DEDICATION It gives me great pleasure to dedicate the following to Raymond Smullyan. He is, of course, a superb logician. In his writing on puzzles, paradoxes, and self-reference, he blends this skill with an enormous sense of fun and of challenge for his reader. He would, I am sure, be delighted to know that, in this, Plato was there before him…

EUCLIDES
ARISTOTELES: Good morning, Theaetetus. What brings you to the temple on this beautiful day.

THEAETETUS: Good morning, Aristoteles. Do you know that it is three years ago to this very day that Socrates died?  I have come to sacrifice a cock to his memory.

ARISTOTELES: A very fine thing to do, Theaetetus.

THEAETETUS:  Even though he has been gone these many years, he still lives on in my heart.  He was a most unusual person – a person of great integrity, and dedicated to the truth. 

ARISTOTELES: Yes indeed. A man of great nobility and courage – though like all men, he had his failings.

THEAETETUS: True, but even his failings served to bring out his great virtues. His irony could be ungenerous sometimes, and could be annoying. But even this served to goad on to clearer thinking those with whom he talked. 

ARISTOTELES: That was not the only way in which he could be annoying, Theaetetus.

THEAETETUS: In what other way, Aristoteles?

ARISTOTELES: Well, he would sometimes not listen to the voice of reason at all.

THEAETETUS: Really, Aristotles? You surprise me. I thought that Socrates never did anything else.  Can you tell me of such an occasion?

ARISTOTELES: I can indeed.  When Socrates and I were young, the great Parmenides visited Athens. By a series of arguments, he got me to agree that the one both is and is not, and to many other contradictions of this kind.

THEAETETUS: By Jove, that must have been a strange argument!

ARISTOTELES: It was indeed, Theaetetus.  Of course, it was just sophistry on his part. But on another occasion, Socrates himself played the same game.

THEAETETUS: Really?

ARISTOTELES: It was a warm summer evening. Socrates and I were watching the sun go down, and drinking with friends. Glaucon and Adimantus were there. So were Crito and Theodorus.  As we were talking, Euclides appeared. I remember the conversation very well. Shall I relate it to you? 

THEAETETUS: I’m all ears.

SOCRATES: Welcome, Euclides. Please come and join us. What brings you here from Megara?

EUCLIDES: Well, Socrates, I thought it was so long since I had seen my friends in Athens, that it was about time I paid them a visit. It was a nice day for a walk, so here I am.

SOCRATES: Excellent, Euclides. We are very pleased to see you.  And how are things in Megara? What news can you bring us?

EUCIDES: Let me see… Perhaps this: at the moment, everyone is talking about some strange new puzzles that have been discovered.

SOCRATES: Puzzles? What sort of puzzles?

EUCLIDES: Well, I hesitate to tell you, Socrates. You are always concerned with such lofty matters. I think you would find them silly.

SOCRATES: Why don’t you try me? If they are silly I will certainly tell you so.

EUCLIDES: Alright. Pay attention, Socrates. Suppose I say ‘What I am now saying is in Greek’. You understand?

SOCRATES: Indeed I do.

EUCLIDES: And is what I say true?

SOCRATES: Yes of course.

EUCLIDES: Very well. Suppose I say ‘What I am now saying is a question.’ You understand?

SOCRATES: Yes.

EUCLIDES: And is what I say true or false?

SOCRATES: False. You don’t ask how something is; you say how it is.

EUCLIDES: Then what about this, Socrates? Suppose I say ‘What I am now saying is false.’ You understand?

SOCRATES: Yes, perfectly.

EUCLIDES: And is what I say true or false?

SOCRATES: My good fellow, what a jolly good question. I think we should get one of my young friends here to answer it. What do you think, Glaucon?

GLAUCON: Well, I’m really not sure, Socrates. But I’d say that it’s true. After all Euclides said it, and he is a reliable sort of fellow.

EUCLIDES: Ah, but it says that it’s false. So if it really is true, then it must be false. Surely that cannot be.

GLAUCON: Oh, no. Then it must be false.

SOCRATES: So is that your considered opinion, Glaucon?

GLAUCON: It is.

EUCLIDES: But it says that it is false; so if it really is false, it must be true. 

GLAUCON: Oh, it would seem so, Euclides.

EUCLIDES: Then if it is true, it is false. And if it is false it is true.

