
Pliny Epistle unseen: Loeb translation

“It would take too long to go into the details (which anyway don’t matter) of how I happened to be 
dining with a man—though no particular friend of his—whose elegant economy, as he called it, 
seemed to me a sort of stingy extravagance. The best dishes were set in front of himself and a select
few, and cheap scraps of food before the rest of the company. He had even put the wine into tiny 
little flasks, divided into three categories, not with the idea of giving his guests the opportunity of 
choosing, but to make it impossible for them to refuse what they were given. One lot was intended 
for himself and for us, another for his lesser friends (all his friends are graded) and the third for his 
and our freedmen. My neighbour at table noticed this and asked me if I approved. I said I did not. 
“So what do you do?” he asked. “I serve the same to everyone, for when I invite guests it is for a 
meal, not to make class distinctions; I have brought them as equals to the same table, so I give them 
the same treatment in everything.” “Even the freedmen?” “Of course, for then they are my fellow-
diners, not freedmen.”


