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FADE IN:
EXT.
CITY STREET – ATHENS – NIGHT – 399 BCE  
Fog shrouds the street.  Oil lamps begin to sway from a BREEZE.  
Emerging from the darkened path is PLATO, 27, a broad-shouldered and brooding man.  He clutches his plain grey cloak to guard against the increasingly chaotic wind.  
EXT. PRISON – ATHENS – NIGHT – 399 BCE

Plato KNOCKS on the heavy wooden door.  A pair of eyes peers through the observation hole.  They widen in recognition and withdraw fluttering as the WIND suddenly kicks up.  
The door GRINDS open.




  PRISON GUARD


Another visitor-r. . .soo. . .early?
The guard stutters as the WIND THROWS his cloak across his body.  Plato looks up coolly.  He nonchalantly slips a few coins into the guard’s hand.  

Plato’s steady gaze turns inward.  As he strolls in, a breeze follows and flickers the lamplights, creating a mosaic of shadows on the walls.  
INT.
OUTSIDE PRISON ROOM – ATHENS – NIGHT 399 BCE
The door opens to reveal a 50 year-old woman.  This is XANITHEPPE.  She approaches Plato with raising arms and a gentle expression, though her swollen, bloodshot eyes give away her underlying emotional state.




  XANITHEPPE


Ahh, Plato...
She withdraws in confusion when Plato’s arm cuts her off.





  PLATO



Xanitheppe, I’m very ill.





  XANITHEPPE


Oh, you think that’d bother me?

She CARESSES Plato.  She then ushers Plato out into the hallway, slowly CLOSING the door behind her.

She WHISPERS, though her tone rises in a crescendo:  




  XANITHEPPE



Talk to him.  Make him come to his 


senses. He is not himself these 


days.

Plato looks at her incredulously, but quickly turns sympathetic.




  PLATO



I will. . .I will.

INT.
PRISON ROOM – ATHENS – NIGHT – 399 BCE
In the middle of the room sleeps an old man on a pallet bed. 
THE BACK WALL displays the sleeping man’s steady shadow.  Plato’s shadow approaches from the side.  A BREEZE stirs the oil lamp, signaling to the shadows to begin their ominous dance.  
Plato COUGHS lightly.  This is our first, clear view of Plato to see his facial rashes and glossy eyes.  A crown of shadow is plastered on the wall behind him.  
Xanitheppe stands in the doorway.  She flashes a desperate smile and leaves, CLOSING THE DOOR.  Plato turns as the sleeping man, SOCRATES, stirs from the sound:




  SOCRATES


Crito, is that you again?  What 


time-- 




  PLATO



No, Socrates, it’s me, Plato.

As Socrates slowly gets up, muffled chains RATTLE.  Though both are seated, Plato still towers over the squat, balding, 70 year-old man.
  



  SOCRATES


Oh, my dear boy.  It seems the 


early morning is full of surprises 


these days. And look at you...




  PLATO



The doctor advises that I should 


keep away from others.  



  
  SOCRATES


I guess, at this point anyway, I’m 


no longer anybody.

Socrates’ response is playful and Plato smiles, but Plato quickly returns to melancholy.  





  SOCRATES


I’ve heard.  You should probably 


heed his advice.
Plato quivers subtly in anguish.  The WIND gusts outside.




  SOCRATES


I take it you’ve heard that the 


boat has arrived from Delos.  I 


shall make my departure by the end 


of the day.





  PLATO



I know.




  SOCRATES


I take it that you’ve come so early 


this morning not just to say good-


bye to a friend.  Tell me, Plato, 
what’s on your mind? 
Socrates reaches out to caress Plato’s face, a gesture he commonly uses to indicate intimacy or concern.  His WRISTS ARE BOUND IN CHAINS, the first explicit indication they are located in a prison.

Their shadows blur from the flickered lamplight.
(Note: the setting of this sequence alludes to the “Allegory of the Cave” in Plato’s Republic.)
INT.
GUARD CHAMBER – ATHENS – DAY – 399 BCE

ROLL CREDITS

The prison guard prepares the poison that is eventually used to execute Socrates.  
A bundle of hemlock stalks is taken down from the ceiling.  The fruit and smaller leaves are plucked from the stalk.  The fruit is cut.  The seeds are separated.  The fruit is then crushed for its juice. The juice is poured in a bottle.  The leaves are added.  Wine is added last.  The bottle is topped and swirled.  

The seeds are crushed and placed in a flat dish.  A bit of wine is added.  The sunlight moves across the table and fades.  The mixture is allowed to macerate.  
LATER
The seeds are extracted and placed in a conical percolator, which is placed atop another bottle.  The seed-wine liquid is poured through first.  The fruit juice and leaf mixture is poured through second.  The bottle is swirled.  Finally, the bottle is lifted into the clouded sun for inspection.
EXT.
ROYAL STOA (COURTHOUSE) – ATHENS – DAY – ONE MONTH PRIOR
The mid-day sun peeks around some darkened clouds.  A thousand curious people, mostly men, gather outside.    
INT.
ROYAL STOA – ATHENS – DAY – 399 BCE
Five hundred jurors gathered in groups jam this narrow, open-faced building.  Against the back wall, sit three men on thrones.  The man on the center throne is the ROYAL-ARCHON: a middle-aged aristocrat adorned in purple and holding a purple trimmed staff.  The two others are his attendants.  
Plato is one of many supporters outside talking with Socrates.  He has not caught his illness yet.  Socrates, as usual, is wearing a worn-out grey cloak and no sandals. 
THE ROYAL-ARCHON SLAMS his staff on the stone floor for 
attention.  The jurors take their seats.




  ROYAL-ARCHON


Socrates, you may begin.

The water clock is opened by one of the archon’s attendants.
Socrates ignores the Royal-Archon to confer with Plato.  




  ROYAL-ARCHON


Your defense, Socrates, has begun.

Socrates swaggers to the elevated area between the bleachers, looking constantly, though calmly, from side-to-side as he famously rolls his eyes.  This demeanor characterizes Socrates throughout, especially when there is a crowd.




  SOCRATES


I don’t know about you, gentlemen 


of the jury, but I felt utterly 


convinced by their words. In fact, 


I was ready to convict the evil


scoundrel. . .until I realized they 


were talking about me.  


Unfortunately, I cannot speak as 


well as they do: I don’t quite have 


their talent for the absurd. 
I can


only offer you the simplest and 


plainest of explanations: the 


truth.  This shall be the sole 


basis of my defense. . .I guess 


I’ll begin by answering a question 


that may be lingering in some of 


your minds: ‘Why, Socrates, if you 


are not guilty, are you so 


notorious?’  A fair question, and 


one that will take some time to 


answer.  But the short answer is 


that I have acquired a false 


reputation for no other reason, 


gentlemen, than for possessing a 


certain type of wisdom.  
The jurors begin to MURMER among themselves.




  SOCRATES


I see some of you do not believe 


me.  Very well.  I will offer you a 


witness that you cannot refute.  I 


call to my defense the god at 


Delphi.
A statue of Apollo rests in the background just above Socrates’ shoulder.

The jurors’ TALK becomes louder.  One of the three prosecutors, MELETUS, stands.




  MELETUS


Sire, the oracle of Delphi--
The Royal-Archon motions to silence him.




  ROYAL-ARCHON



(amused)



You wish to put Apollo himself on 


the stand?





  SOCRATES


You know Chaerecrates, I presume.
CHAERECRATES is a lanky, middle-aged man who stands outside near Plato.  
FLASHBACK SEQUENCE – THE STORY OF CHAERECRATES – PIETY 
EXT.
THE SACRED WAY – EAST OF DELPHI – SUNSET – 433 BCE

Five horsemen GALLOP along a road cut steeply into a cliff.  They halt at a bend. 





  SOCRATES (V.O.)



His brother, Chaerephon, was the 


good democrat who helped overthrow


the tyrants and restored our 


government...
One of the horsemen, CHAEREPHON, is a feeble, yet excitable, fellow in his mid-thirties.  Chaerecrates, now 34 years younger, is another of the horseman.  





  CHAERECRATES



Chaerephon, I never could have 


imagined--




  CHAEREPHON



Is their any doubt, my brother, 


that there lies the greatest oracle 


in the world?!

The sunlight gleams off of the limestone cliffs and the Sanctuary of Apollo’s gold ornaments.




  CHAEREPHON



Come on everybody, before the sun 


falls!

He recklessly speeds around the remainder of the bend.

EXT./INT.
DELPHI – THE NEXT DAY – 433 BCE

MONTAGE – SANTUARY OF APPOLO
A)   TEMPLE GROUNDS – beautiful statues, gold-leafed 
treasuries, elegant stoas.   

B)   TEMPLE OF APOLLO – no other building in the world, 
     besides the Parthenon, rivals its beauty.
C)   FORE-TEMPLE OF APOLLO – two sacred Hermes read, “Know Thyself” and “Control Thyself”.  The travelers say a few words of reverence and offer up their worn traveling sandals to the god.
D)   CELLA – a storage area of some of the greatest artifacts of the Greek world. 
E)   ORACLE – seated on a golden tripod is the elderly priestess of Delphi.  
END MONTAGE





  SOCRATES (V.O.)



One day Chaerephon led a contingent


to the great oracle of Delphi.  He 


asked the oracle whether anyone was


wiser than Socrates.  

The Oracle’s eyes suddenly open but there are no pupils.  She replies in an other-worldly voice:
  ORACLE



No one is wiser.
END FLASHBACK SEQUENCE
INT.
ROYAL STOA – ATHENS – DAY – 399 BCE
Some of the jurors burst out in LAUGHTER, others talk amongst themselves.




  MELETUS




(smiling)


You’re a buffoon.  How can you 


expect...
  SOCRATES


May I. . .May I continue gentlemen?
The laughter dies away.  

  SOCRATES


Maybe now you understand how I 


felt.  I was confused.  The great



oracle proclaimed that I was the



wisest of all men, yet I did not 


make any claim to wisdom.  So what 


was I to make of her words?  Deny


them?  Ignore them?  
One of the jurors, Xenophon, listens intently.  An old battle wound scars his right temple.




  SOCRATES (O.S.)



(fading)


After some time, I decided to find



out...
FLASHBACK SEQUENCE – THE STORY OF XENOPHON – COURAGE
EXT.
SHORE – CHALCIDICE – DAY – 432 BCE

A younger Xenophon dresses as a hoplite.  Bitter WIND tugs at his hair.  He is one of over 3000 Athenian hoplites who are accompanied by 600 cavalrymen, 500 slaves, and 70 triremes.  
It is a frigid autumn day.  The soldiers tightly hold their cloaks, keel over, jump in place, or protect their face with their hands.  All are doing their best to beat off the freeze.  
SOCRATES IS UNFAZED.  
Three generals on horseback ride before the arranged soldiers.





  GENERAL #1


We are cold and tired.  We’ve had a 


long journey.  




  (MORE)





  GENERAL #1 (CONT)

But tomorrow we may fight.  And if 
we do, then, we shall destroy the 
rebellion!  We shall be victorious!  

The soldiers respond with a rousing CHEER.

EXT.
SHORE – PALLENE – DAY – 432 BCE

The Athenians are on the march.  The bitter cold and near-frozen mud are too much for the soldiers to keep strictly to formation.  Their heavy breaths fill the air with vapor.  
Socrates, however, endures the march despite not wearing any sandals and carrying his own armor.  

EXT.
FIELD – PALLENE PENISULA – NIGHT – 432 BCE

Camp is set.  Socrates sits outside of his tent.  
A richly clad hoplite approaches.  This is the notoriously flamboyant and handsome ALCIBIADES, 21.  He is tall and speaks with a slight lisp.  His loyal wolf-dog follows excitedly.




  ALCIBIADES


You know, the men awe stawting to


wook at you with daggews in theiw


eyes.

Socrates gives his characteristic, wide-eyed, mock surprise glare.

  SOCRATES


Oh?  Have I done something wrong,



Alcibiades, nephew of Pericles?





  ALCIBIADES


You know weww enough, you’we 


mawching at a pace nobody can keep.
  SOCRATES


Should I start complaining about 


the cold like the rest?
When you 


get to be my age, you realize that 


there are more important things to 


worry about than how slow or fast 


you walk on a given day.





  ALCIBIADES


It’s not you.  It’s ouw owdews.
  SOCRATES


So you would command something 


different, I presume?  Have you


determined to become one of our 


fine generals?
  ALCIBIADES


Actuawwy, yes.

  SOCRATES


And what a noble aim!  To command 


the allegiance of so many men, to


lead them into battle, to bring 


honor to yourself and to the great 


ruling house of Pericles!  Well, 


where will you begin?

Alcibiades clearly relishes this prospect.  They begin to walk through camp towards the horse pen.

  ALCIBIADES


Wet’s begin with those mawching 


owdews.
  SOCRATES


Of course!  But I don’t suppose 


you’ll receive much honor for being 


a slow-marching general.  My guess
     
is that a good general will know a


little about the cavalry, since a 


general must command the cavalry.

  ALCIBIADES


Then I shaww be a cavawwy 


commandant.
  SOCRATES


Well?  Don’t be shy. Tell me how 


you will earn honor as a cavalry 


commandant?
Alcibiades pats one of the horses.  He is clearly fascinated.  
  ALCIBIADES


Don’t you wowwy.  I’ww figuwe it 


out.




  SOCRATES



My dear Alcibiades, what are we 



going to do with you? 

Socrates EMBRACES Alcibiades’ face with a hand.

EXT.
PENINSULA – NORTH OF POTIDAEA – DAY – 432 BCE

The three Athenian generals and two, barbarian-like, cavalry commandants huddle together.  Vapor and steam from their mounts fill the air.  They await a scout on horseback.





  GENERAL #1


So do we fight today, or go home?

The scout slows as he approaches.





  SCOUT



They await us less than half a 


day’s march north of the city, 


general.  Almost 200 men across.




  GENERAL #2



I bet we’ll be fighting.





  CAVALRY COMMANDENT


I’ll take that bet. . .it’ll be a 


rout.
Everybody smirks, except General #1.





  GENERAL #1


We haven’t won yet.  They still 


have allies in Olynthus.
Turning to the cavalry commandents:




  GENERAL #1



Take the cavalry and position 


yourself between us and Olynthus. 


The rest of us will proceed against


the rebels.

EXT. PENINSULA – JUST NORTH OF POTIDAEA – DAY – 432 BCE

The Athenian hoplites tightly line eight men deep.  The slaves lie just behind the line of troops.  On the distant plains stands the cavalry.  

Opposing the Athenian right flank are Potidaean hoplites. Opposing the left flank are lightly armored javelin throwers and slingers.  
Socrates and Alcibiades are situated left of center.  Alcibiades is third in line and more to the left.
The ten hoplite platoon commanders proceed to the front of their platoons.





  HOPLITE COMMANDERS



Ready!

Shields are uncovered, armor is strapped on, and short swords are buckled.  Many of the slaves attend to their masters.

One of the slaves leads a pig up to General #1.  The general takes out his sword and raises it.





  GENERAL #1


Athena, Virgin, Protectress of 


Athens, sanctify this battlefield 


with your
grace.
The sword falls.





  HOPLITE COMMANDERS



Fronts!

The front line begins to strap on extra protection: greaves and nets that strapped onto their shields.




  GENERAL #1


Fellow Athenians, the Potidaeans 


have chosen Athens as her enemy.  


For the honor of Athens, and the 


defense of the empire!

He SIGNALS to march on the enemy.  




  PLATOON COMMANDERS



Forward!

Trumpets BLAST.  Everyone puts on their helmets and marches forward.

The two phalanxes CLASH together – spears RIP into exposed flesh – some shields and spears SPLINTER as they break upon impact – blood SPRAYS everywhere - the first wave is always the deadliest.

In the center and on the right flank, men on both sides FALL from both slipping and injuries – the Potidaeans initial surge pushes back the Athenians – the fallen are TRAMPLED on by the advancing Potidaeans or DISPATCHED with the butt end of the spear.  

At one point in the line, the two sides COLLAPSE on each other like in a rugby match.  The fronts switch to short swords, or simply try to WRESTLE, BITE, or PUNCH their enemy.  Everybody in the back rows aids by leaning with his shield into the man in front of him.

On the left flank, the lightly armored Potidaeans CHARGE, STOP SHORT, and LAUNCH their javelins, arrows, and stones.  The Athenians HALT lest they get too far ahead of their countrymen.  
The Potidaeans take advantage by launching several more rounds of javelins.  The Athenian left SPLIT in two: one to track down the light armed troops, the other to support the platoon to their right.





  PLATOON COMMANDER



Half turn right!

The flanking maneuver leaves their side exposed.  The Potidaeans RUSH this exposed flank and FELL a good number of Athenians.  Many of the Athenians lose heart despite their commanders SHOUTS to hold.  

ALCIBIADES and SOCRATES are stationed in this ill-fated platoon, though Alcibiades is closer to the vulnerable flank. He URGES everyone to hold the line.  Still, the Athenian FORMATION DISINTEGRATES and HAND-TO-HAND FIGHTING ENSUES.
Alcibiades challenges several Potidaeans with his short sword drawn and bloodlust in his eyes – after a tense standoff, a javelin PINS Alcibiades leg and he COLLAPSES. 
Socrates runs to aid Alcibiades and COVERS HIM with his shield JUST AS SEVERAL ARROWS AND A JAVELIN ARE ABOUT TO HIT.
EXT.
ASSEMBLY – SPARTA – NIGHT – 432 BCE   
Four large bonfires light the dark assembly stadium atop the Spartan acropolis.  The stadium contains 10,000 Spartans traditionally dressed: dirty red cloaks, hair cropped short on top, but their beards kept long and braided.  They are a fierce looking race.  One of the men front and center stands.  In a deep, husky voice:




  SPARTAN EPHOR



The ambassador of Corinth.

The richly clad, thickly accented ambassador stands.





  CORINTHIAN AMBASSADOR



All of the ambassado’s who have


spoken tonight have given us 


enough ‘eason to decla’e wa’ on 


Athens.  I do not need to add to 


my allies’ complaints. Still, I 


feel the most se’ious complaints 


have yet to be made.    

Two other Corinthians UNFURL a large floor-map of Greece.  The Spartan Alliance and Athenian Empire are highlighted in red and gold respectively.  Gold dominates the map.





  CORINTHIAN AMBASSADOR (O.S.)


