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  Dramatis Personæ




  Socrates.




  Anitus, High Priest of Ceres.




  Melitus, one of the Judges of Athens.




  Xantippe, Wife of Socrates.




  Aglae, a young Athenian Lady, brought up by Socrates.




  Sophronimus, a young Athenian Gentleman, brought up by Socrates.




  Drixa, Terpander, Acros, Friends of Anitus.




  ACT I.




  Judges, Disciples of Socrates, and three Pedants, Protected by Anitus.




  SCENE I.




  Anitus, Drixa, Terpander, Acros.




  Anitus: My dear confidante, and you my trusty friends, you well know how much money I have put into your pockets this last feast of Ceres: I am now going to be married, and I hope you will all do your respective duties on this great occasion.




  Drixa: That, my lord, we most certainly shall, provided you give us an opportunity of getting a little more by it.




  Anitus: I shall want of you, Madam Drixa, two fine Persian carpets; from you, Terpander, I must have two large silver candlesticks; and from you, half a dozen robes.




  Terpander: A considerable demand, my lord; but there is nothing which we would not do to merit your holy protection.




  Anitus: O you will be rewarded for it a hundred fold: ’tis the best means to gain the favor of the gods: give much, and much you shall receive; but above all fail not, I beseech you, to stir up the people against all the rich and great, who are deficient in paying their vows, and presenting their offerings.




  Acros: On that, my lord, you may depend; it is a duty too sacred ever to be neglected by us.




  Anitus: ’Tis well, my friends; may heaven continue to inspire you with the same just and pious sentiments, and be assured you will prosper; you, your children, and your children’s children, to all posterity.




  Terpander: You have said it, my lord, and therefore it must be so.




  SCENE II.




  Anitus, Drixa.




  Anitus: Well, my dear Drixa, I believe you will have no objection to my marrying Aglae; I shall not love you the less, and we may still live together as we used to do.




  Drixa: O my lord, I am not jealous; as long as trade goes on well, I am contented. While I had the honor of being one of your mistresses, I was a woman of some consequence in Athens: but if you are in love with Aglae, I, in my turn, am as fond of young Sophronimus: and Xantippe, Socrates’s wife, has promised that he shall marry me. I shall be always, notwithstanding, as much at your service as ever. I am only vexed that this young fellow has been brought up with that rascal Socrates, and that Aglae is still in his hands. We must take them both out as fast as we can. Xantippe will be glad to get rid of them. The beautiful Sophronimus and the fair Aglae have a sad time of it with the surly Socrates.




  Anitus: I am in great hopes, my dear, that Melitus and I together shall soon be able to destroy this dangerous fellow, who preaches nothing but virtue and divinity, and has taken the liberty to laugh at some certain adventures that happened at the mysteries of Ceres: but he is Aglae’s tutor: her father, Agathon, they tell me, has left her a great fortune: in short, Aglae is a charming girl; I love her, and I will marry her; and as to Socrates, I shall take care of him.




  Drixa: Do what you please with Socrates, so I can but get my dear Sophronimus: but how could that fool Agathon leave his daughter in the hands of this old flat-nosed Socrates, that intolerable reasoner, who corrupts all our young men, and keeps them away from courtesans and the mysteries?




  Anitus: Agathon himself was tainted with the same vile principles: he was one of your sober, serious fools, whose manners differed in every respect from ours; a man, in short, of another age, one of our sworn and inveterate enemies, who think they have fulfilled every duty when they worship God, assist man, cultivate friendships, and study philosophy; one of those ridiculous creatures who insolently deny that the gods prognosticate future events by the liver of an ox; those merciless reasoners, who find fault with priests for sacrificing young girls, or passing a night with them on occasion. These you see, Drixa, are a kind of people not fit to live. As to Socrates, I should have been glad to have him strangled long ago. However, I have agreed to meet him here in the portico, and talk with him about the marriage.




  Drixa: Here he comes: you do him too much honor: but I must leave you, and talk to Xantippe about my young man.




  Anitus: The gods conduct you, my dear Drixa; remember to serve them, and don’t forget my two fine Persian carpets.




  SCENE III.




  Anitus, Socrates.




  Anitus: Good morning, my dear Socrates, thou favorite of the gods, and wisest of men; methinks every time I see you I am raised above myself; in you I look up with admiration to the dignity of human nature.
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