SOCRATES: By Jove, Euclides. This is a strange kind of beast. It is like the ancient beast Ouroboros, which devours itself. 

EUCLIDES: So you don’t think it is silly, Socrates?

SOCRATES: Certainly not. It would have even the Muses puzzled.

EUCLIDES: Well, it certainly has my friends in Megara puzzled.

SOCRATES: And what is your view of the matter, Euclides. Do you have any ideas about this strange beast?

EUCLIDES: It seems to me, Socrates, that the words are really meaningless​. No one in their right mind would ever say such a thing – unless it were in jest.

SOCRATES: How so, my dear Euclides? You understand the word ‘true’, do you not? 

EUCLIDES: Yes.

SOCRATES: And if I say ‘Glaucon is drinking’, is that true?

EUCLIDES: Evidently.

SOCRATES: And if I say ‘Glaucon is standing on his hands’ is that true?

EUCLIDES: Evidently not.

SOCRATES: But if I point to a table, and say that is true, would I have spoken truly?

EUCLIDES: I would not have a clue what you meant, Socrates. It’s not the kind of thing one can say is true or false.

SOCRATES: So when I say of the table, ‘that is true’ what I say is meaningless.

EUCLIDES: Indeed.

SOCRATES: But if I say that Glaucon is drinking, or is standing on his hands, that is the kind of thing that can be true or false.

EUCLIDES: Quite so.

SOCRATES: And what of ‘What I now say is false’. What I say are words, formed into a grammatical sentence.

EUCLIDES: Yes.

SOCRATES: And words formed into a grammatical sentence are the kind of thing that are true or false?

EUCLIDES:  Yes. They are not like a table or a tree.

SOCRATES: So if I say that what I am now saying is false, it is not meaningless.

EUCLIDES: Yes, Socrates. You are right. The words are perfectly meaningful.

GLAUCON: But Socrates, perhaps there is more to being properly meaningful than simply being grammatical.

SOCRATES: What do you mean, my dear Glaucon?

GLAUCON: Well, if I say ‘What time is it?’, this is not like ‘The chair is true’.

SOCRATES: Indeed not.

GLAUCON: But ‘What time is it?’ is not the kind of thing that is true or false.

SOCRATES: No, it is a question.

GLAUCON: Then perhaps our strange words are like this?

SOCRATES: But they are not a question, my dear Glaucon.  They state of a certain thing that it is in a certain way.

GLAUCON: Yes, Socrates. But maybe there is something odd about the words which means that they are neither true nor false. In that way, they are like a question.

SOCRATES: My dear Glaucon, I do believe that you have hit upon the answer. We should examine it carfully.

GLAUCON: Yes, Socrates, we should.

SOCRATES: So is this what you mean? The words uttered are odd in some way, and are neither true nor false. 

GLAUCON: You grasp my meaning, Socrates. 

SOCRATES: And when Euclides showed us the nature of the words, what he showed us was that if they are true, they are false; and if they are false, they are true. So if they are neither, we are not forced into the jaws of Ouroboros.

GLAUCON: That is exactly what I mean, Socrates.

SOCRATES: Very good, Glaucon. But suppose that I say ‘What I’m now saying is either false or neither true nor false’.  Is what I am saying true or false?

GLAUCON: I’m not sure, Socrates; it’s a very strange thing to say.

SOCRATES: Well, can the words be true?

GLAUCON: No, if they were, they would be false or neither true nor false. These are both impossible.

SOCRATES: So can they be false?

GLAUCON: Let me see. Well, if they were false, I suppose that they would be either false or neither true nor false. After all, it’s true to say of a chair that it’s either a chair or a table. So, it’s true. We have a contradiction.

SOCRATES: We do.

GLAUCON: Well, in that case the words must be neither true nor false, as before. 

SOCRATES: Neither true nor false?  

GLAUCON: Yes.

SOCRATES: But in that case, they are either false or neither true not false. So they are true again.

GLAUCON: It would seem so Socrates.

SOCRATES: So we cannot solve our problem by saying that these strange words are neither true nor false.

THEODORUS: Socrates, you are right about what Glaucon said. But I think that his idea was sound enough. The paradoxical words just have some other odd status: maybe neither true, nor false, nor neither true nor false. Something like that.

SOCRATES: Some odd status, you say Theodorus? And what might that be?