Look at how fa’ the Athenian empi’e 


st’etches.  And she grows la’ge’


eve’y yea’.  Athens has added 


Co’cy’a to her c’own, and besieges


Potidaea this ve’y moment.

The Corinthian Ambassador SLAMS his staff over each city mentioned.  




  CORINTHIAN AMBASSADOR (O.S.)


If we wait, the enti’e G’eek wo’ld 


will be swallowed up and ‘educed to


Athenian slave’y.  What will ou’ 


sons say we did to stop it?  Will 


they say that we just watched as 


they stole ou’ land?  Ou’ land?!

The exclamation point is made by a third SLAM of his staff.  The blow falls near the city of Sparta.
EXT.
PLAINS – SPARTA – DAY – 431 BCE
Spartan soldiers rush into formation.  Their fierce-looking helmets distinguish the Spartan soldier.  Their movements are rough, like their voices, but purposeful.  Their formations are tight, almost perfect.  Austere DORIAN MUSIC PLAYS in the background.  
EXT.
ASSEMBLY – SPARTA – SUNDOWN – 432 BCE





  CORINTHIAN AMBASSADOR



The Athenians seize oppo’tunities 


to add to thei’ wealth, neve’ 


hesitating.  You Spa’tans wait ‘til 


the enemy doubles in st’ength 


befo’e you defend you’self.
EXT.
PLAINS – SPARTA – DAY – 431 BCE

The Spartan army is on the march, slow but tight.





  CORINTHIAN AMBASSADOR (V.O.)


Do not unde’estimate ou’ adve’sa’y.  


Athenians a’e innovative, quick to


decide, and quick to execute thei’ 


decisions.  You, howeve’, are slow,


neve’ inventive, and fo’eve’ cling 


to you’ t’aditions.
EXT.
FARMLAND – ATTICA – DAY – 431 BCE

The Spartans drive out Attic farmers from their homes and set them ablaze.  Grape vines and olive trees are cut down.




  CORINTHIAN AMBASSADOR (V.O.)


Athenians stop at nothing, they a’e 


always at wo’k.  They a’e incapable 


of a quiet life.  And they a’e 


incapable of allowing anyone else 


to have one eithe’.

EXT.
ASSEMBLY – SPARTA – NIGHT – 432 BCE





  CORINTHIAN AMBASSADOR



You’ indecision has done enough 


ha’m!  Your fathe’s have cultivated 


the most powe’ful a’my on the face 


of the ea’th!  Use it now to save 


you’
f’iends in need.  Use it now to 


save you’selves!  Please, befo’e 


Athens enslaves us all!!!
EXT.
HILLS – ATTICA – DAY – 431 BCE

Athenian cavalry engages the Spartan phalanx, but are easily killed or driven off.

EXT.
ASSEMBLY – SPARTA – NIGHT – 432 BCE





  SPARTAN EPHOR



All who favor war, stand, be heard.

Most of the Spartans STAND up and BELLOW as if a company of trombones began to play.
EXT.
OUTSIDE CITY WALLS – ATHENS – DAY – 431 BCE 

The Spartan hoplites continue their WAR CRY.  There are 30,000 troops, though more than half are allies of Sparta.
They face THE ATHENIAN CITY WALLS, the Acropolis dominates the background.
EXT.
HIGH ABOVE HARBOR – PIRAEUS – DAY – 431 BCE
It is a balmy day.  The wind carries the returning Athenian army into port.  Above the port town, Athens stands magnificently, upholding the Acropolis for all to admire. 
EXT.
AGORA – PIRAEUS – DAY – 431 BCE

The typical morning buzz fills the marketplace.  
Socrates, Alcibiades, and Alcibiades’ dog head home.  They pass by a fountain where an odd crowd has gathered.  They are suffering from the initial effects of the plague: coughing, swollen eyes, and skin lacerations.  




  SOCRATES



(under his breath)



Strange...
Alcibiades does not notice Socrates’ remark or the people. 

  ALCIBIADES


By Zeus, it’s good to be back.

EXT.
LONG WALLS – ATHENS – DAY – 431 BCE

The “Long Walls” connect the city to her port-town, guarding the crucial supply line.  Now the walls serve to protect a packed refugee shantytown.  The makeshift paths are filled with country-folk and animals.
DAYDREAM – SOCRATES – ONE YEAR PRIOR 
A path winds its way up the bare hill, marked only by the occasional Hermes or passing traveler.
  SOCRATES



(under his breath)



What has happened to our fair city?





  XANITHEPPE (O.S.)


Socrates. . .Socrates...
END DAYDREAM

Xanitheppe, now in her twenties, approaches.  She is escorted by CRITO, 36, a gentle childhood friend of Socrates. 

 



  XANITHEPPE



Socrates?

  SOCRATES


Where have all the people come 



from? 

  XANITHEPPE



Never mind that.  You are home! 




  CRITO



It’s nice to see you, old friend. 



News that your ships--
Chaerephon, spotting Socrates, springs up like a wild man and seizes Socrates by the hand.





  CHAEREPHON



Socrates!  How did you fare in 


battle?!




  SOCRATES


Exactly as you see me.





  CHAEREPHON



We heard the fighting was terrible 


and many were killed!
Xanitheppe is clearly irritated by Chaerephon.





  XANITHEPPE



I’m glad to see you alive, and you



too Alcibiades.  We were
so scared 


when we heard.




  ALCIBIADES



So is anybody going to teww us 



what’s going on?

Cutting off Crito’s reply:




  CHAEREPHON



Haven’t you heard?  Sparta declared



war on us.
Excitement flickers in Alcibiades’ eyes.





  CRITO




 (addressing Socrates)



Though, I suppose, life will go on



as usual for you.  Huh, old friend?
INT.
SIMON’S WORKSHOP – ATHENS – DAY – 430 BCE

SIMON is an elderly and simple cobbler.  He is DRIVING in a nail.  Similar HAMMERING can be heard outside.

SOCRATES sits nearby talking to five boys, all ages 6-10, and Simon’s daughter, 6, who sits on Socrates’ lap.    





  SOCRATES


Who would you go to if you wanted 


to learn how to farm?





  CHILDREN



(in unison)


A farmer.





  SOCRATES


What about medicine?





  CHILDREN



A doctor.





  SOCRATES


And who would you go to if you 


wanted to learn how to make shoes?





  CHILDREN




(giggling)


Simon!

Simon looks up, and smiles.  He continues with his work.





  SOCRATES


What if you wanted to learn wisdom?

The children don’t know how to respond.  





  SIMON’S DAUGHTER


You, Socrates.





  SOCRATES


If only that were true.

A man stands at the doorway of the shop.  His elegant cloak, silver trimmed armor, and jewel encrusted rings gives him a regal air.  This is NICIAS, 48, a cerebral general and deliberate orator.  He CLASPS his hands as he enters.





  NICIAS


You still talking about the same 


things I heard years ago?  




  SOCRATES


You aren’t?




  NICIAS


I take pride in speaking about 


something new on every occasion.





  SOCRATES


So if I were to ask you how to 


spell “Nicias”?  Or add 2 to 3?  


Would you
say something new on 


every occasion?  

Nicias’ stern demeanor melts into a smile.  Simon stops his work just long enough to welcome Nicias.





  NICIAS


Simon. Socrates: it’s nice to see 


you’re back to your same
habits.





  SOCRATES


But you’ve changed.  Tell me, 



what’s on your mind?
Nicias’ inner turmoil becomes apparent.




  NICIAS


Could I speak to you?

Nicias glances at the doorway.

EXT.
MANUFACTURERS’ DISTRICT – ATHENS – DAY – 430 BCE

Buildings run seamlessly along the street.  Pedestrians compete with garbage and mud.  A few people lie strewn along with the garbage, rashes blotting their skin.  The philosophical world inside Simon’s workshop has disappeared into the abyssal Athenian reality.  

As Socrates and Nicias walk down the street, people recognize them and stand aside in reverence.  Their haunting eyes reveal their desperation.  




  NICIAS


I heard the fighting at Potidaea 


was rough.





  SOCRATES


It was.




  NICIAS


I also heard that you saved the 


life of Pericles’ nephew.




  SOCRATES


I merely did what was commanded.
They begin their ascent up to the Acropolis.




  NICIAS


I know the story.  The generals 


awarded Alcibiades with a medal of 


bravery.  He told me that it was 


you that deserved the honor.  But 


you refused it.  Instead, you 


persuaded them to give it to him.





  SOCRATES


One shouldn’t be rewarded for 


merely doing his duty.

Nicias TURNS to Socrates.





  NICIAS


Pericles wanted me to thank you 



personally.

Behind Socrates is the 30’ tall, gold-plated and ivory statue of Athena, the Protectress of Athens.  Her shield emblazoned with the owl of wisdom appears to rest on Socrates’ shoulder.  





  SOCRATES



He doesn’t have time anymore to 



talk to a friend?

Nicias ignores the question and turns to the view south towards the port.  It is a spectacle of human ambition: walls, buildings, people walking about, and LOW HUM of industry.





  NICIAS (O.S.)


I like to remind myself from time-


to-time of the glory of Athens...
Nicias turns to face the Acropolis.  The area around the Propylaea is one of the finest displays of ancient architecture.  He CLASPS his hands.
  NICIAS (O.S.)



...and be humbled by her beauty...



I fear for Athens, Socrates.  I 


don’t know how long she will endure 


the Spartan siege.  
In the distance, Spartan banners flap in the brisk wind. 




  NICIAS


And this plague.  We still don’t 


know how it’s spreading.  Our 



doctors report that it’s
killed 


nearly a third of our people. A 


third.  I need your help.




  SOCRATES


You know too well, I am not--




  NICIAS


I know...




  TOGETHER



...an expert in medicine.





  NICIAS


Socrates. . .Pericles has caught 


the plague too.  At a time when we


need his leadership most.




  SOCRATES



(to himself)


For Athens sake, I shall offer a 


sacrifice to Aeslippus. 
EXT.
OUTSIDE THE CITY WALLS – ATHENS – DAY – 429 BCE

The lacerated face of PERICLES rests on a PYRE.  He is dressed in traditional Athenian burial garb.
Nicias holds a torch, as he eulogizes:
  NICIAS


We have praised his intellect.  We



have praised his many victories on


the battlefield.  We have praised



his leadership of the first and 


greatest democracy in the world.
  



  (MORE)




  NICIAS (CONT)



A city renowned for her scientific 



discoveries, artistic achievements,



and the wisdom of her philosophy.
Thousands of people in black try to listen through the ostentatious WAILING.  Those closest in relation to Pericles have shaved heads, including Alcibiades.  
Eight generals stand in close approximation.  They are dressed in ceremonial armor and vary in age from 30 – 65.  
EXT.
HILLS – SOUTH OF DELIUM – DAY – 424 BCE 

The twenty thousand strong army of THEBAN allied troops face across a valley an equal number of Athenians.  





  NICIAS (V.O.) 


But Pericles’ greatest 


accomplishment has yet to be 



praised: his virtue.  Though he


ruled for 30 years, not once did he


abuse his power for his own gain.  

EXT.
OUTSIDE THE CITY WALLS – ATHENS – DAY – 429 BCE





  NICIAS 


What will Athens do now without



her great leader?  Will she 



surrender
to her enemies?  
EXT.
HILLS – SOUTH OF DELIUM – DAY – 424 BCE 

SOCRATES makes eye contact with a man stationed several rows ahead.  This is LACHES, 52: one of the generals from Pericles’ funeral and an old dog with a meaner bark than bite.  He slips on a fierce, almost Spartan looking, helmet.




  NICIAS (V.O.) 


Or will she fight to preserve a 



democracy, an enlightenment, that 



can be found no where else in
the 



world?

The Athenian army SHOUTS and advances.  The chorus grows when the Thebans RESPONDS as it descends down the opposing hill.  
The centers of both armies meet spectacularly – the wings of both armies are slowed by streams – both armies look like arrows CLAHSING at the point – then they BLUNT by the momentum of human ferocity.

Socrates’ platoon is one of those slowed by the stream – still, enemy javelins RIP into the ranks with increasingly frequent THUDS – Laches turns to show Socrates a javelin stuck in his shield.
One last THUNDEROUS THUD.

EXT.
ACADEMY GROUNDS – ATHENS – DAY – 423 BCE

A javelin sticks out of the soft grass, still swaying from its recent landing.  A small blue ribbon hangs from the end.  A distant CHEER erupts: “EUGE! EUGE!” 

Men and boys as young as 10 gather around a pair of naked athletes.  Their bronzed skin glistens with olive oil.  
One of the athletes grabs a gold-ribbon javelin that is stuck in the ground nearby.  He shakes his free hand and cocks his head, playing the crowd for support.  His javelin lands past the previous throws.  “EUGE! EUGE!!!”

INT.
ACADEMY BOXING PAVILION – ATHENS – DAY – 423 BCE

Two well-tanned, nude, and muscular men square off in a round sand pit set in the middle of the pavilion.  Their swings, kicks, and attempted trips are roundly encouraged by a small gathering of onlookers.  One of the boxers takes an elbow to the face and staggers back.  “EUGE!”

EXT.
ACADEMY GROUNDS – ATHENS – DAY – 423 BCE

An imposing man in flashy armor is providing a short-sword fighting exhibition THAT IS MORE SHOW THAN SUBSTANCE.
A crowd of thirty watches on.

The exhibition ends.  LACHES and NICIAS turn to leave, accompanied by two aristocrats in their sixties.  Laches soon spots Socrates among a group of soldiers.




  LACHES



Socrates!  Socrates, over here!

Socrates excuses himself.    





  LACHES 


I was just telling them that we 


should include you in our 


discussion.





  SOCRATES




 (wide-eyed)



Oh?  





  ELDERLY ARISTOCRAT



We want to educate our sons in the 


best possible manner.  Would you be


willing to help?

All five begin to WALK about the Academy grounds.  Marble and painted statues – nymphs, satyrs, and athletes – are skillfully set underneath a canopy of olive trees.  





  SOCRATES


What could be nobler than the 



education of our youth?  And to 


talk about the greatest of topics 


with one of Athens’ greatest 


generals [Laches] and its new 


leader [Nicias].  But I’d like to 


listen first, if I may, so I may 


learn from those more experienced 


than me.




  NICIAS


I don’t mind going first.  I 



think learning to fence is just as


good as any other gymnastic 


exercise.  It builds strength, 



endurance, and hand-eye 



coordination.  But its greatest


benefit is that it teaches 


valuable skills in battle.  Once 


the line breaks, men must be able 


to fight in single combat--




  LACHES



Come on, this guy is all show!  I 


have never known a fencing expert


to distinguish himself in battle.  


It is an art form of style, not 


substance...




  SOCRATES



I don’t mean to interrupt, but I 


am confused.





  ELDERLY ARISTOCRAT



About what?





  SOCRATES



Could you tell me again why we are 


talking about fighting with a short 


sword?  I
apologize, it appears age 


is getting the best of me.

Nicias, used to this type of playful Socratic irony, smiles and shakes his head.  
EXT.
HILLS – OUTSIDE DELIUM – DAY – 424 BCE

An Athenian platoon adjacent to Socrates platoon CRASHES into the enemy hoplites.  

Socrates’ platoon is directed to ENCIRCLE the enemy.  





  SOCRATES’ PLATOON COMMANDER



Sharp turn left!

Socrates’ platoon SMASHES into the soft enemy flank – many of the enemy ABANDON their posts just before the crash.

Socrates is too deep into the phalanx to injure anyone – but he can see a few of the spears PIECE the eye holes of enemy helmets, TEAR into their exposed necks, or SHATTER on impact.  
One Athenian two rows ahead of Socrates tries to STAB at the enemy but instead accidentally GOUGES the Athenian behind him, and right in front of Socrates, with his spear-butt – a frequent accident of chaotic hoplite warfare.
The back lines, including Socrates’, PUSH forward with their shields to keep up the momentum of the onslaught – Socrates nearly TRIPS on the man who just fell – the enemy is nearly cut down.

ATOP THE ENEMY HILLSIDE
Five of the enemy’s commanders talk while sitting on horseback.  One of them is a large, fierce-looking Spartan, LYSANDER, whose brutality is only surpassed by his cunning.




  COMMANDER #2


General, our left is about to 


collapse.





  HEAD COMMANDER



It’s steady on the right, where we 


expected an early victory.  Now 


this
development...




  COMMANDER #2



And whose idea was it to engage the 


Athenians without the Spartans in 


the first place?
The Head Commander glares at Commander #2.





  LYSANDER



Retreat and combine our forces at 


Delium.




  HEAD COMMANDER



I’ll do no such thing.  Take the 


cavalry around that hill, out of 


sight, and engage the Athenians 


from the rear.
 Understand?  

The cavalry commander looks confused for a moment, then heads out without a word.

Lysander and the Head Commander ride away from the others.



  
  HEAD COMMANDER


If my own commander was confused



about my orders, just think how



confused the Athenians will be. 





  LYSANDER



Well ordered.
SOCRATES’ PLATOON WIPES out the enemy – but, in the confusion, they HACK into some of the Athenians pushing from the other side – it takes some time to realize what has happened.  

The enemy cavalry appears from around the bend.  The Athenians are tired, out of formation, and demoralized by friendly casualties.  Now, a fresh enemy army has arrived?!  





  SOCRATES’ PLATOON COMMANDER



Front to rear!

Many of the Athenians instead immediately FLEE panic-stricken – the rest hastily try to REFORM into battle formation, but it’s too late – the cavalry easily CUTS into the Athenians – soon, the rest of the Athenians RETREAT.
EXT.
ACADEMY GROUNDS – ATHENS – DAY – 423 BCE 

A curious crowd of a seventy try to follow Socrates’ conversation.  Their walk stops near a newly-planted garden labyrinth.  Some athletes SPRINT past. 

ALCIBIADES, with his wolf-dog, stands atop a knoll and observes the gathering from a distance.  A dark vulture of a man approaches from behind.  This is the patient and calculating CRITIAS, 30.




  CRITIAS



Those are the men of Athens’ past.



We are its future.





  ALCIBIADES



You mean, I am it’s futuwe.

Alcibiades leaves to join Socrates’ conversation.  An observer in the crowd notices him approach.





  OBSERVER #1



Always late to the party, aren’t 



you?

The crowd erupts in LAUGHTER, “WELL SAID, SOCRATES”, and “EUGE”.  Alcibiades is clearly irritated at the observer for drowning out Socrates.  




