar of his generation. He was overjoyed to have discovered some of the missing Socratic Dialogues and Memorabilia recorded by Aeschines Socraticus (c.400 BC) which had been missing for over fifteen hundred years and were presumed to have been lost since ancient times.




  While on a well earned Academic Sabbatical in Cairo, where it was his custom to take frequent exploratory voyages up and down the River Nile, in search of Classical Greek Inscriptions, a momentous event happened. These ancient inscriptions were generally left on artefacts, and were inscribed during the Greek occupation, at the time of the decaying Egyptian Civilisation.




  On his last but fateful visit, Ernest was solicited by an itinerant Bedouin labourer. The man had recently been employed on one of the many archaeological excavations sponsored by the Egyptian Ministry of Culture and Antiquities. As Ernest related this momentous event to me, the man, whom he vaguely recognised from previous visits, had approached him with words which amounted to “Esteemed and worthy Sir, I have been waiting for you, and I knew you would one day come, I have found some very ancient Greek papyri for you, they are most important, please, I beg of you, do take your time and have a good look!” Dr.Sekers was mildly intrigued; he always followed up these unsolicited approaches, but never expected to find anything of much importance. He had been offered many manuscripts before which invariably turned out to be the household accounts of some nobleman, civil servant or minor military official. Anyhow, Dr.Sekers conscientiously and carefully opened the packet well wrapped up and tied. He saw tattered sheaves of papyri with somewhat faded and eroded Greek inscriptions written on them in an educated hand. Scanning them quickly, he caught sight of the word Socrates and asked the Arab where he had found them. The Bedouin said that that they had been deeply buried in a small amphora and tightly sealed. They had come to light when he and other workers were excavating near the site of what had once been the Great Library of Alexandria. This caught Dr. Sekers’s interest and after some hard bargaining decided to buy the packet for what he considered to be a very small sum, that same afternoon.




  Returning to his hotel room in Cairo, he carefully perused the contents and was convinced that these papyri definitely contained a number of Socratic Dialogues. He could tell that stylistically they were written neither by Plato, Xenophon nor Aristophanes. Then he realised with a sudden shock that he must be holding none other than some of the missing dialogues of no less a figure than Aeschines Socraticus. I remember years ago, Earnest telling me what a tragedy it was that the Aeschines Socraticus’ Dialogues had all been lost, presumably forever. It seemed, intuitively he had felt that they would reveal a very different picture than those of the widely accepted and obviously sanitised Platonic records. It was if Plato was always trying to establish his own ambition to forge a reputation as a Philosopher for the benefit of his planned Academy, rather than faithfully transmit the spirit and content of Socrates’ Dialogues precisely. Aeschines, was known to lean the other way and was reputed by contemporaries to be more trenchant and honest, if sometimes ribald in his handling of exchanges, as well as wryly humorous. Perhaps somewhat closer to Xenophon’s rather more robust characterisation of the Master. Aeschines was known to colourfully display Socrates irony and sardonic wit. which Plato, with his mock seriousness, tended to underplay.




  From my own researches, most of what we know about Aeschines (425-350 BC) better known as Aeschines Socraticus of Sphettus, comes from the reliable Diogenes Laertes in his book ‘The Lives of Eminent Philosophers’. Aeschines is not to be confused with the famous Attic orator, of the same name (389-314 BC), the son of Atrometus. In Chapter VII Diogenes tells us that Aeschines Socraticus, was the son of Charinus, the Sausage Maker; but according to some other accounts he was the son of Lysanius. He was however, definitely a pupil of Socrates. There is also a recorded trial proceeding concerning Aeschines which tells us that at one time he fell into financial difficulties and incurred a debt while working as a perfume vendor and was unable to pay it back.




  The famed Dr. Benjamin Jowett, the translator of all Plato’s Dialogues, wrote about Aeschines Socraticus. “From the account of Diogenes Laertes, he appears to have been a familiar friend of his great master who said that ‘of the sausage-seller’s son, only he knew how to honour him.’ The same writer has preserved the trusted tradition that it was actually Aeschines, and not Crito, who offered to assist Socrates in an escape from imprisonment.”