THEODORUS: I don’t know exactly. Maybe no one does, or does yet.  But we can just call it the odd status.

SOCRATES: And this odd status, it’s the nature of such paradoxical utterances, you say?

THEODORUS: It is.

SOCRATES: So what if I say: what I am now saying is false or has the odd status.  Isn’t it exactly the same as we were saying about being neither true nor false? Whether the words are true, false, or have this odd status, we have a contradiction.

THEODORUS: Yes, Socrates. You are right.

SOCRATES: It would seem then, my dear Theodorus, that we cannot express this odd status in words. If we could, we would be back in the jaws of Ouroboros.

THEODORUS: So it seems, Socrates.

SOCRATES: Then we seem to be left speechless in the face of our problem. Language has deserted us, my friend. Cratylus, I recall, was of the view that if things are in a state of flux, one can say nothing about them.

THEODORUS: Yes, I remember that discussion.

SOCRATES: All we can do is sort of grunt.

THEODORUS: Yes.

SOCRATES: And now we are in the same situation, my friend. When someone says these strange words, all we can do is grunt.

THEODORUS: That doesn’t sound right, Socrates. After all, to say that they have this odd status is to do more than grunt.

SOCRATES: Indeed so. So we can state their status.

THEODORUS:  I think so.

SOCRATES: And in that case, we have this strange contradiction.

THEAETETUS: So, it would seem, Socrates.

SOCRATES: Then we still do not know what to say about these odd words.

CRITO: Socrates, I have another idea.

SOCRATES: Yes, Crito? What is it?

CRITO: These words deliver a contradiction. Am I correct?

SOCRATES: So it would seem.

CRITO: And contradictions cannot be true. So the words are just plain false.

SOCRATES: Plain false? But the very words say that they are false. So what they say is true. Is this not so, Crito?

CRITO: No, that doesn’t follow. They are just false. It does not follow that they are true: they are not.

SOCRATES I see, my dear Crito. But tell me, if I tell you that Glaucon is standing on his hands, would that be telling the truth?

CRITO: No, Socrates, that would be a lie.

SOCRATES: And if I told you that Glaucon is a pig, would I be telling the truth?

CRITO: No, that would be a lie too.

SOCRATES: It would seem then, Crito, that you have been lying to us. For you tell us that our strange words are false, but by your own admission, this is not true. How can I believe you when, out of your own mouth, you tell us you are lying?

THEODORUS: Perhaps Crito is not lying to us, Socrates?

SOCRATES: How so, my good fellow? 

THEODORUS: When he says that the words are false. He is speaking truly, but in a different sense of truth. 

SOCRATES: And what sense it that?

THEODORUS: Well, maybe the word ‘true’ has many meanings. And the words are false in one of these meanings and true in another.

SOCRATES: You mean, Theodorus, that to be true is like to be a note.  For when a musician plays, we say that he sounds a note. But notes are written  down, and contain messages. For example, they can be given to a slave to be taken to a friend. So what a musician sounds is not a note.

THEODORUS: Precisely, Socrates. Our words are true in one sense, and false in another, in just the way that what a musician sounds is a note in one sense, and not in another.

SOCRATES: And if a word has different senses, we can ask what they are?

THEODORUS: Certainly, Socrates.

SOCRATES: And in what sense is the sound made by the musician a note?

THEODORUS: It is a note in the sense that he makes a sound that may be harmonious or not harmonious.

SOCRATES: And in what sense is the sound made by a musician not a note?

THEODORUS:  It is not a note in that it is not written down to be delivered.

SOCRATES: Then in what sense are our strange words not true, Theodorus.

THEODORUS: They are not true, in the sense that they are a contradiction. And contradictions are always false.

SOCRATES: And in what sense are they true?

THEODORUS: They are true in the sense that when Crito describes them as false, he is telling us correctly of their nature.

SOCRATES: And you tell us, Theodorus, that contradictions cannot be true?

THEODORUS: Indeed, Socrates. 

SOCRATES: Why not?

THEODORUS: Because, Socrates, nothing of that form can say correctly how things are.

SOCRATES: So if I say that Glaucon is drinking and not drinking, that cannot possibly be true.

THEODORUS: No.

SOCRATES: And if I say that Glaucon is standing on his hands and not standing on is hands, that cannot possibly true.

THEODORUS: No.

