Stephen Dodd (1603628) Week 7 Homework: Translation 5B
Strepsiades: But what do I owe? Slave, come here! Light the oil lamp. For now I don't see anything. For it is deep night.
Therapon: How then do I light the oil-lamp, master? Look, there is no olive oil in the lamp.
Strepsiades: What are you saying? The lamp has no olive oil? Alas, wretched me. Come here and be punished.
How evil the war is. For I no longer punish the house slaves, even though they are being lazy. For the war prevents (it). Alas for my troubles. For now, while we order, those men do not obey. But when we were young, then the old men always used to punish the house slaves. Therefore those men were not lazy, nor did they treat the masters badly, and (they) were good and always obeyed. For they were afraid of punishment.
But why don't I save myself and the (my) son from debts? Why don't I search for some plan, and stop these debts?
[bookmark: _GoBack]Now then, Strepsiades, save yourself. Hurrah, hurrah. I have a certain plan. And now why don't I stop this young man sleeping?
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