  OBSERVER #2


Socrates makes a great point.

Alcibiades pushes his way closer.





  LACHES


I can’t seem to get a good grip on 



what I thought I meant.  I admit, 


I’m baffled.  Maybe I should quit


and let somebody else try to answer 



your
questions.





  SOCRATES


Quit?  How unbecoming of a man of 



your character.  Tell me, as a 



general, are there not times to 



quit in battle and other times to



fight on despite the odds.





  LACHES



Well, certainly.





  SOCRATES



On which occasions should we



fight on?





  LACHES



When you’re fighting for something



particularly important.





  SOCRATES



Tell me, Laches, what battle could



possibly be more important than



for the education of our children? 





  LACHES



None that I can think of.





  SOCRATES



So we should instead pursue the 



topic of education with all the



courage of a Spartan soldier?





  LACHES



You are right again.





  SOCRATES



To do philosophy well, like in



battle, takes courage.  Even now,


when all we’ve discovered so far 


about education is that it is 



more
complex than we realized,



courage compels us to continue on.

EXT.
HILLS – OUTSIDE DELIUM – DAY – 424 BCE

Athenians RUN SCREAMING and are CUT down by the enemy cavalry.  

Socrates MAINTAINS his ground, slowly making his way up the hill with his usual swagger, rolling his eyes – none of the enemy chooses to confront him – they rather face less threatening targets.  

Socrates spots Laches running for his life – Socrates CALLS for him – once Laches notices Socrates, Laches takes refuge behind him.  




  LACHES (V.O.)



Well said, Socrates.  We should 



continue.
Socrates notices Xenophon, our juror, CRAWLING on the ground, blood covering his right temple – Socrates DIRECTS Laches to assist him – several soldiers about to kill Xenophon turn to CHALLENGE Socrates. 
Alcibiades GALLOPS towards Socrates and Laches.  Alcibiades’ dog excitedly FOLLOWS in his tow.  Alcibiades JUMPS off his horse in great fashion and FLASHES his sword like the man in armor at the Academy Grounds.

Despite Alcibiades brilliant display, it’s SOCRATES THAT KILLS a Theban, the other hoplite runs off.  Laches helps Xenophon onto the horse.
END FLASHBACK SEQUENCE
INT.
ROYAL STOA – ATHENS – DAY – 399 BCE

The anguish of Xenophon is gone, the gratitude remains.  





  SOCRATES


I sought out a man who had a 


reputation for great wisdom.  The 


only
greatness I found was my own 


disappointment.  I tried generals, 


politicians, poets, businessmen, 


anybody with any reputation for 


wisdom.  My only discovery was, 


though I did not know anything, 


nobody else did either.  I then 


realized what the oracle must have 


meant.  I was not the wisest of men 


because of something I knew.  I 


alone understood that I knew 


nothing.  
FLASHBACK SEQUENCE – THE STORY OF THE ROYAL-ARCHON – WISDOM
EXT.
DIONYSUS THEATER – ATHENS – MORNING – 416 BCE
The large theater holds 30,000 tightly packed Athenians.

TRUMPETEERS announce the arrival of the Eleven Archons.  Each Archon is trimmed with a different color.  The Royal-Archon leads the procession.  
Socrates and Xanitheppe walk down the aisle toward their seats.  Many turn to catch a glimpse of Socrates.  Chaerephon accompanies them from behind like an excited puppy.  

Crito stands among a group of six men.  He spots Socrates and approaches.



  
  CRITO


My old friend.
Socrates smiles and Crito embraces Xanitheppe.




  XANITHEPPE



Hello Crito.  Where’s your wife 


this morning?





  CRITO



 (sarcastically)


Oh, you know her.  She’d never be 


caught in a place so unfit for a 


proper woman.  As Pericles 


proclaimed: “The greatest glory of 


a woman is to be unseen.”





  SOCRATES


My wife isn’t so glorious. . .


unfortunately.

Socrates receives a playful jab from his wife.





  CRITO


You mean ‘fortunately’.

TRUMPHETS BLAST again to herald the arrival of nine generals dressed in full ceremonial armor.  They walk towards their designated seats in the front row.  One of them is Nicias.   

The stage house has been made to look like a dingy house.  A nearly bald man exits and proceeds to center stage.  This is the melodramatic ARISTOPHANES, 30.




  ARISTOPHANES



I wish to take this opportunity 



to recognize Nicias, the one who



forged a peace with the Spartans.




 (APPLAUSE) 
Who has also – who has also made
this second production of my 
favorite work possible.
ALCIBIADES makes his entrance, stealing Nicias’ thunder. This is Alcibiades at the height of his fame and flamboyancy.  His lisp and his clothes are as pronounced as ever.  He takes a seat among the generals in the front row.

CRITIAS looks on coolly.  An elderly man behind him puts a hand on his shoulder.





  ELDERLY GENTLEMAN



In due time, Critias, in due time.







  ARISTOPHANES

  



I bring to you, The Clouds.

He STRUTS off-stage in mock elation. Socrates smiles and nods to deflect a deluge of attention. 
TRUMPET BLASTS.  
On stage, an actor in a mask representing an elderly fellow BANGS on the door of the house.  Another knock is cut off when the hatch of the door is opened. 




  DOORMAN


Bugger off!

The hatch is crashed closed and laughter ERUPTS from the audience.  He knocks again.





  DOORMAN



 (quickly)



Who’s there?





  FATHER


It’s—




  DOORMAN


What do you want?





  FATHER


I’d like to—
The door is cast wide open to reveal a thin pale man, a mocking representation of Chaerephon. 





  DOORMAN


Well?. . .obviously a village 


idiot.

Crito LEANS over toward Chaerephon.





  CRITO


I think that’s supposed to be you.
Chaerephon looks on confusedly.





  FATHER


I’d like to learn how to debate so 


I can outwit my creditors--




  DOORMAN


I don’t care.  





  FATHER


But. . .em. . .could you get 


Socrates for me?





  DOORMAN


Call for him yourself.





  FATHER


Socrates!
Twenty-four members of the chorus FLOOD the orchestra area.  They are dressed in puffy white robes and TWIRL around.  They are THE CLOUDS.  

The character Socrates ENTERS suspended in mid-air (via a stage-crane).  His features are an exaggerated parody of Socrates himself.  He looks condescendingly upon the crowd.  The crowd once again EXPLODES into laughter.  
Socrates himself stands up in good fun to show how well the characterization satirizes him.  The character Socrates plays him up.  Many from the audience stand up to get a better look.  Xanitheppe looks on concerned.  As the roar dies down, the character Socrates resumes his role.




  FATHER


Socrates!  Oh Socrates!





  CHARACTER SOCRATES


Why do you call for me, you 


worthless creature?

LAUGHTER.





  FATHER


I. . .uh. . .what are you doing up


there?





  CHARACTER SOCRATES


It is necessary in order to make 


discoveries of the highest nature.  




  FATHER


Huh?  Will you come down here, by 


Zeus?  I need--
Socrates has been brought down next to the Father:





  CHARACTER SOCRATES


There is no need to invoke the gods 


old man.  We know around here that


they do not exist.
There is HECKLING and a few CALLS for Socrates to “STAND DOWN!”




  CHARACTER SOCRATES 


Now tell me again, why are you here?





  FATHER


As I’ve been trying to say, I need 


to--




  CHARACTER SOCRATES


Good!  Now which part of your 


intellect... 



 (he grabs the Father’s 



 ass; LAUGHTER)



...would you like to improve?  





  FATHER


Wha?. . .ummm...




  CHARACTER SOCRATES


Meter?  Rhythm?  Scales?





  FATHER


Scales!  You know just the other 


day that bugger grain merchant 


wiggled me out of two full 


measures!





  CHARACTER SOCRATES


You idiot! 
LAUGHTER.  Socrates smiles, but Xanitheppe is not amused.





  CHARACTER SOCRATES 


Not those kind of scales: musical 


scales!  Forget about it.  Let’s 


move on to rhythm.




  FATHER


How is rhythm gonna help me elude 


my creditors?





  CHARACTER SOCRATES


It’s culture and refinement.  The 


Dorian modes and dactylic meter...
The Father is as confused as ever.  




  CHARACTER SOCRATES



Like this, come on, beat with your


fingers.





  FATHER


By Zeus...I mean, I know how to


beat with my fingers.





  CHARACTER SOCRATES


Oh yeah?  Show me.





  FATHER


Well, as a boy, it went something 


like this...
Father pulls out his large fake penis and masturbates.

Xanitheppe’s growing discomfort with the satirical characterization of her husband is evident.  She NUDGES Socrates again.





  XANITHEPPE



This is disgusting.  I don’t like 


this at all.

Socrates ignores her which makes her even angrier.





  CHARACTER SOCRATES (O.S.)


You are nothing but an idiot.  Get 


out of my school!

The Father STAGGERS back in confusion.





  FATHER


What am I to do now?. . .I will 


make my son learn, or I’ll go 


bankrupt.

The Father EXITS the stage.  The crowd cheers.





  XANITHEPPE



Well, I can’t stand this any longer.  





  SOCRATES


It’s all in good fun.





  XANITHEPPE



Oh, you think so?  Then you are as 


naïve as that old man up there.  





  SOCRATES


Come, sit down.

  XANITHEPPE



No!  Look.  You might think this is 


funny and I might too.  That’s not


the point.  There are thousands of 


people here who have no idea who 


you are.  They see this, and they 


will forever think of you as some,


some
bastard atheist. 

Xanitheppe’s protest attracts attention from some in the crowd.  Xanitheppe LEAVES to the amusement of Chaerephon.





  CRITO


You know, she’s right.  This won’t 


be good for you.





  SOCRATES



 (without sarcasm)


I know.  She’s always right.

Socrates watches the rest of the play without enthusiasm.

A disheveled and bloody Father runs out the door.  





  FATHER


Good God!  Help!  My friends, 


relatives, citizens, help!  Please!

The SON, an ostentatious parody of Alcibiades, ENTERS arrogantly from the right door.





  FATHER 


You!  How could you hit your own 


father?





  SON


Easiwy, owd foow.




  FATHER


You see?  He even admits it!





  SON


Not onwy do I admit it, I’ww use 


the Socwatic method to pwove I’m 



justified.




  FATHER


Impossible, you couldn’t.





  SON


Sure I couwd!  I couwd even pwove--   




  FATHER


No!  Please!  I can’t take this any


more!





  SON


Wisten, it may hewp ease youw 


suffewing.





  FATHER


At this point, I don’t think 


anything can help.





  SON


I shaww beat my mother even mowe so.





  FATHER


WHAT?!!! You wouldn’t!





  SON


You don’t think Socwates could 


prove that it wouwd be a good thing?





  FATHER



 (addressing the audience)


What’s next?! What then, I ask 


you?! You are all damned!  You are


all going to the abyss.  Socrates!  


You and your damn philosophy!

He points out Socrates from the crowd and falls to his knees.    The Son exits.  The audience is dead quiet.





  FATHER


I know what must be done.

The Father grabs a torch and heads into the stage house.  




  AUDIENCE MEMBER




 (standing up)


Yeah!  Burn him!

Many in the crowd howl in approval.  A burst of flame is seen through the door.  
Aristophanes walks back on stage to receive a standing congratulations.

LATER

Most of the crowd eyes Socrates suspiciously.  A handsome man in his mid-twenties approaches.  This is AGATHON.   





  AGATHON



Socrates, I was hoping to see you 


here tonight.

ALCIBIADES casually walks through the throng of people.  They vie for his attention.  Glancing up, he notices Agathon and Socrates talking.  HIS TEMPER CHANGES IN A FLASH.  He quickens his pace toward the aisle, becoming annoyed by the people in his way.  He SHOVES one out of the way.
AGATHON is CONGRATULATED by a passerby on his victory yesterday.





  AGATHON



Listen, you didn’t make it to my 


victory celebration last night--




  SOCRATES


It wasn’t my type of crowd.





  AGATHON



Yes, yes, but see to it you make it 


to my estate tonight.  I’ve invited




Aristophanes, Phae--




  SOCRATES


I wouldn’t miss it.

ALCIBIADES jealously follows the exchange between Socrates and Agathon.  He notices that Socrates EMBRACES Agathon with a hand upon his face, a gesture he knows well enough!  ALCIBIADES STOPS DEAD IN HIS TRACKS.
The cries of “ALCIBIADES” rises in a quick crescendo.  One of those trying to get Alcibiades’ attention is tugging at his cloak.  ALCIBIADES WHEELS AROUND:





  ALCIBIADES


What?!!!
After recognizing the man as his own COURIER, he lightens a bit.  The courier is dressed even more obnoxiously than Alcibiades.  His long, well-oiled hair is braided upward and he wears heavy makeup.





  ALCIBIADES 


What?! 




  COURIER




 (quiet, in a faux



 lisp)


The ambassadows from Siciwy have 




awwived.

Frustrated, Alcibiades LOOKS UP towards Socrates.  Then he STORMS back down the aisle.
INT.
ALCIBIADES’ SALON – ATHENS – LATE AFTERNOON – 416 BCE

Several richly dressed Sicilians are seated on plush divans.  The entire room is richly furnished.  A boy-servant pours a drink for one of the delegates.  Alcibiades plays with his (now tailless) wolf-dog, only half-listening.




  DELEGATE #1



This is the time, if ever, to send 


an expedition to Sicily.  You have 


the perfect justification: Syracuse 


is threatening an Athenian ally, 


you have--




  ALCIBIADES



 (impatiently)


Yes, yes, yes, I’ve heawd these aww 


befowe.  Wisten.  I’m on youw side.  


I’d be the firwt pewthon to go to 


the assembwy and pwess fow waw.  


But unwess you have something new...




  DELEGATE #2



We’ve brought something new.
He OPENS up a case filled with silver.  Alcibiades STOPS playing and STARES at the case.  A smile grows on his face.




  DELEGATE #2



We have four more cases worth.  


Sixty talents total.





  ALCIBIADES


It wiww take some time to 


owchestwate.  
INT.
CORRIDOR IN AGATHON’S HOUSE – ATHENS – EVENING – 416 BCE
Socrates walks down a corridor which leads to a well adorned inner courtyard.  A servant spots Socrates.




  SERVANT



This way.
INT.
AGATHON’S DINING ROOM – ATHENS – EVENING – 416 BCE

The dining room is large and well-furnished.  Paintings and masks hang from the wall.  Several statues sit on marble tables about the room, the largest is Zeus.    
ARISTOPHANES and the bookish DOCTOR, 55, discuss the contents of a painting.  AGATHON and his young, handsome LOVER are still eating their meals.  Four others complete the company, one of which is a flute-girl PLAYING festive IONIAN music.  
As Socrates enters, Agathon BRIGHTENS and his Lover cringes.





  AGATHON


You have finally decided to join us.  


And wearing sandals?  Socrates, you


shouldn’t have.  Come, sit with me, 


so that I may bask in your 


brilliance.





  SOCRATES


How valuable it would be, then, to 


sit next to the young genius who 


held
thirty thousand Greeks 


spellbound?




  AGATHON



Always sarcastic, aren’t you?
Socrates plays as innocent as the best of Agathon’s actors.
INT.
AGATHON’S KITCHEN – ATHENS – NIGHT – 416 BCE

Servants and women are busy cleaning up for the night.  One servant grabs a wine jug to refill the guests.  
INT. AGATHON’S DINING ROOM – ATHENS – EVENING – 416 BCE
A servant pours wine into Aristophanes’ drinking goblet.  A sympathetic APPLAUSE is given to the doctor.   




  
  ARISTOPHANES



 (sarcastic)


An excellent speech, a wonderfully 




thorough examination.  What a fine 



doctor who has the power to cure


us all of our ignorance!

A few snicker, though the Doctor hardly notices the joke.    





  ARISTOPHANES


I still can’t believe we have 



chosen love as our topic.  



Nevertheless, it is my turn, and



I’ll oblige our host.  Everyone so 


far has given such thorough answers,


I’m afraid I’m only left with the 


absurd, which is my specialty.  As 


Socrates knows too well, I pay my 


highest respects in this manner.  





  DOCTOR


Get on with it.  You’re trying to 


buy time.




  ARISTOPHANES



Non-sense. . .What is love?  In the 


beginning, there was not male
and 


female, but one.  Each human was a 


round ball of flesh with four arms, 


four legs, two heads, two genitals--




  AGATHON



Does that make sex easier or harder?




  ARISTOPHANES



Do shut up.  It’s my turn.  As I 


was saying, they had two of 


everything.  They were twice as 


strong, and when they wanted to 


move, they’d tumble
around in a 


circle, like this...
Aristophanes REVOLVES his hands so animatedly his pushed over hair falls in his face.  He BLOWS it out of the way.  Everybody LAUGHS.





  ARISTOPHANES



But their egos got so inflated with 


their strength, they climbed Mount


Olympus to challenge the gods!  


Why, Zeus didn’t know what to do.

Aristophanes gets up, grabs his goblet of wine, and walks over to the shrine of Zeus.  Addressing the statue:




  ARISTOPHANES



Ya couldn’t let them challenge you, 


could you, ye ol’ bastard?  Ya 


couldn’t kill them either.  Who’d 


be left to offer you sacrifices and 


make
toasts in your name?
Aristophanes KNOCKS his wine goblet with the one left for Zeus as an offering.  He turns.




  ARISTOPHANES



So he cut us in two.  We became 


weaker.  He had more people to rule 


over.  Problem solved.  Except we 


are left to run about all of our 


lives, constantly longing, 


constantly searching, for our other 


halves.  That pain, that suffering,


is what we call love.  

Aristophanes ends by staring at the Doctor, keeping him in his cross-hairs.  The Doctor doesn’t know what to say.  Aristophanes eggs him on by raising an eyebrow.





  DOCTOR


Well, that--




  ARISTOPHANES



That search, my friends, my enemies, 


is the pursuit, is the longing, to


complete ourselves.

He takes a long bow and sits back down.  




  AGATHON



I suppose that makes me next.
The seating order dictates who speaks next.





  SOCRATES


Once Agathon distinguishes himself, 


what left is there to say?





  AGATHON



You’re trying to disarm me with 


your flattery.




  SOCRATES


Come now, yesterday you stood on 


stage without the least sign of


embarrassment.  





  AGATHON



The crowd is easier to please than 


the wise.




  SOCRATES



 (playfully)



But we were all a part of the crowd 


yesterday.