SOCRATES: Because it is in the nature of contradictions that they cannot say correctly how things are?

THEODORUS: Precisely, Socrates.

SOCRATES: Then I am afraid, my fine fellow, that you have been misleading us.

THEODORUS: How do you mean, Socrates?

SOCRATES: You said that when Crito tells us that our strange words are false he is telling us of their nature.

THEODORUS: I did.

SOCRATES: But now you tell us that contradictions must be false, by their very nature.

THEODORUS: Yes.

SOCRATES: So when Crito says that the words are  false he is saying that they are not true in the very sense that he told us they were true: he told us their nature.

THEODORUS: So it would seem, Socrates.

SOCRATES: So to be true is not like to be a note. And when we say that our words are both true and not true, it is not at all like saying the sounds of the musician  both are and are not notes.

THEODORUS: I think you are right, Socrates.

SOCRATES: So the nature of our strange words still eludes us.

THEODORUS: Indeed so. 

EUCLIDES: You see, Socrates, why my friends in Megara are so puzzled?

 SOCRATES: Indeed so, Euclides. But maybe we are missing something?

EUCLIDES: What, Socrates?

SOCRATES:  Tell me, Glaucon, Adimantus: do you remember, when we were once discussing justice, I showed you that the just person, even if he suffers, is happier than the tyrant, with all his power.

GLAUCON and ADIMANTUS: Yes, you did.

SOCRATES: And that conclusion seemed very strange?

ADIMANTUS:  Indeed it did, Socrates.

SOCRATES: But reason showed us the truth of this strange conclusion?

ADIMANTUS: It did.

SOCRATES: Well maybe now, with our friend the Ouroboros’  words, we must just accept this strange conclusion.

ADIMANTUS: But how can we, Socrates? The conclusion is that the words are both true and false, and that is simply a contradiction.

SOCRATES: So?

ADIMANTUS: How can a contradiction be true? It is absurd to suppose that Glaucon is drinking and not drinking, or that Euclides both came from Megara and did not.

SOCRATES: That is a very strange argument, Adimantus.

ADIMANTUS: Why is that?

SOCRATES: Euclides here is a very fine fellow. But do you think he could fight a bull, and kill it with his bare hands.

EUCLIDES: I can answer that!  Of course not.

SOCRATES: And what of me, Adimantus. Could I?

ADIMANTUS: No, fine soldier though you are, you would not be able to do it.

SOCRATES: And what of you, Adimantus? Could you do it?

ADIMANTUS: Certainly not.

SOCRATES: And Glaucon, and Crito?

ADIMANTUS: The same.

SOCRATES: So it would seem that no one can; nor you, nor me, nor Crito, nor anyone else.

ADIMANTUS: But Socrates, that doesn’t follow. We know that Heracles did fight a bull and kill it with his bare hands.

SOCRATES: And this Heracles – he was an unusual person.

ADIMANTUS: He was indeed. His powers were most unusual. 

SOCRATES: So how do you conclude that our strange words cannot be true and false, by telling me about ordinary things like drinking or coming from Megara.  Ouroboros’ words are no ordinary words. Maybe they, too, have most unusual powers.

ADIMANTUS: Most unusual…

THEODORUS: But that cannot be right, Socrates.

SOCRATES: Why not?

THEODORUS: Well, do you recall that just now, when we were considering whether these strange words could be neither true nor false, we considered the even stranger words: what I a now saying is either false or neither true nor false.

SOCRATES: So we did.

THEODORUS: And did we not see that they led to just as absurd a conclusion?

SOCRATES: We did.

THEODORUS: Well, can we not do the same with your suggestion?  

SOCRATES: How so, my good fellow?

THEODORUS: Consider, Socrates. Suppose I say ‘What I am now saying is  false, and not both true and false’.

SOCRATES: Let us consider.

THEODORUS: If these words are true, then they are false, and not both true and false.

SOCRATES: Yes.

THEODORUS: So they are true, false, and not both true and false. 

SOCRATES: Carry on.

THEODORUS: And if they are false, then they are either true, or both true and false.  In either case, they are true. So, as we have just seen, they are true, false and not both true and false.

SOCRATES: So it would seem.

THEODORUS: Then whatever the case, the words are both true and false, and not both true and false.

SOCRATES: Indeed.

THEODORUS: But this is absurd, Socrates. 

