
Module CLGK7101. Kevin Greene. 26001477.

         Week 8 Homework: Translation 6D.

Streps.			But, dear little Socrates, why don’t you come down? For I came into the think-tank because, as I owe a lot of money, I am in debt.
Soc.			But how did you get into debt? How are you suffering this?
Streps.			It escaped my notice that I had a horse-mad son. So I became indebted. And I suffered this because of the horse-fever and because of my son. For the creditors always exact their due, and if I do not do anything, they will do for ever. So teach me one of your arguments.
Soc.			One of my arguments? Which one do you mean? The stronger or the weaker?
Streps.			I mean the unjust one, the weaker, the one stopping the debts. For this argument wins lawsuits, and the stronger one does not. What shall I do?
Soc.			(points to a couch)
What? First lie down on the couch. Then think out something of your troubles.
Streps.			(sees the bugs)
I am unlucky. For the bugs will exact their due today.
He lies down.There is along pause. Eventually …
Soc.			Fellow, what are you doing? Are you not thinking?
Streps.			I? Yes, by Poseidon.
Soc.			And what then did you think?
Streps.			Whether I shall escape the notice of the bugs, the ones which are biting me terribly.
Soc.			(with annoyance)
You are talking nonsense.
			(another long pause)
But the man is silent. What is he doing?
(He addresses Strepsiades)
			Fellow, are you sleeping?
Strep.			No by Apollo, I am not.
Soc.			Have you got something?
Streps.		No by Zeus, I indeed for my part do not.
Soc.		Nothing at all?
Sreps.		I do have my penis in my right hand.
Soc.		Go to hell! Do not joke, fellow.
		(after a long pause)
Streps.		Dear little Socrates.
Soc.		What, old man?
Streps.		I have a plan.
Soc.		Tell me the plan.
[bookmark: _GoBack]Streps.		I shall take a woman sorceress and at night I shall steal the moon.
Soc.		(puzzled)
What are you saying? You will steal the moon? Tell me then – how is this useful?
Streps.		How? Listen. For the creditors lend money by the month. So I shall steal the moon. And the moon will no longer rise. So how will the creditors take their money?
Soc.		Go to hell! You are boorish and ignorant. I shall not teach you any longer, since you are indeed ignorant.
Strepsiades goes back out into the street, and sadly contemplates his fate. 				