  GUEST #1


Don’t answer him.  He’ll have you 


answering questions all night.
Agathon straightens himself out for the presentation.




  AGATHON



Love. . .is supple.  Look at how 


she so stealthily wraps herself 


around everything she touches.

 
Love. . .is graceful, ever-


disdainful of awkwardness.  Note 


how all art becomes better by 


love’s inspiration.  Not only are 


man-made things made better by 


love, but also
all living things 


are made, and made better through 


love.  We all are the wonderful 


works of her wisdom.
Everyone is enraptured.

  AGATHON



Love.  The parent and partner of 


delicacy and desire, grace and 


gentleness; in every word, work, 


and wish: friend and lover; glory 


of gods and men; in
whose footsteps 


let every man follow, sweetly 


singing in her honor, and joining 


in that satisfying strain that 


charms the souls of gods and men.  


This is my dedication to the god of 


everything beautiful. 
Everyone CHEERS at the fine performance.  Agathon takes a bow and sits back down next to Socrates.





  DOCTOR


Your turn, Socrates.




  SOCRATES


Was I not right?  Now that I see 


how one should praise love, I 


decline. 

Everybody playfully GROANS at Socrates’ sarcasm, except the Doctor who groans earnestly.  





  DOCTOR


No, you must.





  AGATHON


You aren’t playing fair, Socrates.  


You know the rules.




  SOCRATES


I didn’t think we’d sing her praises 




regardless of their truth.  If you 


want the truth of love, I’ll oblige.


Otherwise please absolve me from my 


turn.  





  AGATHON


Go on however you like, with my 


permission.





  SOCRATES


Very well.  Love is desire, no?





  ARISTOPHANES


A suffering longing.
  SOCRATES



Is that a strong longing?





  ARISTOPHANES


The strongest kind.





  SOCRATES


A longing for what?  Did you not, 


Agathon, imply that Love sought 


beauty?




  AGATHON



And avoids withering and dying, yes.




  SOCRATES


Why do you suppose love desires 


beauty?





  GUEST #1


Because it makes us happy.





  SOCRATES


Exactly.  But do all beautiful 


things make us happy?





  AGATHON


Hardly.  The only beautiful things 


that make us truly happy are by 


their nature good.
Socrates stares at Agathon to emphasize his brilliant point.





  SOCRATES


I agree.  At one point in my life, 


though, I wasn’t sure.  But I met a 


woman, Diotima was her name.  She 


asked me the same questions I asked 


all of you.  We came to the same 


conclusion that true beauty is 


found only in the good.  There are 


those that long for money, fame; or 


look for love in women or wine.

Aristophanes winks at the Doctor and tips his cup.




  SOCRATES 


They chase these harpies till the 


ends of the earth.  But are these 


things truly good?. . .Then what is 


truly good?  What is the good?  


What guides good decisions?  What 


best looks after our happiness?  


What is truly the most beautiful 


object in the universe?




  GUEST #2



 (whispering)



Wisdom.

Everyone, in awe, joins in: “WISDOM”.




  DOCTOR


Man’s truest love.





  ARISTOPHANES


To the lover of wisdom.

This is the first time Aristophanes has said anything with a straight face.  Everyone RAISES a glass.





  ALCIBIADES (O.S.)


Whewe is he?!!!

A moment later, Alcibiades SLAMS INTO THE DOORFRAME, while hanging onto a bare-breasted flute-girl.  A laurel crown sits over one of his eyes.  Several other obnoxiously drunk and dressed friends stumble into Alcibiades giggling, pushing him into the room.




  ALCIBIADES


Goood eve’in’, gentwemen.  Wiww you 


aw’wow a dwwunk to [slur] youw 


festivities?

Everybody LAUGHS at the spectacle.  His lisp is as thick as ever.




  DOCTOR


How could we not allow Athens’ very 


own Olympic chariot champion to 


join us?




  AGATHON



And finest general.




  ALCIBIADES


Thewe he is, the pawagon of beauty 


and cleve’ness.  I brought this 


for you to cewebwate.  To youw 


vic’tory of the...
He places the laurel crown poorly on Agathon’s head.  




  AGATHON



Sit and make a third.

Alcibiades slips a hand on his thigh.  





  ALCIBAIDES



Thiwd?  Good God! 



 (he jumps up)  


Wying in ambush for me again?!  


Just when I weast expect you.
  SOCRATES



 (sarcastically)



Protect me Agathon.  He becomes 


violent with jealousy whenever I’m 


in the company of other people.





  ALCIBIADES



 (soberly)


I’ww settwe scowes with you soon 


enough.  In the meantime. . .why 


is evewybody so sobew?  Some wine, 


and in big taww cups.  No!  Wine-


caskets.  Not that it wiww have an 


effect on Socwates, my fwiends.  


You see, he can dwink any amount 


and nevew be dwunk.




  DOCTOR


Then what?  Or are we to just 


drink?





  ALCIBIADES


Why not?

His friends LAUGH hysterically.





  ALCIBIADES


What wouwd you pwopose instead?





  DOCTOR


Before you came, we were praising 


love.  Socrates just spoke, that 


would make you next.




  ALCIBIADES


You didn’t take him sewiouswy, did 


you?  A wowd of advice, bewieve me 


I know, whatevew he says, bewieve 


the opposite.  





  SOCRATES


You are making a fool of yourself.





  ALCIBIADES


No.  No!  Watch him!  Watch. 
If I 


dawe pwaise anybody but him, he 


won’t keep his hands off me.





  DOCTOR


Then praise Socrates.





  ALCIBIADES


What?  That’s exactwy what I’ww do.
  SOCRATES


So you are going to make fun of me 


now, huh?





  ALCIBIADES


I wiww simpwy state the twuth.  


That is awwowed, no?  

The Doctor NODS.





  ALCIBIADES


Vewy weww then.  Wet me ask aww of 


you: how many of us actuawwy pay 


attention to even the most 


accomplished speakers?  Pewicwes?  


Nicias?  Bowing.  But how many of 


us, gentlemen, awe stiwwed to the



vewy depths by the mewe mention of 


Socwates’ convewsations?
There is an air of agreement.  Alcibiades grabs a satyr’s mask from off the wall.




  ALCIBIADES 


Some may think he’s uttewwy


widicuwous.  With that, that 


obnoxious questioning of his.  


They may even think that he onwy 


plays wowd games with people.  But 


if they took just a peek
beneath 


this façade, this mask of, of 


widicuwousness, they wouwd find 


the most beautifuw tweasures this 


wowwd has known, and may evew know.  
Everybody listens intently.  Even Alcibiades tipsy friends try to concentrate.




  ALCIBIADES 


The onwy reaw question is whethew 


we can handwe what we see.  I, for 


one, could not.  I became awwuwed 


by his words, his awguments.  He 


was the onwy pewson who couwd make 


me feew ashamed.  I became a bettew 


man.  But when he went away, I’d 


just wevewted back to my owd sewf, 


succumbing to fame and fowtune.  I


became even more ashamed.  Oh, how


I wished I had nevew met this man!


This man that can cause such


wetchedness.  How I wished he’d


just vanish from the face of the


eawth!  But, then again, I know if


he evew did...I’d be saddew stiww.
Alcibiades’ eyes are teary as he finishes by staring at his one true love.
Another group of five revelers BREAKS into the dining room.  The flute-girl begins to PLAY.  Alcibiades DROPS his goblet of wine and RUNS out in frustration, shame, and sadness. 
INT.
NEW BOULEUTERION – ATHENS – DAY – 415 BCE
The five-hundred members of the senate have gathered to listen to the arguments of Nicias and Alcibiades regarding a proposed trip to Sicily.




  NICIAS


How could we entrust such a mission 


to Alcibiades?  You think he plans


to stop at Sicily?  What about 


Carthage, or even Egypt?  And for 


what purpose?  
Alcibiades smiles, and whispers to his courier.  The courier LAUGHS OBNOXIOUSLY.  Despite the rouse, there is an emptiness in Alcibiades that becomes perceptively deeper throughout the rest of the sequence. 




  NICIAS


I...I’ll tell you, to enrich his 


own private wealth and reputation.  

The senate breaks out into talking.  There is some grumbling.  Without being announced, Alcibiades SEIZES the platform.




  ALCIBIADES


You said it youwsewf.  Ouw twuce 


with Spawta is tenuous.  But you’d 


awwow us to become weak from 


inactivity.  To awwow ouwselves to


be swawwowed up by a Spawta that


longs to see us weak.  You wouwd 


have us be weak.  I wouwd have us 


be stwong.

The senate STIRS with excitement.  Nicias indigently looks over to the senate president, who holds a red-trimmed staff.  




  NICIAS


May I?





  SENATE PRESIDENT



The senate still recognizes you.
Alcibiades mockingly allows Nicias to take the platform.





  NICIAS


This expedition.  It would require 


a force so large--
A senator stands at attention which prompts Nicias to stop. 




  SENATOR



Exactly how large of a force is 


required, in your professional 


opinion, general?
EXT.
STREET OVERLOOKING PIRAEUS – ATHENS – DAY – 415 BCE
In the background, thirty triremes lie anchored in port.  A crowd of fifteen listens to Socrates as he instructs a boy, using a stick to draw figures in the dirt.  He suddenly stops and notices Nicias passing him. 





  SOCRATES


Nicias, why so glum?





  NICIAS


I’ve got some business to take care 


of.  This much I will say, Athens 


is on a collision course with 


destruction.
  SOCRATES


Oh?  Have we voted on whether we 


should go to Sicily?





  NICIAS


Worse.  We voted to send the 


largest naval expedition in the 


history of Greece since Troy.

Nicias SCUTTLES off.  Socrates stares after him while we see the harbor in the background.  
  SOCRATES (O.S.)


Foolishness indeed.

MATCH CUT:

EXT.
HARBOR – PIRAEUS – SUNSET – 415 BCE

The sun sets over Salamis.  The harbor has filled with 134 triremes and 51 transports.  The ships are decorated festively and ready for war.
EXT.
SPARTA – DAY – 415 BCE
MONTAGE – THE SPARTAN CITY

--The austere city.

--A mess hall where Spartan soldiers dine on black gruel.
--The Spartan army in training.
--A platoon of women training.

END MONTAGE

Lysander directs the training of a male platoon.  It is frozen in perfect attack formation.  A thicket of motionless, overlapping spears points forward. 




  LYSANDER



You will stand, you will train,


Hades will take you, until you get 
it right!

He notices the tip of one of the spears slightly waver.  He storms after the responsible soldier in full fury.




  
  LYSANDER



Traitor!!!  You want to destroy 


our platoon?!!! You can’t be a 


Spartan.
You’re too weak.  An 


Athenian by the smell of you.  We 


may have an impostor in our ranks!   


Everyone tonight, make sure he has 


no Athenian blood! 



 (in a low voice)



Have a nice sleep.  
The entire time the soldier stood motionless, staring straight head, though his eyes quivered in pain: Lysander was grabbing the soldier’s scrotum.  

Another soldier notices in a quick glance.  Lysander unsheathes his short sword and cracks the soldier across the helmet.  The nose piece cuts into his nose.  Blood streams out.




  LYSANDER



This man just died because you took


your eye off your target!  What is


the key to Spartan success?!




  PLATOON



Discipline!





  LYSANDER



...and...




  PLATOON



Order!

The Spartan king watches on.

LATER




  SPARTAN KING



You preparing for war?




  LYSANDER



You know our truce with Athens is a 
sham.  They will try to build their

empire again; this time, we will 
need to destroy them.




  SPARTAN KING



Then advise me. For
over ten years 


we fought the Athenians.  But they


are protected by impenetrable walls 


and an invincible navy.  How then 


do you defeat such a foe?





  LYSANDER


The Titans were once thought of



as invincible too.  But Zeus



conquered them and took the throne.  



How?  He divided them and they fell 


upon each other.  Divide the house, 


then
just walk through the front 


door.
They walk past a kennel of vicious dogs that BARK ferociously.  Lysander throws a piece of meat in the middle of the pen.  The dogs BRAWL.  Lysander opens the pen-door and gestures inside. 




  SPARTAN KING



What are you planning?

Lysander just smiles, deviously.
INT.
CRITIAS’ ESTATE – ATHENS – NIGHT – 415 BCE

This lavish, but dark hall is filled with forty of Athens’ elite old-guard.  They make up Athens’ leading secret fraternities.  An elderly aristocrat, the same one who spoke to Critias at the theater, enters.  Everybody quiets. 





  ELDERLY GENTLEMAN


Gentlemen, our city has become a 


cesspool of demagogues and 


charlatans.  They act however they 


want so long as they keep the people 


happy.  We are in danger of being 


marginalized even further.
Critias, the youngest member of the fraternity, stands.  The elderly man allows him to continue on.





  CRITIAS


Thank you father.  Gentlemen, our 


biggest danger is Alcibiades. 
The hall fills with whispers.





  CRITIAS



He has become too strong.  And 


Sicily will make him stronger still.
Another gentleman arises.  




  ELDERLY GENTLEMAN #2


Will not Nicias serve as a 


counterbalance?





  CRITIAS


He is not one of us, and he is too



weak.  We need to take action, and 


act now, if we ever want to realize 


our dream of an aristocratic Athens.


A Spartan Athens.

INT.
ALCIBIADES’ ESTATE – ATHENS – NIGHT – 415 BCE

MONTAGE – ALCIBIADES’ PARTY 
A fire-blower.  A young girl acrobatically juggles swords.  A man and woman PLAY the flute and lyre in IONIAN style.  A young couple kisses intimately.  
Twenty of Athens’ young, beautiful aristocratic men attend.  They are OBNOXIOUSLY drunk.  Some wear elaborate masks, but all dress fashionably, if not eccentrically.  They are entertaining themselves through conversation, dice, and women. 
The twenty women servants are well-dressed or have hardly any dress on at all.  Several pubescent boys run around.    
END MONTAGE

Out steps Alcibiades wearing a satyr’s mask, symbolizing the inverted relationship between him and Socrates.  A beautiful woman follows.  The MUSIC STOPS.  Alcibiades lifts his mask.




  ALCIBIADES


On this eve of the gweatest 


expedition evew to be waunched, and 


I as its leadew, I hereby pwocwaim 


mysewf the mastew of these 


festivities.  A toast!
Everybody quickly GRABS the nearest flask or breast, whichever is more handy.





  ALCIBIADES


To, weww...ME!

Everybody CHEERS loudly.  Alcibiades sits down on a divan and the party resumes.  
EXT.
CRITIAS’ ESTATE COURTYARD – ATHENS – NIGHT – 415 BCE

It is a moonless night, the courtyard is illuminated by a few oil lamps.  Life-size statues intermingle with the gathering of the forty aristocrats who talk among themselves in a LOW HUM.  CRITIAS stands upon a bench.




  CRITIAS


Gentlemen and Protectors of Athens: 


go now and stop this Alcibiades. 

A muted CHEER.  Some begin to put on masks, and others pick up some flasks or hammers that are arranged on a table.  They EXIT.  Another mask gets turned around, and we glare into the face of a monarch lion.
INT.
ALCIBIADES’ ESTATE – ATHENS – NIGHT – 415 BCE

A swan, the crest of a gaudy mask, BOBS, then SPINS, in flight.  The wearer is part of the female dancing entertainment at Alcibiades’ party.  Alcibiades watches on in amusement.  

Alcibiades beautiful companion WALKS slowly around the divan, finally blocking his view of his party.  He looks perturbed, until SHE GENTLY SITS DOWN ON HIS LAP.




  FEMALE COMPANION



So, you’re the commander of this 


grand expedition.  Funny, I heard 


otherwise.




  ALCIBIADES


You had, huh?  What did you heaw?





  FEMALE COMPANION



Weren’t there two other generals in 


charge?  Nicias and...hmmm...




  ALCIBIADES


What, those two owd foows?  They 



can’t command a navaw expedition. 



They couldn’t even sink a wock.



They’d just stawe at it aww day and


awgue about the natuwe of it.

She LAUGHS.  He slides his arm around her waist.
EXT.
OUTSIDE COURTYARD – ATHENS – NIGHT – 415 BCE

The masked gathering disperses into teams of two and three.   

Critias, Critias’ father, and a man wearing a bull’s mask stop to confer.  




  CRITIAS


Keep Alcibiades occupied tonight.  


He is not to leave.  You 


understand?

The bull NODS in agreement.

INT.
ALCIBIADES’ ESTATE – ATHENS – NIGHT – 415 BCE

The man in the bull’s mask walks in the background.   Alcibiades’ courier grabs a woman and presses her in for a kiss.  Alcibiades’ concubine slides back on his lap, her head turned to face him to tease a kiss.  A bare hip suggests that they are having sex.
EXT. ATHENS – NIGHT – 415 BCE
A team approaches the door of a residence, two sacred statues of HERMES stand on each side.  One of the masked men approaches cautiously.  The lookout NODS his head.  Then, the first man SMASHES the face of a Hermes with a mullet, chipping the nose and fracturing the head.  

A second swing hacks off the penis.
MATCH CUT:

INT.
ALCIBIADES’ ESTATE – ATHENS – NIGHT – 415 BCE

Alcibiades grimaces in satisfaction.  The concubine is still seated on Alcibiades’ lap, but now she is hunched forward.    
A man wearing only a bull’s mask walks towards them.  The concubine looks up in surprise, then gives a quick open smile.  
EXT.
STOA OF THE HERMES – ATHENS – NIGHT – 415 BCE
Several other sacred Hermes are desecrated.

One final salvo is shown against the god of travels at his Stoa.  The Hermes are almost completely destroyed by a team of five masked men.
EXT.
AGORA (MARKETPLACE) – ATHENS – MORNING – 415 BCE

The sun is overbearingly bright.  Alcibiades rubs his head as he stumbles hung-over through the streets.  He notices an unusually large crowd gathered around the Stoa of the Hermes.  He stares in confusion.  

His courier suddenly GRABS him from behind and PULLS him around the corner of a building.  Surprised at first, Alcibiades quickly turns angry once he recognizes him.





  ALCIBIADES


Get youw hands off of me!




  COURIER



Sor...you’ww be seen.





  ALCIBIADES


So?  What’s going on?





  COURIER



You haven’t heawd anything?





  ALCIBIADES


Just shut up and teww me.





  COURIER



Almost evewy sacwed Hewmes in 


Athens has been destwoyed.





  ALCIBIADES


That’s supposed to stop me from 


depawting today?