SOCRATES: Why so?

THEODORUS: Because it is a contradiction.

SOCRATES: But, Theodorus, we were supposing that some words have the power to make a contradiction true. And it would appear that your new words have the power to make a new contradiction true: that they are true and false, and not true and false.  Is this any worse than our original words?

THEODORUS: Yes. If the words are not both true and false, they cannot realize a contradiction.

SOCRATES: But they do, and so they can – as well!

EUCLIDES: Ah, Ouroboros bites again!

SOCRATES: It seems that it is in the power of some words to make contradictions true – even the contradiction that they do and they do not.

CRITO: But, Socrates… how can we accept this? If some words have the power to make contradictions true, how could we be sure that all words are not like this?

SOCRATES: You mean that when I say that Glaucon is drinking and not drinking, that might be true? And when I say that Glaucon is standing on his hands and not standing on his hands, that might be true, too?

CRITO: That is exactly what I mean, Socrates.

SOCRATES: By Jove, this is another strange argument! 

CRITO: How so, Socrates?

SOCRATES: Glaucon is not standing on his hands?

CRITO: No.

SOCRATES: But he has the power to do so?

CRITO: Yes, he is a very good athlete. I have seen him do it many times. Perhaps we should ask him now?

SOCRATES: No, I don’t think so; he has drunk too much wine.  But what of you, Crito? Can you stand on your hands?

CRITO: Well, yes, if I practiced hard, I think I could learn how to do it.

SOCRATES: No doubt you could, my friend. I am sure you could learn. But as of now, you do not have the power?

CRITO: No Socrates.  Indeed, only the other day, Galucon here bet me that I could not stand on my hands. When I tried, I fell over, and hit my head.

SOCRATES: And Theodorus, can he stand on his hands?

CRITO: No, he is no better than I. 

THEODORUS: Yes, that’s true, Socrates, my arms are far too weak.

SOCRATES: So it would be silly to argue, would it not, that since Gaucon has the power to stand on his hands, then Crito and Theodorus may have the power to stand on their hands.

CRITO and THEODORUS: Indeed so, Socrates.

SOCRATES: But didn’t you tell us, Theodorus, that because our strange words have the power to make contradictions true, other words might have that power too.

CRITO: I did, Socrates.

SCRITO: And how is this any different?  

CRITO: It’s not really different at all, Socrates.

SOCRATES: So you have good reason to believe that Glaucon can stand on his hands?

CRITO: Indeed so. I have the evidence of my eyes.

SOCRATES: Do you have any reason to believe that you can?

CRITO: No, indeed. I have painful evidence to the contrary.

SOCRATES: And we have evidence that our strange words have the power to make contradictions true.

CRITO: What evidence is that, Socrates?

SOCRATES: The very argument that Euclides laid before us when he arrived.

CRITO: Indeed, that is a powerful reason.

SOCRATES: And do you have any evidence that when I say that Glaucon is standing on his hands and not standing on his hands, those words have the power to make a contradiction true.

CRITO: Indeed not, Socrates. I am at a loss to know what such evidence might be like. 

SOCRATES: Well then, my dear Crito, it seems that we should let reason be our guide.  When we have reason to believe that words have the power to make contradictions true, we should believe it; and when we do not, we should not.

CRITO: Indeed so, Socrates.  The foolish hold views simply because the priest tells them that they are true, or because they read it in a book. But a philosopher must take reason to be his guide in all things, and…

ARISTOTELES: Bah!

SOCRATES: Aristoteles?

ARISTOTELES: What nonsense you speak, Socrates!  When you suggested that some words may have the power to make contradictions true, I thought you had taken leave of your senses. But now you tell us that reason itself tells us this. You really have gone too far.

SOCRATES: And why is that Aristoteles?

ARISTOTELES: Because it is reason itself that tells us that no words have the power to make contradictions true.

SOCRATES: Well, if so, it would seem that reason tells us both that no words can, and that some words can.

EUCLIDES Oh, Ouroboros again!

ARISTOTELES: Look Socrates, if words really could have the power to make contradictions true, then discourse would lose all meaning.

SOCRATES: Why so, Aristoteles?

ARISTOTELES: Because when something is said, it can have no meaning unless it excludes some possibility. If it did not rule anything out, it would not communicate anything; it would be no better than a grunt. And if a contradiction could possibly be true, no statement would, by meaning, exclude its opposite, and so anything else.