  Aeschines seems to have spent the greater part of his life in what we could call ‘small poverty’, which gave rise to Socrates advising him ‘to borrow money from himself, instead of from others, by diminishing his daily wants.’ He assisted his father in Sausage Manufacture before his own business failure as A Perfume Vendor. He then retired to the Syracusan Court where his friendship with Aristipus was reciprocated because of their common dislike of Plato. He stayed there until the expulsion of one of his friends, the younger Dionysius, and returned to Athens where he gave private lectures on Philosophy. Plato falsely accused him of being a Sophist because he received money for this instruction. The three scant Dialogues which have survived are not considered genuine by contemporary scholars, as they do not contain the fullness of Socratic irony nor are they are elegant in style. Dr.Seker’s important discovery, however, reveals some further Dialogues and Memorablia which are very different in character, and contain many new insights about Socrates which were, for some obscure reason, concealed by Plato and Xenophon. The recorders of all the Dialogues worked mainly from memory with some notes. Accounts therefore, vary considerably, and each reporter imposed his own gloss on what Socrates and others actually said. Although the events here are approximately the same as Xenophon’s and in the case of Ion, Plato’s account, they are more risqué, and also seem to show a clear link with the Non-Dual Brahmin Philosophers who the Roman Historian Josephus records as having visited Athens at that time. Many scholars have suggested that Socrates must have known some of the content of the Upanishads. There was considerable cultural and commercial interchange between Greece and India in this period, as my learned and esteemed colleague, Professor Dr. Hans Weisacre of Leipzig, to whom I have shown the translations of the original texts bequeathed to my by Dr.Sekers, has confirmed. He informed me that the Dialogues of Plato are not strictly reliable and quotes Diogenes Laertes as informing us that Socrates said “By Heracles! What a number of lies this young man [Plato] is telling about me!”




  It was several months after his discovery, that with some trepidation, Ernest confided his great find to me, and handed me copies of his tentative translations for my candid opinion. “If anything ever happens to me, old boy, please see that they are published posthumously.” That tragically was the last time I ever saw dear Ernest. Returning to Cairo for another trip he was found dead. He had been murdered, in one of Cairo’s numerous back street alleys. He had been knifed and his wallet stolen along with his gold signet ring and wrist watch. Most readers will have read the many fulsome obituaries in the quality Daily Newspapers and Academic Press which appeared. I can only state that the translations he gave me were very far from being completed, and I had to considerably revise the draft in order to bring them forward for a suitable reading. They are certainly illuminating and I believe they have a great relevance to many of the contemporary questions posed by modern philosophy. They also vividly convey much of what we would call to-day ‘the camp atmosphere’ of the Socratic circle. In my view, it can truly be said that Aeschines Socraticus give us Plato without tears.




  Chapter 2




  Socrates Meets Aeschines the Sausage Maker




  Socrates: Hail to Thee, dear Aeschines, prince of sausage makers! Where are you coming from, to meet us now?




  Aeschines: I have just come back from my father’s kitchen. He is with me here [Socrates and Charinus acknowledge each other and exchange smiles], where I was assisting him in preparing his famed spiced meat delicacies.




  Socrates: Yes! Charinus , your dear father, makes the finest sausages in all Athens, that is beyond any dispute.




  Aeschines: Thank you, Socrates. Next to my own beloved father, I love you dearly. I hope I shall never, ever have to leave you. Even if you strike me with your staff, you will find no wood hard enough to keep me away from you, so long as I think you’ve something important to say. [This complement has also been quoted by Diogenes Laertes.]




  Socrates: See! Only this sausage-maker’s son knows how to honour me. I wish all my friends were as loyal as you, Aeschines. In some ways, your respected profession has often appealed to me as being most enviable. You assist your Father whom you love and cherish, you earn an honest livelihood, you exercise great care and attention. so keeping your restless monkey mind in check, and what is more, create marvellous delicacies for all the citizens of Athens to enjoy with their wine, and fill their bellies, which when digested, inspire good thoughts and hopefully beneficial actions.