  COURIER



They awe saying you did it.





  ALCIBIADES


You’we so stupid.  People say 


anything and evewything.





  COURIER



They awe wight now presenting 


evidence to the Royaw-Awchon. 


They’ve been wooking fow you aww


mowning.
Alcibiades’ face twists, then HE THROWS HIS COURIER TO THE GROUND AND BOLTS OFF.

INT.
ROYAL STOA – ATHENS – DAY – 415 BCE

The prosecutor and his assistant stands before Royal-Archon and his two assistants when Alcibiades BARGES in.  The prosecutor is the ELDERLY GENTLEMEN #2 at Critias’ estate.





  ALCIBIADES


What is this gawbage?!  Don’t you 


weawize this man has been twying to


castwate me for yeaws?!





  ROYAL-ARCHON



You will lower your voice when 


addressing me.




  ALCIBIADES


Oh, the tone of my voice distuwbs 


you?!  Wait tiww you heaw what comes 


out this man’s mouth!




  ROYAL-ARCHON



I have.  I’ve been listening all 


morning to eyewitness accounts.





  (MORE)






  ROYAL-ARCHON (CONT)




 (he reviews his papyri



 notes)



Let’s see, you and your 


friends have been seen profaning 


the mysteries...
Alcibiades looks bewildered at this charge and mouths “What?”





  ROYAL-ARCHON 


...and desecrating the sacred statues 


of Hermes around Athens. 





  ALCIBIADES


This is wudicwous!  Why wouwd I 


want to offend the god of voyages


on the eve of my depawture?!




  ELDERLY GENTLEMAN #2


A likely alibi, sire, for him and 


his friends to do whatever they 


would like. This is a man who would 


even cut off the tail of his own 


dog for fun.




  ALCIBIADES



 (approaching the Royal-



 Archon)


If you beWieve these chawges, 


you’we a gweater foow youwsewf!





  ROYAL-ARCHON



I’ve warned you once, I will lock 


you up without a hearing.





  ALCIBIADES



 (quietly)


You have no powew ovew me.

The Royal-Archon looks over Alcibiades’ shoulder at several guards armed with bows and short-swords.  They take several tentative steps forward.  
Alcibiades and the Royal-Archon glare for several tension filled moments.  Finally, Alcibiades gracefully backs down.




  ALCIBIADES


Awwight, if you want to put me on 


twiaw.  Wet’s do this, wet’s do 


this wight now.





  ELDERLY GENTLEMAN #2


Sire, it would be wiser if we 


waited for the results of a full


investigation.  Let him be off, 


while we investigate.





  ALCIBIADES


You wouwd twy me whiwe my awwies 


and I awe away, and I can’t defend 


myself.  Ha!  That’s quite a twick.





  ROYAL-ARCHON



Agreed. . .We’ll continue this 


investigation while you fulfill 


your duties.  The laws will be the 


same then as they are now.  

Alcibiades glowers for but a moment.  Then, he SMILES mischievously and leaves.  The prosecutor turns to his assistant:




  ELDERLY GENTLEMAN #2


When the rumors have reached their 




peak, we should summon him back.
EXT.
JUST OUTSIDE ASSEMBLY – SPARTA – NIGHT – 415 BCE

Alcibiades’ beard is a bit longer, and his hair is braided in Spartan fashion.  He is wearing the Spartan red.  
LYSANDER GREETS HIS ONCE ARCH-RIVAL AS AN OLD PAL.





  LYSANDER



You asked for an audience, I’ve



given you the entire Spartan 



assembly.

EXT.
ASSEMBLY – SPARTA – NIGHT – 415 BCE

Alcibiades walks out to the front of the QUIET assembly.  WITHOUT A LISP:




  ALCIBIADES


Once your enemy, I stand before you



now as a friend.  I stand before 


you with the chance to defeat your 


long, bitter rival.  I possess 



Athens’ most well-hidden of 


military secrets.  

In the background, the Royal-Archon in the Royal Stoa throws a tantrum.  He runs over to the prosecutor who just delivered the news of Alcibiades’ betrayal.





  ROYAL-ARCHON


I will have my revenge.

END FLASHBACK SEQUENCE
INT.
ROYAL STOA – ATHENS – DAY – 399 BCE

The Royal-Archon stares contemptuously at Socrates.  One of the prosecutors, MELETUS, stands before the court.  The Royal-Archon turns to Meletus reluctantly:




  ROYAL-ARCHON


Just answer the question Meletus.





  MELETUS



Have you forgotten the charges 


already, Socrates?   Fine.  I’ll 


remind you.  I’m sure no one else 


needs to be reminded how 


Alcibiades, the traitor of Athens 


and your student, turned out.  It 


is because of him and many other


examples that we charge you as an



atheist who corrupts our youth.  





  SOCRATES


Such is the charge.  But, gentlemen, 


I will show you that Meletus is 


guilty of treating the most serious 


matters with levity.  So tell us, 


Meletus, shouldn’t our young be 


exposed to the best possible 



influence?
Meletus ignores the question.




  ROYAL-ARCHON


Meletus, please.




  MELETUS



Of course, the young should have 


the best education.

  SOCRATES


Then maybe you could tell me who 


influences the young for the better.
Again, Meletus stands silently.




  SOCRATES


What’s the matter?  Did you not 


understand me?  





  MELETUS



I understand.





  SOCRATES


Then answer the question. . .You 


see gentlemen, he doesn’t know the 


answer.  This man who prosecutes me 


doesn’t even understand--




  MELETUS



The laws.

  SOCRATES


What’s that?  Speak up, my dear sir, 


so I can hear you in my old age.





  MELETUS



I said, the laws.

  SOCRATES


I am sorry.  I must not have been 


clear.  I was asking who not what.  


Let me simplify it for you.  Whose 


business is it to know the laws so 


as to make our youth better?




  MELETUS



The answer is obvious, which is why 


I thought you must be asking me 


something different.  It is members 


of this jury, as everyone knows.

  SOCRATES



 (wide-eyed)


Really?  Everyone, or just some of 


them?





  MELETUS



Every one.

  SOCRATES


That is incredible!  Out children



are most fortunate to have so many 


benefactors.  Well, what about the 


members of the Council?





  MELETUS



Yes.

  SOCRATES


And the Assembly?





  MELETUS


[answers unintelligibly]

  SOCRATES


What was that?  Speak up.





  MELETUS



Yes, them as well.

  SOCRATES


Our young have the entire 


population of Athens who serve to 


make them better, and I, alone, 


corrupt them.  

  MELETUS



You understand me completely.

  SOCRATES


Ample proof that you have no idea 


what you are talking about.

One of the two prosecutors, LYCON, leans over to the third prosecutor to whisper.  Lycon’s long, unfettered cloak falls to the floor.  
FLASHBACK SEQUENCE – THE STORY OF LYCON – JUSTICE 

EXT.
ABOVE ATHENIAN FLEET – ARGINUSAE – DAY – 406 BCE

An Athenian fleet of 180 ships row, double zygate, along the coast of Garispadasi.  The fleet is ragtag bunch: both the ships and men hastily pressed into service.  Storm clouds threaten from above.
EXT.
PERICLES’ SHIP – ARGINUSAE – DAY – 406 BCE

YOUNG PERICLES, 29, is like his father Pericles: sharp, handsome, and quite stately.  His sun-drenched Persian skin glows olive in the sun.  He readies his ship for battle.  
A TRUMPET BLAST signals the arrival of the dispatch ship.  Boat hooks and a rope ladder are attached.  Young Pericles CLIMBS aboard.

INT.
MEETING ROOM – ARGINUSAE – DAY – 406 BCE 
Seven generals stand around a table staring at a crude papyri map when Young Pericles enters.  Two captains stand off to one corner.  One of them is the middle-aged, THERAMENES.  




  GENERAL A


How many ships did you say?





  GENERAL B


Nearly as many as ours.

 



  THERAMENES


We can’t do this.  Our ships are no 


match for theirs.  And our 


rowers...it’ll be a slaughter.
The generals are irked by Theramenes’ audacity to suggest advice.





  GENERAL B


We don’t have a choice, captain.  


Athens is broke!  These ships will 


sink on their own if we have to use 


them for more than a month.

The generals LAUGH.





  GENERAL B 


This may be our last chance to 


break the Spartans since the 


disaster at Sicily.  Ten years.  


Now, finally, we have a chance to 


put the ghost of Alcibiades’ 


betrayal behind us.  




  GENERAL C


Then, perhaps we should use the 


double formation strategy Pericles 


proposed before--




  GENERAL A


Are you mad?!  You’re asking us to 


try something we’ve never seen 


before--




  YOUNG PERICLES


Nor have the Spartans.

A beat.




  GENERAL B


We’ll use the coastline to protect 


our thinned center, wrapping our 


wings into their flanks.

General B moves several gold figurines on the papyri map to represent his proposal.  
EXT. SPARTAN COMMANDER’S SHIP – ARGINUSAE – DAY – 406 BCE

The line of 150 Spartan ships trail off into the horizon.  The SPARTAN COMMANDER and his non-Spartan STEERSMAN stand on deck, loftily peering out at the opposing Athenian fleet.  
DAYDREAM

EXT.
SPARTAN KING’S CHAMBER – SPARTA – DAY – 407 BCE

The austere chamber looks more like the living space for a peasant than a king.  Lysander paces quickly.





  LYSANDER



I am not through!

The King’s advisor enters.  





  KING’S ADVISOR



He is here.





  SPARTAN KING



Have him wait.





  LYSANDER



No, I want him to hear this.

The Spartan Commander is brought in and stands at attention. Lysander becomes enraged at the sight of him.





  LYSANDER



You’re handing over the command



to this man, after all I’ve done? 



I’m the one who brought Alcibiades



to you.  I’m the one who defeated



the Athenians at sea, when no one



thought we could.  I have brought



them to their knees, and you want


to give the command to this man!





  SPARTAN KING



The constitution forbids anyone to 



command for more than a year.  If



we don’t have our traditions, our



order, we
are nothing.





  LYSANDER



This is my war!  My victory! 
Walking behind the Spartan Commander





  LYSANDER 



 (lowly)



Don’t you forget that.

END DAYDREAM

EXT. SPARTAN COMMANDER’S SHIP – ARGINUSAE – DAY – 406 BCE





  STEERSMAN


Look, they outnumber us.  They have 


the coast and we are facing into 


the sun.  Why not wait?





  SPARTAN COMMANDER



 (stoically)


Wait?  You mean back down.  A 


Spartan soldier never backs down, 


steersman.  Bring us to thranite.

The steersman POUNDS the deck with his staff twice. 





  STEERSMAN


Thranite!

A trumpet BLASTS.  “THRANITE” is repeated several times below deck.  Sailors scramble to REMOVE the sails.
THE ROWERS get up from the zygate formation, BRING in the zygate oars, and begin to ASSEMBLE the seats to man the three-oarsman thranite attack position – men ENTER from the back to help – the thranite oars are RETRIEVED from their ceiling hooks.  Dorian flute-players ACCOMPANY the oarsmen.
EXT.
PERICLES’ SHIP – ARGINUSAE – DAY – 406 BCE

Young Pericles’ ship is at the end of the left wing in the back row.  The left wing is comprised of two rows of thirty ships a piece.    
Pericles’ steersman approaches. 




  YOUNG PERICLES’ STEERMAN



General?  Any change?




  YOUNG PERICLES


Keep our formation tight between 


the two lead ships.  We will be 


heading larboard side.
EXT.
SPARTAN COMMANDER’S SHIP – ARGINUSAE – DAY – 406 BCE

We see Young Pericles’ wing off in the distance separating from the rest of the Athenian fleet.  





  SPARTAN COMMANDER



 (to himself)



Separating their left wing?





  STEERSMAN


Commander?





  SPARTAN COMMANDER


Take us directly at their flank.  

EXT.
AGORA – ATHENS – DAY – 407 BCE

Socrates and Chaerephon leave the bustling market; onlookers gawk coldly.  A crowd of Athenians begin to leave the building.  
INT. STOA OF THE ZEUS – ATHENS – DAY – 407 BCE

A small crowd of richly clad men are gathered around GORGIAS, 47: a portly, self-important gentleman.  He is fielding questions as Socrates and Chaerephon enter.  
Critias and his father remove themselves to GREET Socrates.  

  SOCRATES



Is the feast over, as they say?





  ELDERLY GENTLEMAN


And quite a feast it was.  Gorgias’


presentation was remarkable.
Socrates EMBRACES Critias’ face with a hand.

  SOCRATES



It’s been too long, my dear Critias.





  CRITIAS



I...I’m sorry.

Critias is caught between his respect for Socrates and his father’s glare.  He PULLS away and awkwardly changes the subject. 





  CRITIAS



So you’ve decided to listen to the 


famous Gorgias?

LATER

GORGIAS stops mid-sentence to greet Socrates and Chaerephon with a nod.  Chaerephon impudently gets to the point:





  CHAEREPHON



Still taking questions?!





  GORGIAS



I am, and I dare say I haven’t 


heard a new question in many a year.





  CHAEREPHON



Then this shouldn’t be too hard.  


Could you tell us what it is that 


you do?!

A few SNICKER at the insolent, though innocent, question.  POLUS, the young, impulsive protégée of Gorgias, is peeved by the question, but quickly FLASHES a smile before stepping forward.





  POLUS


By Zeus, Chaerephon!  Gorgias has 


been speaking all day.  Let me 


answer it for you.





  CHAEREPHON



Okay.





  POLUS


Of the many professions that men 


partake in, the best of them are 


partaken by best of men.  Our 


Gorgias falls in this group: he is 


the best of men partaking in the 


most noble of professions.

The sycophantic admirers, all except Critias, SMILE and NOD in approval.

  SOCRATES



Your pupil gives a fine answer.  


But he didn’t answer the
question.





  GORGIAS



No?  Then why don’t you ask him?

  SOCRATES



Why, when I have you here?  





  GORGIAS



Sure, I think I can handle these 


questions.

He LAUGHS, and a few others politely join in, including Polus.  Critias simply watches on calculatingly.
EXT.
AEGEAN SEA – ARGINUSAE – MORNING – 406 BCE

The Athenian and Spartan fleets cruise closer and closer.  
THE SPARTAN COMMANDER stands sternly at the forecastle.  His right arm is raised.  His ship is positioned toward the last ship in the Athenian line.  

YOUNG PERICLES is also gripping for the impending battle.  The sailors around him on deck scramble to get their ship in order.  The lines draw closer to within several hundred feet.  
THE SPARTAN COMMANDER suddenly DROPS his arm.  The Steersman TUGS on the larboard side steering paddle.  The ship begins its slow turn larboard side, and in between the two last ships in the Athenian line.  
A group of ten archers and javelin throwers joins the Spartan Commander.  They FIRE into the side of the ship they are heading into.  Many of the Athenian rowers duck for cover.  The rest continue to ROW.  
The Spartan Commander’s ship is gracefully guided into the side of the Athenian ship, stripping away flank planks and oars.  It is but a glance as both ships continue on.  




  SPARTAN COMMANDER


Starboard side, now! Diekplous!
The Steersman POUNDS the deck TWICE.





  STEERSMAN


Diekplous!  Starboard!
Trumpet BLASTS.

ROWERS on the starboard side GET UP and SIT on the opposite side from which they were sitting.
YOUNG PERICLES notices the Spartan Commander point in his direction.  He quickly GRABS his steersman’s attention.





  YOUNG PERICLES


We need to move larboard side.  

His steersman LOOKS confused by the order.  Young Pericles turns to his SECOND MATE:




  YOUNG PERICLES 


And get your men ready to climb the 



deck.

His Second Mate runs off.





  YOUNG PERICLES



 (to himself)


We’ll see if I can’t draw him in.

The Spartan ship begins its sharp turn towards Young Pericles.  The starboard side turn exposes Young Pericles’ flank.  Everybody braces for disaster.  Young Pericles calmly looks on.  
INT.
STOA OF THE ZEUS – ATHENS – DAY – 407 BCE 

The crowd becomes steadily larger throughout the scene.

  SOCRATES



Polus was asked what it is that 


you do, and he responded by telling 


us what it is like.  Maybe you 


could tell us what your profession 


is?





  GORGIAS



It’s oratory.

  SOCRATES



What is that concerned with?  For


instance, weaving is about 


producing clothes, no?





  GORGIAS



Yes.  And oratory is about speeches. 

  SOCRATES



What kind of speeches?  The kind 


that explains diseases and how to 


procure treatment for them?

POLUS is clearly irritated by the nature of the conversation.




  GORGIAS



No.  Please tell me that the great 


Socratic questioning amounts to 


more than this.

  SOCRATES



Unfortunately no.  But you don’t 


mind do you?





  GORGIAS



By all means.  I could use a break.

  SOCRATES



So oratory is not the only 


profession that uses speeches.  Or 


are these other professions called 


oratory?





  GORGIAS



A doctor makes speeches, yes I 


agree, but that is only part of his


job.  What I meant, Socrates, was 


that oratory is entirely about 


speeches.  And I claim to be 


correct.

  SOCRATES



I am still confused.  Aren’t there 


other professions that are entirely 


about speeches?

Gorgias takes a moment to consider the question.





  GORGIAS



I suppose you’re right.

  SOCRATES



So what differentiates oratory?  





  GORGIAS



It is about the greatest and most 


noble of human concerns.

  SOCRATES



I’m not so sure.  Wouldn’t a doctor 


claim that his profession is about 


the greatest of human concerns.  


After all, what is greater than a 


man’s health?  And suppose a 


financial expert joined in and 


argued that his profession produces 


the greatest good.  “Wealth”, he’d--




  GORGIAS



They are wrong, oratory produces 


what really is the greatest good.

  SOCRATES



And what is that exactly.

Polus’ fury gets the best of him and he jumps in:





  POLUS


Really!  What’s the meaning of all 


this?!

Gorgias gestures to Polus to calm down.  Critias eyes the exchange carefully.





  GORGIAS



It’s, exactly, the ability to 


persuade, through speeches, about 


justice, in the law courts, 


assembly, or any other public 


gathering.  With this ability, you


could make the doctor and this 


financial expert a slave.

His admirers NOD approvingly.

  SOCRATES



Maybe the clearest answer yet.  So


oratory produces persuasion.  And 


that’s it, or is there anything 


else to it?





  GORGIAS



Nope, I think you’ve defined it 


perfectly.  Now is that all?

Gorgias smiles arrogantly.

