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When they see the fire signals in the Peiraeus, much hustle and bustle occurs in the harbour, and nowhere is there order. For it is night, and many men appear in the streets and watch the fire signals. Protarchos and Polos his neighbour see the men.
Pol.	(running outside of his house) Tell me, what is this shouting? What is this din, neighbour? What do you see? For great is the din, and great is the shouting in the harbour.
Prot.	(Runs homeward) Come here, neighbour, and look over there. Don’t you see the fire signals? Look! For it is clear that Salamis is in danger.
Pol.	Tell me, neighbour, where are you running?
Prot.	I am running home for my weapons. Then I am going quickly onto the ship. For this is great and terrible danger. But why don’t you come with me?
Pol.	Yes, I am coming with you. But wait, friend.
Prot.	But where are you running to?
[bookmark: _GoBack]Pol. 	I am going home for my oar loop and my cushion. For it is clear that we are going to a sea-battle.
So, thus Polos carries out his oar-loop and his cushion, and Protarchos’ slave carries out his weapons and a torch. Then the men go to the harbour.
