Excerpt from The Last Days of Socrates - Plato
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Socrates has been condemned to death, and Plato reports his speech to the jury

“....I suspect that this thing that has happened to me is a blessing, and we are quite mistaken
in supposing death to be an evil....

Death is one of two things. Either it is annihilation, and the dead have no consciousness of
anything, or, as we are told, it is really a change: a migration of the soul from this place to
another. Now if there is no consciousness but only a dreamless sleep, death must be a
marvellous gain.

I suppose that if anyone were told to pick out the night on which he slept so soundly as not
even to dream, and then to compare it with all the other nights and days of his life, and then
were told to say, after due consideration, how many better and happier days and nights than
this he had spent in the course of his life - well, I think that the Great King himself, to say
nothing of any private person, would find these days and nights easy to count in comparison
with the rest. If death is like this, then, I call it gain, because the whole of time, if you look at
it in this way, can be regarded as no more than one single night.

If on the other hand death is a removal from here to some other place, and if what we are
told is true, that all the dead are there, what greater blessing could there be than this?

If on arrival in the other world, beyond the reach of our so-called justice, one will find there
the true judges who are said to preside in those courts, Minos and Rhadamanthus and
Aeacus and Triptolemus and all those other half-divinities who were upright in their earthly
life, would that be an unrewarding journey?

Put it in this way. How much would one of you give to meet Orpheus and Musaeus, Hesiod
and Homer? I am willing to die ten times over if this account is true. It would be a specially
interesting experience for me to join them there, to meet Palamedes and Ajax, the son of
Telamon, and any other heroes of the old days who met their death through an unfair trial,
and to compare my fortunes with theirs - it would be rather amusing, I think.

And above all I should like to spend my time there, as here, in examining and searching
people's minds, to find out who is really wise among them, and who only thinks that he is.

What would one not give, gentlemen, to be able to question the leader of that great host
against Troy, or Odysseus, or Sisyphus, or the thousands of other men and women whom
one could mention, to talk and mix and argue with whom would be unimaginable happiness?

At any rate I presume that they do not put one to death there for such conduct, because
apart from the other happiness in which their world surpasses ours, they are now immortal
for the rest of time, if what we are told is true.

Now it is time that we were going, I to die and you to live; but which of us has the happier
prospect is unknown to anyone but God.”