  Aeschines: You speak the truth as always, Socrates. I have toiled to excel at this work, selecting the choicest herbs and learning to pound the cooked rare meats into a fine paste and skilfully blend them, we pack them in an edible skin and make them look as appetising as possible.




  Socrates: I am persuaded as to your eminent skill, Aeschines. I trust you will not refuse me a sample of your labours.




  Aeschines: [opening his satchel] Here is one of Father’s latest delicious concoctions, a mixture of equal parts of baby lamb and wild rabbit, flavoured with honey, thyme and black pepper.




  Socrates: Thank you. I shall relish it more after our conversation but now ask me whatever question you will.




  Aeschines: You said earlier that my food after being digested, stimulates or rather inspires thought which hopefully leads to action.




  Socrates: I recall having said precisely that.




  Aeschines: Does this mean I am indirectly responsible for my customer’s thoughts and deeds?




  Socrates: Listen both of you. After a fashion, partially, but not completely. Mind, obviously needs sufficient food stuff to make thoughts happen.




  Aeschines: But surely Socrates, the man himself, is responsible for his own thoughts and actions, and has the freedom to decide his acts?




  Socrates: Dear boy, I hope you will not be shocked when I tell you that man has no freedom of will, and is not really responsible for his actions. Nevertheless he must make every effort, from his false sense of himself which he calls ‘me’ to behave according to the highest standards we Athenians endeavour to live up to in our lives.




  Aeschines: But surely Socrates, this goes against the collective folk wisdom of educated people and their commonsense. I feel, and I am sure, that I am solely responsible for all my acts. When I decide to do something, I then carry it out.




  Socrates: Are you so sure, my dear fellow? Let us enquire into this matter more closely. Sit down for a while. [My Father and I sit down on some nearby temple steps - to listen to what Socrates had to say] You say “I think”, where does the thought that you have, come from, in the first instance? From where does it arise?




  Aeschines: From me, of course.




  Socrates: From ‘me’ does it?. Tell us, who is this ‘me’? Can you actually find this so called ‘me’ inside yourself? Now watch closely. Where do these thoughts actually come from? Be very honest Aeschines! Get to know thy Self before it’s too late! Tell me Aeschines, have you ever been to Delphi?




  Aeschines: Yes, twice.




  Socrates: And did you observe what is written somewhere on the temple wall, ‘Know Thy Self’?




  Aeschines: Yes, Socrates I have seen that aphorism there.




  Socrates: Well make the attempt to follow it before it is too late, and you grow old and demented! Now, I repeat have you ever noticed where your thoughts actually come from?




  Aeschines: Well, surprisingly they seem to arrive from nowhere, out of the blue. From the Gods, perhaps?




  Socrates: Good, now you see that you, your self did not create the initial thought. It arrives from you know not where. Then what happens?




  Aeschines: It commences the faculty of reasoning.




  Socrates: Yes, it touches your mind, and either the thought is rejected as unworthy or accepted as useful, according to your preferences , your standards of upbringing and so forth; and it starts a process that we call thinking, usually from your associative memory.




  Aeschines: But surely I start the process of reasoning?




  Socrates: Are you sure, it doesn’t just happen? Look closely now. See what actually takes place. A thought arrives from nowhere, touches the mind which reacts according to its patterns of education and conditioning, and does what it believes to be the right response, and some more thought weighs the matter up, and so on, and so on until a conclusion is reached, and action may or may not happen.




  Aeschines: But surely in the weighing up, I choose from the possible alternatives offered by commonsense and reason?




  Socrates: I mistrust your so called commonsense and conventional opinion, the so-called reason of the masses. Only the philosophers understand the nature of choice, and not too many of them, I suspect.




  Aeschines: Do you mean to say I didn’t really choose?




  Socrates: What happens if you watch, my dear sausage maker, is that your mind or thoughts present alternatives, and according to your disposition you choose that which you consider to be the most practical, pleasurable and in the best interest for yourself. But there is no Daemon or entity inside to choose. The choice happens mechanically, like an abacus, and then the mind foolishly ascribes it to itself as “a free agent”, boasting arrogantly “I Choose.”
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