DIK: Don’t joke at me, rhapsode. For the philosophers seek, as I hear, what is good, but no one is able to find it. For some think the good is virtue, others justice. But these men know nothing. The farmers know the good, what it is. For they happened to have found it in a field. It is peace. For the war is full of events, perplexities, disease, equipping ships, but peace is full of marriages, festivals, gatherings, children, friends, wealth, health, food, wine, pleasure. If someone wants to make a treaty and to bring peace, I don’t know. But I myself would like to. But how, being alone, will I bring the people to my side? By saying what, or shouting what, or ordering what, will I make a treaty? But, therefore, I will go, being ready to shout and to speak ill of he who says anything except about peace. Bring it now, into the assembly, Dikaiopolis!	Comment by Michael Withey: Try to include the δέ (which answers the previous μέν): «the philosophers, however, do know what is the good” (also, be more careful in rendering indirect questions)	Comment by Michael Withey: This has the form of an indirect question: “whether anyone else wants to make peace, I don’t know”.	Comment by Michael Withey: But nonetheless (remember, particles hunt in packs!)	Comment by Michael Withey: Come now
EU and PEIS: Nonetheless we are emigrating to the place which is free from trouble. Farewell
RAPS: I consider these men to be stupid indeed. For I would not do these things. For I would neither hurry to the assembly nor would I like to run away from the fatherland. Do they not know that the poet, the one who made, made a true thing?	Comment by Michael Withey: The poet poetised/ truly when he poetised…(however you want to render this…)
‘’but, indeed, do these things of gods lie in minds?”	Comment by Michael Withey: Do these things lie in the minds of the gods?
For we must endure the gifts of the gods, and difficult things and better things. 	Comment by Michael Withey: Both the difficult and the better (the καί...καί)
“But on the one hand gifts of gods, although grieving, it is obligatory for us as men to endure. For a yoke lies upon our neck”	Comment by Michael Withey: While the gifts of the gods may be greivous...	Comment by Michael Withey: This is tmesis (cutting a prefix from the word)