SOCRATES: What say you, Aristoteles? Suppose I say that everything is true.

ARISTOTELES: Don’t be absurd, Socrates. That’s obviously false.

SOCRATES: No, I’m not stating it. I’m just asking you to consider the words. They are false you say?

ARISTOTELES: Evidently.

SOCRATES: So you understood them?

ARISTOTELES: Of course.

SOCRATES: So they have meaning.

ARISTOTELES: Yes.

SOCRATES: But what do they rule out? If everything is true, then everything would follow, and nothing would be left out.

ARISTOTELES: Really, Socrates, you seem to be slow today. You miss my point entirely.

SOCRATES: In what way, Aristoteles?

ARISTOTELES: I was not talking about words losing their meaning, but about your words losing their meaning.

SOCRATES: Please explain more clearly, Aristoteles.

ARISTOTELES: Look, suppose I say that Glaucon is drinking….

SOCRATES: Well, that’s true.

ARISTOTELES: … and you said: no he isn’t.

SOCRATES: Suppose I did. 

ARISTOTELES: Well, I wouldn’t know whether you agreed with me or disagreed with me.  You might just think that he is and he isn’t. 

SOCRATES: And suppose that I did think that? Do you yourself think that he both is and isn’t, Aristotles?

ARISTOTELES: No, of course not.

SOCRATES: So in that case we would still have a disagreement.

ARISTOTELES: Really, Socrates. Are you being willfully opaque? Of course we would have a disagreement. What I meant was that you would have no way of showing your disagreement.  You cannot do that by saying that Glaucon is not drinking. For you might think that he is drinking too.

SOCRATES: So, Aristoteles! You think you can’t tell when someone is disagreeing with you? The person doesn’t even have to say anything. You can tell when Crito, here, disagrees, because his cheeks turn red, he raises his voice; and sometimes he even walks away angrily.

ARISTOTELES: True; but you are not like that, Socrates. Many would praise you for your irony. For my part, I would call it mostly sarcasm. And you wield it mercilessly when you think someone has said something absurd.

SOCRATES: So you can tell when  I disagree  – even if I think that some words have the power to make contradictions true.

ARISTOTELES: Socrates! Are you  doing this deliberately? You miss my point again. I can understand that you disagree, but your words cannot express this.

SOCRATES: Do you think so, Aristoteles?

ARISTOTELES: Of course.

SOCRATES: Suppose you knew that I was talking to someone last week about justice, but you didn’t know who it was.

ARISTOTELES: Yes?

SOCRATES: And suppose that you asked me who it was, and I said that it was either Glaucon or Adimantus. 

ARISTOTELES: Suppose you did?

SOCRATES: What would you think, Aristoteles?

ARISTOTELES: Well if it were someone else, I might think that they were just being shifty. They didn’t want me to know which one it was. But you are not like that, Socrates. It could only be because you had forgotten which it was.

SOCRATES: Because if I could remember, I would have told you which one it was.

ARISTOTELES: Indeed.

SOCRATES: Because in discussion one answers a question as completely as possible?

ARISTOTELES: Indeed, that is only honest.

SOCRATES: But then, my dear Aristoteles, suppose you say that Glaucon is drinking, and ask me what I think; and I say that he is not. Suppose that I thought that he both was and he wasn’t. Would I have answered the question completely?

ARISTOTELES: Clearly not. 

SOCRATES: So my words tell you that I do not think this.

ARISTOTELES: Really, Socrates. You are like a slippery eel.  You know that I am right, but you wriggle and twist so that it is impossible to catch you in a net.

SOCRATES: It seems to me that it is you who wriggles, Aristoteles. Every time I show you wrong, you simply change your ground.  I am doing nothing but following the path of reason. 

ARISTOTELES: Reason, bah!

SOCRATES: You seem to stick with your ideas stubbornly, waging war against reason.  

ARISTOTELES: Well, if reason leads us to contradictions,  perhaps we are better off without it!

SOCRATES: Is that a reason, Aristoteles?

THEAETETUS: By Jove! That Socrates could be a cheeky fellow!

ARISTOTELES: Indeed so, Theaetetus. It was all too much for me. I had to leave.

� Many thanks go to Maureen Eckert, for advice on framing the following dialogue.
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