PASSAGES FROM PLATO

Passage # 1.  (Plato, Phaedo, XVII, 72) 

It is not at all hard to understand my meaning, he replied.  If, for example, the one opposite, to go to sleep, existed without the corresponding opposite, to wake up, which is generated from the first, then all nature would at last make the tale of Endymion meaningless, and he would no longer be conspicuous; for everything else would be in that same state of sleep that he was in.  And if all things were compounded together and never separated, the Chaos of Anaxagoras would soon be realized.   

Passage # 2.  (Plato, Republic, II, 368)

Glaucon and the rest entreated me by all means not to let the question drop, but to proceed in the investigation. They wanted to arrive at the truth, first, about the nature of justice and injustice, and secondly, about their relative advantages. I told them, what I --really thought, that the enquiry would be of a serious nature, and would require very good eyes. Seeing then, I said, that we are no great wits, I think that we had better adopt a method which I may illustrate thus; suppose that a short-sighted person had been asked by some one to read small letters from a distance; and it occurred to some one else that they might be found in another place which was larger and in which the letters were larger --if they were the same and he could read the larger letters first, and then proceed to the lesser --this would have been thought a rare piece of good fortune.

Passage # 3.  (Plato, Republic, VI, 508)

And the soul is like the eye: when resting upon that on which truth and being shine, the soul perceives and understands and is radiant with intelligence; but when turned towards the twilight of becoming and perishing, then she has opinion only, and goes blinking about, and is first of one opinion and then of another, and seems to have no intelligence

Passage # 4.  (Plato, Phaedo, XLV, 97)

I think that I am very far from believing that I know the cause of any of these things.  I cannot understand how, when they are brought together, this union, or placing of one by the other, should be the cause of their becoming two, whereas, when they were separated, each of them was one, and they were not two.  

Passage # 5.  (Plato, Republic, X, 597)

Beds, then, are of three kinds, and there are three artists who superintend them: God, the maker of the bed, and the painter?

Yes, there are three of them.

God, whether form choice or from necessity, made one bed in nature and one only; two or more such ideal beds neither ever have been nor ever will be made by God.  

Why is that?

Because even if He had made but two, a third would still appear behind them which both of them would have for their idea, and that would be the ideal bed and not the two others.

Passage # 6.  (Plato, Phaedrus, 275d)

I cannot help feeling … that writing is unfortunately like painting; for the creations of the painter have the attitude of life, and if you ask them a question they preserve a solemn silence.  And the same may be said of speeches.  You would imagine that they had intelligence, but if you want to know anything and put a question to one of them, the speaker always gives one unvarying answer.   And when they have been once written down they are tumbled about anywhere among those who may or may not understand them, and know not to whom they should reply, to whom not: and, if they are maltreated or abused, they have no parents to protect them; and they cannot protect or defend themselves.