EXT.
SPARTAN COMMANDER’S SHIP – ARGINUSAE – DAY – 406 BCE

The Spartan Commander FLASHES a quick, victorious smile.




  SPARTAN COMMANDER


You meant, my victory.

He watches on as his ship is about to BURY its nose into the side of Young Pericles’ ship.  He GRABS onto a stabilizing rope that hangs from above.  The ships collide.  
ATHENIAN SOLDIERS AND SAILORS are thrown by the impact.

BELOW DECK
The ram BURSTS into the rowing room.  Splintered wood RIPS into a few rowers.  Water begins to POUR IN.
ON DECK
The Athenians shield themselves from the Spartan archers.  The ship SLIPS down, as water pours into the hull below.  





  YOUNG PERICLES


Ship-hooks!

The soldiers SCRAMBLE to TOSS the ship-hooks onto their adversary’s deck.  Young Pericles turns to his Second Mate.





  SECOND MATE


General.





  YOUNG PERICLES



 (calmly)



I don’t think we’ll need rowers for 


a while, you?  Well, where are 


they?  Quickly, if you don’t want 


to die today.

The Spartan soldiers try to detach the ship-hooks, but most of them are tightened in time – a couple of the ropes are cut by Spartan short-swords – again, it’s too late: the Athenian hoplites charge the Spartans to secure the railing position – THE SHIPS ARE BOUND TOGETHER.
The Spartan Commander spots his nemesis and pulls out his short sword.  They both look on like two kings in a chess game.
BELOW THE DECK OF PERICLES’ SHIP
SHOUTS OF “ON DECK” ECHO throughout the cabin – rowers rush to grab their weapons and shields, and head up the staircase – some get up by slipping through the sides (Greek triremes have largely open sides) and climbing up lowered nets on the unexposed side of the ship.  

ABOVE
The Athenian rowers pour up the sides and staircases of the ship.  They soon join the fierce battle that has pushed itself onto the deck of Spartan Commander’s ship. 

Young Pericles draws his sword and makes his way aboard – he finds the Spartan Commander.  They WALK up to each other. Their first swings CLASH together.  They DRAW each other in close.

INT. STOA OF THE ZEUS – ATHENS – DAY – 407 BCE

Socrates and Gorgias STAND in close approximation to each other.  

  SOCRATES



Please, Gorgias, I’m not after you, 


I’m simply after the truth.  I took 


you to be the type of person who’d 


be willing to help me in this 


endeavor.





  GORGIAS




 (less arrogantly)



Of course, I didn’t mean to cut 


you off.  Ask away.

  SOCRATES



You stated that oratory produces 


persuasion.  Aren’t there really 


two types of persuasion?  





  GORGIAS



What are you referring to?

  SOCRATES



Isn’t there one that teaches 


through knowledge and another that


persuades without knowledge?





  GORGIAS



Oratory seems to persuade without 


knowledge.

  SOCRATES



I agree.  It would be rather 


impossible to teach a large 


gathering like a courtroom about 


so important a topic as justice in 


such a short time.

Gorgias NODS in agreement.  His façade of arrogance has melted away and a friendly underside peeks its head.  Polus steps back into the crowd, relaxed.





  SOCRATES



But when the city deliberates about 


furnishing the ports, don’t we 


consult the master builders?  Or 


the generals, when the question 


turns to how to provision the 


troops for battle?  Is it not best 


to consult those who know, rather 


than those who
merely persuade 


without knowledge?





  GORGIAS



That’s where you’re wrong.  It’s 


the orators that ultimately prevail, 


not professional advice.  For 


instance, my brother would take me 


on his calls to perform surgery.  


When he failed to convince his 


patient what was best, I succeeded.  


To convince without reason, such is 


the splendor of oratory! 

APPLAUSE. “EUGE”
  SOCRATES



Sounds dangerous to me.





  GORGIAS



It should be used justly, of course.  


Just because a boxer knows how to 



fight, he should not go out and 


strike his own friends. 

  SOCRATES



So if I understand you correctly: 


an orator, though he knows nothing 


of medicine, is more persuasive 


about health than even a doctor?

  GORGIAS



Yes.  I was in any case.

  SOCRATES



But isn’t that only true in 


situations where the audience is 


ignorant?  Among doctors, a doctor 


would be more persuasive than an 


orator.

  GORGIAS



I’d agree.

  SOCRATES



But not just medicine.  The orator 


doesn’t need to know any subject so 


long as his audience is ignorant, 


nor even speak the truth about such 


subjects. 

  GORGIAS



That is the power of my profession!

EXT.
SPARTAN COMMANDER’S SHIP – ARGINUSAE – DAY – 406 BCE
Young Pericles and the Spartan Commander fight on.  No flash or grandiose maneuverings are employed.  The fight is just between two skilled and worthy warriors.

After several SWINGS of the swords, the Commander FORCES Young Pericles backwards, TRIPPING AND SPILLING HIS SWORD.  
THUNDER CRACKS from above.

The Spartan Commander will not dishonorably press the advantage.  He allows the Pericles to pick himself up and retrieve his sword.  Pericles then dashes towards the Spartan.
INT. STOA OF THE ZEUS – ATHENS – MORNING – 407 BCE

  SOCRATES



So also of justice.  The orator 


can lecture the jurors in a law 


court about right and wrong, but 


knows nothing of the subject.  


After all, he is not teaching, 


merely persuading.





  GORGIAS



That certainly follows.

  SOCRATES



Well, if the orator doesn’t know 


what is just, how can we expect him 


to be just?





  GORGIAS




 (thoughtfully)



Maybe we can’t.

Socrates’ question and Gorgias’ response is too much for POLUS.  He begins to speak, but the iron grip of Critias keeps him at bay for the moment.

  SOCRATES



Were you not recommending, a moment 


ago, that an orator should be just?

  GORGIAS



Yes.

  SOCRATES



Now, it seems, the orator wouldn’t 


know how to be.

This time, Gorgias doesn’t have a response.
EXT.
SPARTAN COMMANDER’S SHIP – ARGINUSAE – DAY – 406 BCE

Young Pericles and the Spartan Commander are tightly sword-locked.  The Spartan Commander looks over Young Pericles’ shoulder and NOTICES ONLY ATHENIANS STANDING!  The only Spartans alive kneel prostrated below a well-placed sword.

The Spartan Commander DROPS his sword, GRABS Young Pericles’ shoulder, and BOWS his head in defeat.

  SPARTAN COMMANDER


Well fought.

THE SPARTAN COMMANDER’S OFF HAND SEIZES the elbow of Young Pericles’ sword arm and PULLS IT TOWARD HIMSELF.  The Spartan Commander FALLS.  
Young Pericles stumbles back in surprise.  

The Athenians celebrate Young Pericles’ victory with a RINGING SHOUT.  Young Pericles STAGGERS, exhausted and bloody, to the edge of the ship to survey the battle.  
Ships dot the distance.  A few others approach nearby:  Athenian soldiers and sailors celebrating victory!
INT.
MEETING ROOM – ARGINUSAE – AFTERNOON – 406 BCE 


GENERAL C accompanies Young Pericles into the meeting table.




  GENERAL D


Well done Pericles.  It was an 



honor to serve for your great 



father.  One of the best commanders



to ever take up a sword.  But what



you did today outdid even him. 
They have joined the rest of the generals who are fixated on the map.  They turn to congratulate Pericles, but quickly get back to business.




  GENERAL C


We have the Spartans on the run, 


here and here.  Chances are they 


will meet up with the rest of their 


fleet.  Shall we pursue?





  GENERAL B


Let us not forget we have 


Shipwrecked survivors and many 


badly damaged ships.  Let us deal 


with these before we seek another 


battle.





  GENERAL A


And lose this opportunity?





  GENERAL C


Let us do both.  We’ll send most of 


our ships at the fleeing Spartans, 


and leave enough to rescue the 


survivors.  We can put our two 


captains in charge of the rescue.
General C looks over to the two captains.
EXT. YOUNG PERICLES’ SHIP – ARGINUSAE – AFTERNOON – 406 BCE

The WINDS have picked up.  Dark clouds spill rain on the deck.  LIGHTNING FLASHES.  The Spartan ships can barely be seen in the distance.  The steersman approaches the downcast Young Pericles.





  PERICLES’ STEERSMAN



General?  What should we do?





  YOUNG PERICLES



Our ships can’t catch the Spartans 



if this gets any worse.  Take us 


closer to shore, and set anchor.

INT. STOA OF THE ZEUS – ATHENS – AFTERNOON – 407 BCE




  POLUS


Oh, come on Socrates!  Ridiculous!  


This whole thing!  Do you really 


believe what you’re saying?!  You 


lead Gorgias on and on with your



silly word games, and yes, maybe 


some inconsistency crept in, and 


just the sort of thing you love 


to see in other people, then you 


pounce on it mockingly.  
  SOCRATES


Most nobly and elegantly spoken, 


Polus.  How blessed are the young! 


When we older folk stumble and fall, 


you can be there to straighten our


lives out.

A few in the crowd CHUCKLE.  Even Gorgias is amused, who allows a brief respite from his pensive demeanor to cast a quick smile.  




  SOCRATES


Will you aid me and Gorgias then?

Socrates stands with Gorgias and places a hand on his shoulder.  Polus huffs in response:
  POLUS


Aid you?  Ha!  Gorgias was just too 


ashamed to admit.  It’s freedom, 


Socrates.  It’s as simple as that.  


And who would not want such power 


as freedom possesses?  Freedom is 


what oratory grants.
  SOCRATES


Isn’t it just like the young to 


value freedom so undeservedly?  


Tell me, this freedom you speak of, 


is this to be granted to young 


children too?  And business 


partners?  Should soldiers just do 


whatever they want?  Come now.  


Will you not answer my questions, 


or would you rather ask?





  POLUS


You’d like to ask me questions 


wouldn’t you, just so you could try 


to humiliate me too.  No, I’ll ask 


the questions.
  SOCRATES


I’m not trying to humiliate anybody.  


But either way.  Go ahead and ask.

INT.
MEETING ROOM – ARGINUSAE – AFTERNOON – 406 BCE 





  GENERAL A


So we weren’t able to save the 


survivors?!!!




  THERAMENES


The storm prevented us.





  YOUNG PERICLES


The storm that prevented the rescue 


was the same storm that cut off our 


pursuit of the Spartans.




  GENERAL A


Oh wise Pericles, son of Pericles, 


who helped bring us victory 


yesterday, what shall you have us 


do now?  




  YOUNG PERICLES


Just tell the truth. 





  GENERAL A



 (laughing)


The truth?  Ha!



 (he turns deadly



 serious)



I think you over-estimate the 


capacity of the Athenian to 


appreciate the truth.  They’ll want 


a scapegoat, regardless.  A jury 


will have us all drinking hemlock 


within a day.
He GLANCES toward the two captains suspiciously.

EXT.
CRITIAS’ ESTATE – ATHENS – DAY – 406 BCE
Both captains are ushered through the gates by a eunuch and a GUST of wind.
INT.
CRITIAS’ ESTATE – ATHENS – DAY – 406 BCE

Critias stands in the middle of the darkened corridor as if to greet the two guests.  As usual, he seemingly plays no active role.  
Lycon lies in wait in the shadows for the two captains, emerging as they pass.  Leaning into them:




  LYCON


Did you tell anybody you were 


meeting me?





  CAPTAIN #2


No.





  LYCON


So, here are the two captains 


reputedly responsible for the 


deaths of hundreds of Athenians.





  THERAMENES



It wasn’t our fault.  By Zeus!  A



storm had--




  LYCON


I understand.  You were merely 



following orders.  Listen, I am 



here to help you.  But I can’t help



you unless we get the real 



culprits.




  THERAMENES




 (amused)



So you’re going to go after Zeus 



for creating the storm?




  LYCON


I’m talking about the generals.

The captains look at each other to confirm.




  THERAMENES




 (reluctantly)



What do we need to do?





  LYCON


We will get a hold of you in 



due time.

Lycon ushers them out the door.




  CRITIAS


Tell Lysander his plan just may


work.





  LYCON



So you think the captains will



follow through?




  CRITIAS



Never underestimate the fear of



death as a means of persuasion.

INT. STOA OF THE ZEUS – ATHENS – DAY – 407 BCE





  POLUS


Define what profession you think 


oratory is.

  SOCRATES


I don’t think it’s any profession 


at all.

 



  POLUS


What?!  What are you talking about?

  SOCRATES


I call it flattery.





  POLUS


Flattery?  I don’t understand.

  SOCRATES


Flattery is something that produces 


a type of gratification.





  POLUS


Sounds admirable indeed!

  SOCRATES


Have you really figured out what I 


mean so as to proclaim it 


admirable?





  POLUS


You called it flattery.

  SOCRATES


Since you value gratification so 


much, would you gratify me on one 


small request?





  POLUS


What’s that?

  SOCRATES


Ask me what profession is pastry 


baking.





  POLUS


Okay.  What profession is pastry 


baking?

  SOCRATES


It’s not a profession either, 


POLUS.  Now ask me what it is.





  POLUS


Fine.  Wh—
  SOCRATES


It’s flattery.

  



  POLUS


So oratory and pastry baking are 


the same?

  SOCRATES


No, but they are part of the same 


thing.





  POLUS


I don’t follow.
  SOCRATES


As Gorgias, here, was just saying, 


orators don’t need to know the 


subject of their speeches, they 


only need to flatter our emotions.  


Pastry baking does the same thing.  


It flatters our tastes.  Imagine a 


doctor and pastry chef competing 


against each other to determine 


what foods were best for us.  Would 


not the doctor lose miserably if 


the judges were children?  Or 


adults who were as foolish as 


children?  The pastry chef, like 


the orator, creates an illusion of 


what is good for us.  It is but a 


shadow.  A shadow that hides the 


truth.  And it’s our happiness that 


pays the price.
EXT. EPONYMOUS’ HEROES SHRINE – ATHENS – DAY – 406 BCE

Onlookers gawk at Young Pericles and Socrates, some look on in disgust.





  YOUNG PERICLES


Have you not heard?

  SOCRATES


What are you referring to?





  YOUNG PERICLES


I am being summoned before the 


senate in a few days to make a 


formal presentation of our battle. 


They
are going to try us.
  SOCRATES


I thought they were going to try


the captains.





  YOUNG PERICLES


The captains have turned their 


story against us.  I fear for our 


lives.

  SOCRATES


Why have you come to me?





  YOUNG PERICLES


You’ve always been the only true 


teacher that I’ve ever had.  My 


father had told me that he used to 


come to you for advice.  Now I need 


your advice.

  SOCRATES


If it was another discussion on 


justice or wisdom, Pericles, I 


would be happy to be your friend.  


But, I’m afraid, when it comes to 


court proceedings, I’m of little 


use.
EXT.
AGORA – ATHENS – DAY – 406 BCE

A hundred people gather around a Kleroterion: a device that will determine the presiding officer of the senate.  Two men operate the device.  

One man CRANKS the device, each crank dropping a marble.  The other checks each marble for an ‘XX’.   Several moments later it appears: RIGHT NEXT TO SOCRATES’ NAME!  The man cranking the machine STOPS and LAUGHS.  The other exclaims:





  SENATE SECRETARY



Well, this should be interesting.

EXT. NEW BOULEUTERION – ATHENS – DAY – 406 BCE

Several thousand people gather outside the senate chamber, chanting and heckling.  A couple hundred dressed in black and fully shaved stands closest to the chamber.  The Senate Secretary makes his way through the crowd.
INT.
NEW BOULEUTERION – ATHENS – DAY – 406 BCE

The five-hundred members of the senate talk in groups among themselves.  The Secretary addresses several smaller groups:  




  SENATE SECRETARY



The Presiding Officer of the Senate 


on this day is...Socrates, son of 


Sophronikus, of the tribe Alopece.
At the mention of Socrates’ name, the chamber quickly quiets down and heads begin to turn.  Two of those are CRITIAS and LYCON.  The Secretary hands over the red-trimmed presiding staff to Socrates.

The sun takes but a peek around some menacing clouds.

LATER
Young Pericles, General A, General B, General C, and General D, five of the eight generals that served Athenians on that fateful day, stand before the senate.  General A glances mockingly toward Young Pericles.  

A survivor of the shipwrecks, wearing the same clothes he wore the day of battle, has the platform.  The senators listen intently.  




  SURVIVOR


...and I clung to that plank with 


all of my life, the lifeless bodies 


of everyone floatin’ around me.  I 




was horrified.  But then, I could
...I could...hear their spirits 
call out to me!  They begged me to 
stay alive.  To tell all of Athens 
that their commanders would not 
save us...though we fought so 
bravely...
The witness SOBS.  Theramenes approaches from behind.





  THERAMENES


We admire and thank you for your 


courage.

The witness PULLS himself up from the ground.




  THERAMENES 


Haven’t we all heard enough?  The 


testimony of the dead.  Outside 


these very walls, the testimony of 


their relatives.  I ask again, have 


we not heard enough?
The senators ERUPT in agreement.  





  THERAMENES


Then let us serve justice.  Let us 


vote now as to whether these men 


are guilty of betraying their 


countrymen.  And let it be death.  


Only fitting, seeing how easily



they sentenced it to others.
The entire chamber is now on its feet.  Theramenes stares on while Critias leers in the background. 




  SOCRATES



We will break so that I may confer



with the ruling tribe.
LATER
Socrates’ tribe TALKS in groups.  Socrates walks over to one of the groups.  





  TRIBE MEMBER #1



 (softly)


Socrates, they can’t do this.  It 


would be unfair not to allow the 


generals to properly defend 


themselves against these charges.  


Further, it is a direct violation 


of the law.  

Another tribesman joins the group.





  TRIBE MEMBER #2


Have you been discussing the 


legality of the motion?  Okay,


everybody I’ve talked to so far 


agrees.  We should prevent this 


vote.

  SOCRATES


Very well.  I’ll address the 


assembly.

LATER
Socrates KNOCKS his staff to quiet the assembly.  Many sit down.
  SOCRATES


As the presiding tribe for the 


assembly this month, we declare the 


motion illegal...and...
BOOS and shouts of “STAND DOWN!” fill the chamber.  Socrates tries BANGING with his staff: LAUGHTER.  Theramenes finally motions for the crowd to quiet, and everyone quiets.  




  THERAMENES


You dare to defy the will of the 


assembly?  Have you no respect for 


our democratic institutions?

