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Dik.	Look, rhapsode, do you see? What irreverence! For the unfortunate stranger is sat down at the altar, since he is a suppliant, but the public slaves are dragging him away, while the stranger is taking hold of the altar and calling upon the gods. O city, city!
Sat.	Drag that man away, since he is Spartan, away from the altar.
Str.	I call upon the gods – 
Slave	But the stranger is holding the altar, Satyros.
Sat.	Cut off his hands.
Str.	I call upon you, men.
Dik.	The stranger is calling upon us, rhapsode, and does not stop calling upon us.
(The rhapsode keeps quiet. Finally, he speaks.)
Rhap.	But nevertheless, keep quiet too, Dikaiopolis, and stop lamenting, and don’t do anything. Don’t you see those public slaves, the ones who have daggers?
Str. (he doesn’t stop calling upon the gods.)
O gods, look down on what I suffer! Look down on those irreverent against Zeus of suppliants and strangers!
(The public slaves drag away from the altar he who is calling upon the gods)
Sat.	Stop, man, calling upon the gods. You, slaves, take the man away to the other Spartans.
Str.	Do you, Athenians, drag away those who flee into shrines? But by the two gods, it is clear you are being unjust towards men and are irreverent towards the gods.
Dik.	Who is that stranger?
Sat.	 He happens to be an ambassador – 
Dik.	What are you saying? An ambassador? What lawlessness? Are you killing an ambassador?
Sat.	He is an ambassador and happens to be travelling towards the king of Persia. You are clearly friends with the Spartans. So be quiet and stop lamenting for the Spartan.
(The public slaves take the Spartan away towards the agora. The stranger does not stop shouting and making clear what he is suffering at the hands of the Athenians.)
Dik.	It is clear that the gods are hated by men. For they will kill him, despite him being an ambassador and a suppliant. Surely great retribution form the gods is taking hold of him because of his ancestors and the aggression of his ancestors.
But what’s the matter with this city of ours? What is happening? War appears to be a violent teacher, rhapsode. For in peace this doesn’t happen. For in peace there is good order and plenty in the city. In war there is lawlessness and shortage.
[bookmark: _GoBack]Rhap.	“For bad government brings many evils to the city, but good government makes all appear in good order and perfect.”