  SOCRATES


This democracy has laws that 


pertain to even the members of this


senate.





  THERAMENES


Socrates, of all people, lectures 


me about democracy?!
LAUGHTER.

 



  THERAMENES


Socrates, the teacher of Alcibiades, 


traitor of Athens!
The senators look on with hatred.





  THERAMENES 


Now let me tell you something about 


democracy.  Democracy is the will 


of the people.  And it is the will 


of the people to try these generals 


now by a single vote.

  SOCRATES


We will not submit to a mob who 


would overthrow good laws without


good justification.





  THERAMENES


Then we shall arrest your tribe!  


We shall put all of you to the same 


vote as the generals.  Death for 


obstructing justice!
SHOUTS of agreement fill the chamber.

One of Socrates’ tribesman WHISPERS into Socrates’ ear:
  SOCRATES


Is that so?

Socrates STANDS and TURNS to face his tribesmen.

  SOCRATES


Is it true?  Who will not stand and 


join me?  Who here truly believes 


that these generals should not have 


a chance to speak for their defense? 
Many of his clansmen look uncomfortable, and cast their eyes away from Socrates’ penetrating gaze.

  SOCRATES



 (whispering)


Stand.





  THERAMENES


The people have spoken.

  SOCRATES


Then I shall stand alone.  As long


as I am president of the senate, I 


refuse to call a vote.

SHOUTING again fills the Senate.





  THERAMENES


Then we shall arrest you and 


condemn you!  Socrates, he who 


dares to challenge democracy!

  SOCRATES


I...stand...
The assembly SHOUTS him down.  Then they chant “ARREST HIM!”  
INT. STOA OF THE ZEUS – ATHENS – DAY – 407 BCE





  POLUS


You are absolutely ridiculous!

The crowd, though not Gorgias and Critias, supports POLUS.

  SOCRATES



Don’t use your oratorical tricks 


and attack me.  Refute me and show 


me how I’m wrong.





  POLUS


How easy it is to refute you!  Even 


a child could do it.

LAUGHTER.

  SOCRATES



Then I would be very grateful for 


the child if he would.  I’m not 


here to win any arguments, POLUS, 


I’m simply after the truth.





  POLUS


You want me to refute you, fine!  


Let us ask any Athenian whether he 


agrees with you.  I think you will 


find very few people willing to 


disparage freedom as easily as you.



Certainly nobody here would.  

  SOCRATES


My peerless Polus, you are trying 


to refute me in rhetorical style 


again, as if we were in the Senate 


or at court.  In these places as 


well, people think that refutation 


amounts to whether they can garner 


more votes.  But how many times 


have reputable people been brought 


down by an uninformed crowd? 




  (MORE)



  SOCRATES (CONT)

Or how many unjust, though popular, 


laws have been passed?  When it 


comes to truth and justice your 


style of refutation is worthless. 
Polus breaks out into an obnoxious LAUGHTER.  Socrates waits patiently. 

  SOCRATES


Is this another one of your 


rhetorical tricks?  




  POLUS


I’m sorry Socrates.  It’s just that 


you should hear yourself.  You’re 


quite comical.  But do go on.  I 


like being entertained.

  SOCRATES


Your problem is that you are overly 


concerned about what people feel


at the moment.
Too little attention 


is given to why people believe the 


way they do.  Only a thorough and 


genuine discussion about these 


reasons will do.  But it takes time 


and patience.  So I challenge you 


to have a discussion with me POLUS, 


not a quick popularity contest.  


Then maybe you’ll understand the 


reasons why I think your way of 


life is unjust and corrupt.  
INT. NEW BOULEUTERION – ATHENS – DAY – THE NEXT DAY, 406 BCE
Another tribesman holds the presidential staff.  





  TRIBE MEMBER #3


All who are in favor of a more 


thorough investigation, stand.

Socrates, sitting in the front row, STANDS ALONE.





  TRIBE MEMBER #3




All who are in favor of 


confiscating their property and 


condemning them to death, stand.

SOCRATES SITS AS THE REST OF THE CHAMBER STANDS.

Socrates glances apologetically at the grim generals.  Theramenes looks on blankly.  Lycon leans into Critias:




  LYCON


Now that Athens is without her 


generals, it shouldn’t take 


Lysander long now.

END FLASHBACK SEQUENCE
INT.
ROYAL STOA – ATHENS – DAY – 399 BCE

Smiling, Lycon whispers into the third prosecutors’ ear.  The prosecutor looks over at the water-clock.  The water flow has slowed to a trickle.  Socrates notices too.
  SOCRATES


Oh, yes, Athenian justice at work.  


If we had more time, we might be 


able to examine the reasons for 


these charges more thoroughly.  


Instead, you will have to make a 


decision soon. . .Let us suppose 


that you decide to acquit me on the 


condition that I never take up 


philosophy again.  That if you were 


to catch me doing philosophy 


thereafter, you would put me to 


death.  I would reply that I’ve 


always been a grateful and faithful 


servant of Athens, but I hold a 


higher allegiance to philosophy.  

Crito SHAKES his head in disbelief.  His company stares in awe.





  SOCRATES 


So long as there is breath in me, 


I shall go up to each one of you 


and say: “My dear fellow Athenian, 


citizen of the greatest and most 


famous city in the world, renowned 


for its strength and wisdom.  Are 


you not ashamed of your life?




  (MORE)



  SOCRATES (CONT)

What reasons do you have to give such attention to acquiring fame or money?  Why do you give so little thought to those things that are truly beautiful, truly good?  Why not devote yourself to wisdom and becoming a virtuous person.  

The water-clock is empty.





  SOCRATES 


My time has run out, gentlemen.  


My fate is in your hands now, and 


the gods.  





  ROYAL-ARCHON



You may now vote.  

An elder juror sitting in the front row DROPS his stone ballot into the urn closest to the prosecutors.  Others follow behind him.  
LATER
The Royal-Archon HITS his staff.  A Royal-Archon’s assistant hands over a papyri scroll.  The courthouse QUIETS.  The scroll is UNFOLDED and READ.





  ROYAL-ARCHON



By a vote of 280 to 220, Socrates 


is found. . .guilty--
The crowd EXPLODES into cheers.  Plato’s eyes turn downward.  Socrates stares on unfazed.





  ROYAL-ARCHON 


Who will propose a sentence for 


the prosecution? 
Anytus STANDS.  The CHEERS are slowly displaced by a solemn, discordant DORIAN CHORD.
  ROYAL-ARCHON



Very well, Anytus, you may begin.

FLASHBACK SEQUENCE – THE STORY OF ANYTUS – MODERATION
EXT.
HARBOR – PIRAEUS – DAY – 404 BCE

The cheering is gone leaving the DORIAN CHORD to hang alone.
It is a dreary day: black clouds blot out the sun and the wind gusts.  Seventy Spartan ships lie anchored in Piraeus.
Lysander looks on from his ship victoriously.  
EXT. SPARTAN ASSEMBLY – SPARTA – NIGHT – 404 BCE

Lysander listens to the assembly’s SHOUTS, which drown out Theramenes attempt to speak:





  THERAMENES


...why...why won’t. . .I come to 



propose...terms of surrender.




 (less shouting)



Athens sends me to propose peace.



Why not lend me an ear?

The Corinthian Ambassador, now over thirty years older, labors to the platform and brushes Theramenes aside.





  CORINTHIAN AMBASSADOR



Because we know you Athenians too 


well.  Give you enough time, and 


you will attack us all once again.  


You may be a democ’acy, but you a’e 


a co’’upt one,
and a ty’anny to 


eve’y othe’ people.  Spa’tans, 


fellow allies, dest’oy them now 


while you can!  May Hades treat us 


well, if you do not. 

A ROUSING CHEER.
EXT. OUTSIDE SPARTAN ASSEMBLY – SPARTA – NIGHT – 404 BCE
Lysander and Theramenes walk accompanied only by the background SHOUTING.  







  LYSANDER



Doesn’t sound like Athens has much



sympathy.  I’m inclined to abide by



my ally’s wishes.  That is, of 



course, unless Critias can get



Athens to surrender under my terms.





  THERAMENES



Critias delivered once before.





  LYSANDER



Yes.





  THERAMENES



He sees no reason now to back down 


from your agreement.

INT.
CRITIAS’ ESTATE – ATHENS – NIGHT – 404 BCE
Theramenes is a recent inductee to Critias’ secret society.  Critias’ father is crippled and must be helped to his divan.




  CRITIAS


Some of us have waited a long-time 


for this opportunity.  Some of us, 


like myself, have waited a lifetime.  


A chance to return Athens to her 


old constitution.  A chance to 


return her to the rule of Athens’ 


better citizens.  Us.

EXT.
AGORA – ATHENS – DAY – 404 BCE
The stalls in the marketplace have thinned greatly.  A crowd gather around Socrates, Plato and Chaerephon are two them.  A young man, Anytus’ son, speaks up:    





  ANYTUS’ SON



Look how poor we’ve become.





  SOCRATES


Have we?
The crowd JEERS Socrates seemingly absurd question.  Their respect for Socrates years ago has now turned to contempt.




  ANYTUS’ SON



Just look around you.  Look at all



these stalls.  Where’s the fresh 



fish?  The purple cloaks...

The crowd shouts in agreement.





  SOCRATES



Yet the Spartans dine on black 



gruel and wear the same cloaks



day after day.

HECKLING – “WHY DON’T YOU GO LIVE IN SPARTA?”  “SPARTAN LOVER”.

Most of the crowd leaves in disgust.  Socrates is unfazed.




 
  SOCRATES



True poverty, Anthemion, son of the 



great Anytus, is not the lack of 



wealth but an excess of desire.  

EXT.
ABOVE THE PYNX – ATHENS – MORNING – 404 BCE

The Pynx is a huge open assembly.  A long, cut ridge acts as a small stage.  Towards the rear, several long planks of wood seat the 50 members of the presiding tribe of the senate.
Thousands of Athenians stream into the Pynx from the narrow alleys of Athens.    
LATER
TRUMPETS BLAST.  The presiding officer takes the pulpit, a part of the ridge left intact.  The citizenry take their time to quiet and sit. 





  PRESIDING OFFICER



Resolved by the assembly, the tribe 


of Akamantis presiding, and Pheidon


its clerk, upon the motion of 


Theramenes...
Theramenes listens intently SITTING in the front row.  




  PRESIDING OFFICER (O.S.)


...son of Hagnon, from the clan of 


Steiria THAT we rescind our war 


with Sparta upon the following 


conditions:  one, we leave all 


foreign cities under our control.

The crowd grows restless.





  PRESIDING OFFICER



Two, form an alliance under Spartan



control.  Three, restore our 


constitution back to its ancestral 


form.

Theramenes looks over toward Critias.  Critias smirks.





  PRESIDING OFFICER (O.S.)


Four, destroy our long walls--
The protest gets too loud for the presiding officer to continue.  After a few moments, he gives up.  A herald takes the pulpit.





  HERALD



Who would like to speak? 
A brightly dressed young man angrily RUNS UP TO THE PULPIT.




  YOUNG MAN



I do.

The senate president glances at Critias.  Critias does nothing.  The assembly president places a myrtle wreath on the young man’s head.  




  PRESIDING OFFICER



Mind your words, the consequences 


are great.

The young man shrugs him off.




  YOUNG MAN



How can we allow our sworn enemies 


to take everything that we have 


fought so hard to protect?  Oh, 


but worse!  We must leave ourselves 


at their mercy?




  (MORE)



  YOUNG MAN (CONT)

Without the Long Walls to protect 
Athenian access of the sea, Sparta 
can do what she wants with us--
Critias begins to shout at the young man to “STAND DOWN”.  His fellow clansmen quickly follow.  The shouts scatter across the Pynx, but not nearly as loud as before. 
Critias signals to Theramenes who immediately stands.  Critias then signals to the presiding officer that the debate is over.   





  THERAMENES



I wish to speak.





  YOUNG MAN



I am not finished.  Sit down.





  PRESIDING OFFICER



You may have your turn again, but 


allow Theramenes a chance to speak.

A tense stand-off ensues for the next few moments.  A Scythian officer APPROACHES.  The myrtle wreath is angrily exchanged.  The crowd is silent and attentive.  




  THERAMENES



How dare one challenge so easily 


these peace terms while we starve!  


If this young colt can promise food, 


then by all means let’s strike it 


down.  But I warn you.  I was there, 


not him, when the Spartans debated 


these terms.  I saw how Corinth, 


Thebes, and many others wanted to 


burn us to the ground.  It was 


Sparta that held them back.  We 


don’t have any friends left.  An 


alliance with Sparta is our only 


hope of survival.
The Athenians stare on in despair, frustration, and anger.



  

  THERAMENES 



After almost thirty years of war, 



we have been defeated.  Let us 



now choose peace.

Theramenes steps down into complete SILENCE.  He walks back to his seat.  Nobody moves.  Then someone cuts the silence with a shout, “PEACE!”  It soon ripples throughout the crowd.  

Critias SMIRKS: his plan is nearly complete.  

EXT.
HARBOR – PIRAEUS – DAY – 404 BCE

Spartan ships dock.  Spartan soldiers march through Piraeus.  DORIAN FLUTES take over the peace shouts of the previous scene.  
EXT.
ACROPOLIS – ATHENS – DAY – 404 BCE

Lysander leads Spartan soldiers up the Acropolis.  At the top, he meets Critias.





  LYSANDER




I honor you as Athens’ newest




leader.




  CRITIAS




I honor you as the hero who




made it possible.

EXT.
LONG WALLS – ATHENS – DAY – 404 BCE

The Long Walls are being torn down as FLUTE-PLAYERS PLAY in the background.  Lysander watches on.  Athenians watch in mourning from afar.
EXT.
ROYAL STOA – ATHENS – DAY – 404 BCE

It is a dark day.  Two hundred men, one of those the YOUNG MAN from the Pynx, kneel with head bowed.  Behind them stand their executioners with short-swords drawn.  A large crowd has gathered to watch the spectacle.

Critias watches on, flanked by several prominent men and twenty Spartan soldiers.





  HERALD



Let it be declared by the new 


government of Athens that the city 


is purged of unjust men.

The two hundred are executed with a sword driven down into the backs of their necks.  As time passes, the crowd leaves, the bodies disappear, and only blood stains remain.

EXT.
ROUND CHAMBER – ATHENS – DAY – 404 BCE

PLATO walks toward the entrance.  He glances up at the clouded sun before entering.

INT. ROUND CHAMBER – ATHENS – DAY – 404 BCE

The Round Chamber is a hive of activity.  Critias notices Plato and breaks away from his group.  




  CRITIAS


Plato! Plato, I’m glad you made it.





  PLATO



Uncle.

  CRITIAS


Come.  I have a few people I’d like 


you to meet.
They begin walking through the chamber.





  CRITIAS


This is Charicles, son of 


Charidemos, of the clan Oineis.  




  CHARICLES


Ah, Plato, Critias has told us so 


much about you.





  PLATO



Well met.




  CRITIAS



And you remember Theramenes, son of 


Hagnon, from the clan of Steiria.  


The “peace maker” we call him.

Theramenes tugs at his mantle and returns to his conversation.  




  CRITIAS


Over there, you’ll notice Sophocles 


of Oineis.

Critias STOPS and FACES Plato.





  CRITIAS


Do you know why I’ve summoned you 


here today?

Plato SHRUGS.





  CRITIAS


Look around you.  These are the 


best men of Athens.  

Plato looks around blankly.





  CRITIAS


We have a chance to build a 


government that works.  One where 


the best men rule, not ruled by 


whatever whim carries the day.  


Imagine that. . .I hear you’ve been 


spending your time in the company 


of Socrates.





  PLATO



I have.





  CRITIAS



Good!  Maybe you’ll understand the 


importance of what we’re trying to 


accomplish here.  A Spartan-style 


government, Plato.  




  PLATO



I still don’t know why you’ve 


summoned me here.





  CRITIAS


Don’t you?  Ever since you were 


young, we’ve all known how talented 


you were.  Your wrestling coach, 


your music tutors, all used to 


comment about your amazing 


capabilities.  Your poetry is 



brilliant.  Someone with your 


talent is destined to politics.  


You have a chance to change the


face of Athens. 

Plato is clearly troubled by the praise.  He doesn’t know how to respond.  He glances up to the opening in the ceiling and notices the dark-smoke from the fire cover the sun.





  CRITIAS 


Join us.





  PLATO



I just don’t know.

For a brief moment, anger flashes across Critias’ face.





  PLATO



I’ll need some time to think about 


it.





  CRITIAS


Don’t make the mistake of passing 


by the greatest chance of making 


something of yourself.

EXT.
TANNING DISTRICT – ATHENS – DAY – 404 BCE 

Socrates walks through the streets alone.  He has reached the height of his unpopularity.  




  HECKLERS



Spartan lover!  How is Alcibiades? 

Several people LAUGH nearby.  Socrates just walks on.
Anytus spots Socrates and darts inside a door.  He STORMS out angrily dragging his son by the wrist.





  ANYTUS



Do you know who this is?





  SOCRATES


Don’t you recognize your own son?




  ANYTUS



I know who my own son is, you old 


buffoon, just make sure you don’t.





  SOCRATES


Oh?  You wish to raise him in 


ignorance?

Hatred fills Anytus’ eyes.  Chaerephon RUNS down the street.  When he spots Socrates, he gives out a cry.





  CHAEREPHON



Socrates!  Socrates!  I’ve been 


looking all over for you.  

  SOCRATES


What is it?





  CHAEREPHON



Critias has executed another five 


hundred people!
Everybody pauses at the news.





  ANYTUS



Tell me, wasn’t Critias one of your 


students?. . .Just like Alcibiades.



You keep away from my son.  I won’t



let you ruin him like the others.


I promise that I’ll destroy you 



first.
EXT.
ROYAL STOA – ATHENS – DAY – 404 BCE
Chaerephon hastily leads them towards the spectacle of mangled bodies.   A crowd of about hundred look on in silence.  

  SOCRATES


What a poor shepherd one would make, 


if his flock of sheep suffered 


under his care.  More shameful is 


the ruler of men who allows his 


people to suffer under his care.  

A spy of Critias overhears Socrates’ comment and slips away. 

INT.
ROUND CHAMBER – ATHENS – DAY – 404 BCE

Thirty thrones sit in a semi-circle around the hearth fire.   Critias is seated between Charicles and Theramenes.  Theramenes STANDS to address the other twenty-nine governors.  Critias’ spy ENTERS and silently approaches.




  THERAMENES



I cannot forgive myself for 


standing by to witness you murder 


your enemies and confiscate their 


property to serve your own needs.  


I will certainly not stand by and 


allow you to exile over half of 


Athens.





  CRITIAS


Those are strong words, Theramenes.  


Remember who made you.  I could 


just as easily unmake you.

Theramenes struggles to compose himself under the threat.





  THERAMENES



Then unmake me.  Athens won’t 


become a tyranny on my watch. 





  CRITIAS



Then she won’t.

Critias glares at Theramenes as his spy WHISPERS in his ear.

  CRITIAS


He said what?!    
He turns to the guardsmen, who now carry whips instead of bows.





  CRITIAS


Bring Socrates here...NOW!  
Charicles calmly walks over.





  CHARICLES


Socrates causing some discomfort?  


I thought he would be a non-issue?

Critias fixes his eyes on Theramenes.





  CRITIAS


He will be.

LATER
The great door of the Round Chamber swings open.  SOCRATES walks through escorted by two guardsmen.  All three are soaked through from the RAIN.  Ten of the thirty are seated in their chairs, the rest have left.  
Critias stares at Socrates with daggers.  Theramenes tries to warn Socrates with his eyes.    





  CHARICLES


You are aware, I presume, of the 


new law that forbids you, Socrates,



to talk with the young.





  SOCRATES


May I ask for a clarification?





  CHARICLES


Be short about it.




  SOCRATES


I am prepared to obey, but I am not 


sure I understand.  Do you wish me 


to avoid speaking some falsehood, 


or is it the truth that you--




  CHARICLES


So that it is not too hard for your


intelligence to understand: do not 


hold
any conversations with the 


young at all!





  SOCRATES


Could you define what you mean by 


‘young’?





  CHARICLES


Too young to serve on a jury.  





  CRITIAS



You try our patience.





  SOCRATES


Could you be patient enough to 


answer whether I am forbidden to 


ask from those less than thirty 


where, for example, you might be 


found?  Or Critias--
  



  CHARICLES


Those questions are fine.





  CRITIAS


But make sure to stay away from 


your shoemakers and pastry-chefs. 


And pay particular attention to 


stay away from talking about 


shepherds.  Lest you be one of the 


sheep that suffers from the care 


provided by the shepherd. 

EXT.
SOCRATES’ HOUSE – ATHENS – DAY – 403 BCE
Socrates’ house door is indistinguishable from any others in this dingy alley.  Chaerephon RUNS up to the door and BANGS on it.  After a moment, the door cracks OPEN just a bit, then swings wide open.  
Xanitheppe, clutching her chest, looks clearly relieved to see Chaerephon.  Then her relief flashes to anger.




  XANITHEPPE



What are you thinking Chaerephon?!  


Banging on the door like that, you 


nearly frightened me to death!

She hits Chaerephon.





  CHAEREPHON



Sorry Xanitheppe. Is Socrates home?





  XANITHEPPE



Yes, but do calm yourself.

INT.
SOCRATES’ HOUSE – ATHENS – DAY – 403 BCE
Socrates’ home can hardly be called a house.  It is just several rooms interconnected with the most simple furnishings.  Socrates is sitting on a divan playing with his 3 year old son.  His 18 and 8 year-old sons walk in.




  OLDEST SON



Hi Chaerephon.  Father, I’m going 


to the agora.

  SOCRATES


Fine.

Xanitheppe grabs him and straightens his mantle out before he leaves.  The 8 year-old son just stands nearby.




  SOCRATES


So?  What’s on your mind now?





  CHAEREPHON



Oh, ahh. . .have you heard?





  SOCRATES


Have I heard--




  CHAEREPHON



About the rebellion?  Anytus led 


his army to another victory.




  SOCRATES


My old friend Anytus.





  CHAEREPHON



I’m going to join him.  Hundreds of 


others are joining him too.  I 


think this exile decree gave Anytus 


the momentum he needed.  You should 


join us too Socrates!




  SOCRATES


We’re 66 years-old, Chaerephon.  I 


have a wife and three kids to look


after.  But may Athena look after 


you...  

Socrates gets up and embraces Chaerephon’s face with his hands.  His 3 year-old son hugs Chaerephon’s leg.

  



  SOCRATES 


...and Athens.
EXT. AGORA – ATHENS – DAY – 403 BCE

Storm clouds loom above, but there is only a light sprinkle.  Still, the marketplace is practically a ghost town.  
A few make their way through the Agora with wagons.  They are among the exiled.

A POOR MAN struggles to get out of the city.  One of the wheels of his mule-wagon has stopped moving.  His young wife  consoles their CRYING two-year old child.

Two Scythian police decide to make an example of him.  





  SCYTHIAN #1


Get a move on!





  EXILE



How can I?

The officer CRACKS his whip at the exile, tearing his arm.  The baby CRIES become louder.  The man stumbles backward.  He tries his best to pull the mule forward.  The second police officer LAUGHS and TURNS to his fellow officer:





  SCYTHIAN #2



That should certainly help.

Socrates watches the spectacle with his usual crowd of young men, including Plato.   
A couple of other whip-bearing police approach.  A tense stand-off is defused only when Socrates voluntarily decides to join them.

INT. ROUND CHAMBER – ATHENS – DAY – 403 BCE

All thirty governors, except Theramenes, are seated in the Round Chamber.  Four men stand before them when Socrates is ushered in to join them.  Ten police stand nearby.  




  CHARICLES


I have been informed that Leon of 


Salamis has been plotting against 


the state.  By law, it is your duty 


as citizens of Athens to arrest him 


for treason and bring him here for 


execution.  




  CRITIAS



Are there any questions?
Critias looks directly at Socrates.  No response.




  CRITIAS


Good.  Then go now and arrest him.

Critias notices Socrates glance at Theramenes’ empty throne just before he turns to walk away with the others.




  CRITIAS


Socrates. . .how is my nephew Plato?





  SOCRATES


He is fine.





  CRITIAS


Good.  I heard he just turned 


twenty-four.  
Critias leans back and swings an arm onto the empty throne.





  CRITIAS



You will want to obey my orders 


this time.

EXT. ROUND CHAMBER – ATHENS – DAY – 403 BCE
The other four men WALK away, but STOP when they notice Socrates is not with them.  They anxiously wait for him, but SOCRATES WALKS IN THE OTHER DIRECTION.
INT.
SOCRATES’ HOUSE – ATHENS – DAY – 403 BCE
Rain DROPS on the roof.





  XANITHEPPE



You did what?!





  SOCRATES


I didn’t go.

Xanitheppe grows hysterical.





  XANITHEPPE



What am I supposed to do?!  I’ve 


raised our sons on nothing because 


you refuse to charge a single 


drachmae for teaching.  But how can 


I raise them without you.  Tell me: 


what am I supposed to do?!

Xanitheppe JUMPS at the KNOCKING at the door.  She looks over with dread.  Socrates looks at her, then starts for the door.





  XANITHEPPE



Socrates...don’t...
He looks at her sadly.  A beat.  Then, he OPENS the door.





  SOCRATES


Crito.

Xanitheppe sheds a tear in relief.  She RUNS over and EMBRACES Crito even though he is wet from the rain.





  CRITO


Well, I’m happy to see you too 


Xanitheppe!  I only came over to 


pass along some news.  Anytus and 


the democrats have taken Piraeus.  


Critias is leading his cronies and 


the Spartans after them as we speak.  
EXT.
HILL OF MUNICHIA – PIRAEUS – DAY – 403 BCE

The road leading up the terraced slopes of Munichia is studded is lined with Critias’ men: 100 men wide and 50 men deep.  The middle of his ranks stand the red Spartans.  
Anytus and his men line 100 men wide by 10 men deep at the top of the hill.  They carry white shields symbolizing the democratic revolution.
Critias puts on his helmet and marches his men towards the rebels.  TRUMPETS and YELLS fill the air, joining the rain and howling wind.

EXT.
ALLEYWAY – ATHENS – DAY – 403 BCE


Socrates and Crito walk through the mud and rain.
EXT. AGORA – PIRAEUS – DAY – 403 BCE

The Piraeus’ agora is filled with the jubilation of the citizenry.  White shields and flags are seen everywhere.  The rebels have won!  
Socrates and Crito wade through the celebration.  ANYTUS bumps into them.





  SOCRATES


Congratulations Anytus.  How is 


Chaerephon?




  ANYTUS



Chaerephon?  He died honorably for 


our fair city.  But I see tyranny 


has treated you well.  I guess it 


helps to keep them as friends.





  SOCRATES


I am no friend of tyrants.  But 


neither am I a friend of ignorance.

The two men lock eyes.  Crito looks down, shaking his head.

END FLASHBACK
INT.
ROYAL STOA – ATHENS – DAY – 399 BCE

Anytus sits back down GLARING at Socrates.  There is a STIR in the courtroom.  Plato leans over to Socrates and whispers:




  PLATO



They can’t propose the death 


penalty.





  ROYAL-ARCHON



You may present your proposed 


sentence.

Socrates ignores the Royal-Archon and responds to Plato.

  SOCRATES


And why not?





  PLATO



The law doesn’t allow it.  It’s 


illegal.





  ROYAL-ARCHON



Socrates, your
alternative penalty.

Socrates again ignores the Royal-Archon.  
  SOCRATES


Young Plato, the law of Athens is 


whatever the people feel at the 


moment.

The CLAMOR grows and the Royal-Archon’s face twists in anger at having to speak once again.




  ROYAL-ARCHON



You harbor on the brink of 


destruction, speak now or--
Socrates stands, then saunters toward the speaking platform.

  SOCRATES


The question before all of us is 


what is a just sentence for my 


actions?  First, I suppose, we 


should examine what I have done.  


I’ll tell you: nothing less than 


the greatest possible service one 


can provide.  I have tried to 


persuade you to think not of fame, 


riches, political office, or secret


societies.  But rather, to think 


only of your own personal and moral 


well-being.  To fall in love with 


wisdom.  What does a person deserve 


who has sacrificed so much to 


provide such service?  Nothing 


could be more appropriate than to 


be honored. 
THE JURY BECOMES MORE HOSTILE THAN EVER.




  CRITO


What is he doing?!




  PLATO




 (blankly)



He is killing himself.

It takes a considerable length of time before the jurymen begin to quiet down.  As Socrates picks up his speech again, there is still occasional heckling.  
  SOCRATES


I am not so blind, even at my age, 


to notice that your patience has 


run its course.  Many of you have 


grown tired and irritated at my 


arguments.  It was not my intention 


to bother you, but at the same time 


I refuse to deviate from the path 


of reason and fairness, however 


bothersome that may be for some of 


you.  I am not used to thinking that 


I deserve punishment.  If I had any 


money, I would have suggested a fine.


I suppose I can afford 100 drachmae.
More heckling:




  JURY


Preposterous!
Why bother, 


Socrates?!  Stand down!  

INT.
PRISON ROOM – ATHENS – NIGHT – ONE MONTH LATER
Plato’s head is downcast.  He looks up and again reveals his ordeal of pain and anguish.  Socrates gives him his famous wide-eyed stare.  





  PLATO



Why are you here?

  SOCRATES


You came this early in the morning 


to ask me silly questions?  Did you 


not see what happened at the trial—
  

PLATO


That’s not what--
SOCRATES
—or notice that--




  PLATO



That’s not what I mean!  You know 


that.  I mean: why don’t you leave?  


Escape!  There is still time.  The 


guards will turn the other way.  


You can rejoin your family, friends 


and finish off your days in another 


city.  Even your enemies would be 


glad to see you just go.

INT.
ROYAL STOA – ATHENS – DAY – ONE MONTH PRIOR
The Royal-Archon OPENS the scroll containing the verdict.  The jury is SILENT.  




  ROYAL-ARCHON



The jury has made its decision.  


By a vote of 341 to 159, Socrates 


shall be put to death.

The jury does not break out into cheers like last time.  Their reaction is muted.  Crito places a hand on Plato’s shoulder.




  CRITO



More people voted to kill him than 


convict him?
Plato looks on unmoved.  Chaerecrates WEEPS.  




  ROYAL-ARCHON (O.S.)


The sentence shall be carried out 


upon the return of the ship to Delos.  

INT. PRISON ROOM – ATHENS – SUNRISE – ONE MONTH LATER
  SOCRATES


Did Crito put you up to this?  My 


wife?




  PLATO



No Socrates.  Reason did.

  SOCRATES



 (wide-eyed)


Oh?  So you think it is wiser to 


escape from Athens?




  PLATO



Yes, I do.

  SOCRATES


Am I not acting courageously 


either?  Am I to be convicted of 


these charges as well as corrupting 


the city’s youth?  





  PLATO



I say that you are acting like a 


fool!  How is it wise and 


courageous to fight a battle you 


can’t win?  There is no honor in 


that.  You are like a soldier who 


rushes toward an army a hundred 


times his size, only to meet 


certain death.  Is the soldier 


courageous. . .or a fool?

A beat.

  SOCRATES


Tell me, my beloved Plato.  Were 


the 300 Spartan soldiers who faced


down 100,000 invading Persians at 


Thermopylae acting courageously?

  PLATO



Of course.  
  SOCRATES


Did they not know they were facing 


certain death?

  PLATO



Yes.

  SOCRATES


Then why do you consider them 


courageous?

  PLATO



It was because of their deaths that 


they saved...all of Greece.

Plato finishes his sentence finally understanding.  Socrates nods, and smiles.  The lamp-flame stops flickering – the winds die down.  Plato notices the morning sky through the barred window.
  SOCRATES


The battle for wisdom and virtue 



must be fought.  Not just for the 


sake of my own soul, nor for just 


Athens’.




  (MORE)





  SOCRATES (CONT)

I am a citizen of the world.  It’s 
for her soul that I fight for.  For 
her truest love.  I’d rather die a 
thousand deaths at our Thermopylae 
than give up that fight.
EXT. PRISON ROOM – ATHENS – SUNRISE – 399 BCE

Plato glances back one last time at his friend and mentor.  Socrates smiles back.  

EXT.
PRISON – ATHENS – SUNRISE – 399 BCE

The prison door opens to reveal a crowd of 60 gathered outside.  They all look over in Plato’s direction.  Plato begins to walk past them.

He stops before Xanitheppe.  Her eyes have swollen considerably.  Crito, and Socrates’ three sons stand nearby.  She looks at him questioningly and teary-eyed.  He can’t meet her glance, and turns away.  Xanitheppe begins to WAIL, “NO, NO, NO, NOOO...”  Crito tries to comfort her, but she DASHES into the prison.
EXT. CITY STREET – ATHENS – SUNRISE – 399 BCE

The streets have cleared of the fog, and the early morning sunlight touches the sky above.  Plato is walking.

INT.
PRISON ROOM – ATHENS – SUNRISE – 399 BCE

THE PRISON GUARD removes Socrates’ chains, while the ROYAL-ARCHON watches on indifferently.  Xanitheppe sits next to Socrates fretting.  

Socrates’ friends and family filter into the room, though some have to remain in the hallway.  Xanitheppe’s weeping becomes uncontrollable.  She finally allows Crito to comfort her.  Crito escorts her and her children outside.  
Though many of Socrates’ friends find it difficult to contain their grief, SOCRATES REMAINS CHEERFUL.  
EXT.
VIEW OF PIREUS – ATHENS – SUNRISE – 399 BCE

Plato stops on a hill just outside the city’s gate.  Just above the long ridge of the Hymettus, the sunrise announces a new day.  The image of him sitting next to Socrates is transposed.




  SOCRATES (O.S.)


You can carry on the message of 


philosophy.




  PLATO (O.S.)


Me?





  SOCRATES (O.S.)


You are the only one who can.





  PLATO (O.S.)


I don’t know.  I may not even 


survive the next week.  




  SOCRATES (O.S.)


You must.  I shall make a sacrifice 


to your health.  The health of the 


world is dependent on it.

INT.
ROYAL STOA – ATHENS – DAY – ONE MONTH PRIOR




  ROYAL-ARCHON



Any last words, Socrates?

  SOCRATES


To the gentlemen of the jury who 


voted for my acquittal, you are my


friends.  But while my end is near, 


my advice to you is to think not of 


me, but to reflect on wisdom.  No


other path that leads more directly


to happiness.  If I may be 


permitted one last request, it’s 


that if my sons stray from this 


path, scold them as I have scolded 


you.  If you grant me this, I will 


have my justice.  Well, gentlemen, 


it is time to go: I to die, and you 


to live.  Whoever is better off, 


God only knows.

INT. PRISON ROOM – ATHENS – SUNRISE – 399 BCE

Crito and the Prison Guard return with a BOTTLE OF HEMLOCK.  Crito takes a seat next to Socrates.  The Prison Guard POURS the hemlock into a flask and HANDS it to Socrates.  He accepts it with a smile.  
The Prison Guard begins to break down, triggering a chain reaction of anguish.  Chaerecrates sobs so passionately, he runs out the door.  These are the last moments they will spend with the greatest man they, maybe history, will ever know.

Crito tries to remain stoic.  Socrates PLACES a comforting hand on his old friends’ shoulder and DRINKS THE HEMLOCK.  Socrates lies back down.  
The Prison Guard pinches the foot of Socrates to check for sensation.  Then he checks the calf and thigh, his weeping becoming heavier with each test.  Socrates tries to SAY something.  Crito leans over.

  SOCRATES


I owe a sacrifice to Asclepius.  


Don’t forget.





  CRITO


Of course.  Anything else? 

But there is no reply.  Socrates’ eyes stare off into nothingness.  Crito tries to control his sadness.  Teary-eyed and heaving, he notices the rest in agony.  Crito can’t hold back any longer.   AS TEARS RUN DOWN CRITO’S FACE, CRITO CLOSES SOCRATES’ EYES.




  CRITO



Good-bye, old friend.

Crito closes his own eyes in grief.

EXT.
VIEW OF PIREUS – ATHENS – SUNRISE – 399 BCE

Plato stares off without emotion.  No sign of illness afflicts him.  THEN HE CLOSES HIS EYES.

FADE OUT.
EPILOGUE

This was the end of our friend and mentor, who, it can be fairly said, was in our time the bravest, wisest, and most just.
 – Plato   

The End
(STATEMENT OF AUTHENTICITY:  about 2/3 of the dialogue found in this screenplay is directly based on ancient documents.)
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