Diary of Nikos - Athens, 433 BCE
Dear DLomé/,

Todag,w\a&sud’na;busg/dag/! Thesumwa&s}wwmgzsobmg}\ﬂ%owthe
AWM&W%AWMWW@IMWWW
noostencnowed/(agmm—hfjs/loudenﬂwmfh@mmketplm!). Moﬂwengw&m&som&
pohhwvwﬂwt}\eoﬂ\@nm Hesag&f&gd&togowiﬂmhﬂmonedaywmrmold@

After breakfast, my tutor, Lysias, came to- our house: He's very, strich and,

My hand, gob tired, bub he says that one day Tl thank himy whery I'my speaking, irv
front of the, Assembly. I'mv not sure I wanb to- do- that—I'd, rather be like the, athletes
bﬂiningzw’thejg,gmnasium!

When lessons were done; I meb my friend Theor near the olive trees. We,
pretended to- be, heroes from the storles our mothers tell us—he was Achilles and I
wa&Od%/sew&! We emen used sticks as swords and shouted, lines like we were i a
play. Someday, I wanb to- see a real play ab the theatre of Dionysus. Father says the
WWWWW@%MMWWWWWM

Before supper, Mother ands I wents to the fountain to fetch water: We samw o
procession going by for Athenass festisal—women carrying baskets and, men playing
fuites! The air smelled: like fowers and roasted, lamb. I wished I could joiry but
Mother said, wed watchs from the, side this year:

Noww I'm lying under the stars, and, I car see the temple of Athena glowing
onv the hilli T wonder if she wakches over us from up there. Tomorrow I harve to-
pmwwmmmwwﬁwpombghwtlhopetb&mwdh
monsters irv it

Goodxug}wh DW
—Nikos



Diary of Callistas - Athens, 432 BCE
Dear DLOI‘lé/,

Thwmwlwok&upwhmﬂwmpezkedﬂum@woww@w@ The
knead the: doughs while my, litile: brother chased, o chicken around the yard—untils it
almost rarv into- Father! He@xg}\edﬂwonk/goodnm

After breakfast, Mother showed me how to spin wool again: My, fingers ares
getting faster! She says that one day, when I'm older, Il weare fine cloth for our
household, and mayhe exery for- a/ festival robe for Athena I think that: would, be
wonderl

When the work was done, I wenb withy Mother and, Aunt Thaleia to- the
fountair to- feteh water: Its my fasourite part of the day because I geb to see my,
@W\A@Wemmwﬂwmmwm@&mmwb&d) f\/\g/
friend, Dione told me, her brother is training to rurv inv the Panathenaic Games: She

Atrrud.dag,, we rested, inv the shade. Moﬂwe;\’(old;u&stmi@s’oboub’d\ejgod&—
meMMAMMWPmIMWWWM&
wouldbehketohamewgodd&&vmidﬂng;owm&lmrdask]h@whdpm
be brase, too:

Later; I helped Mother prepare for the festinals of Athena, We made little
AM&MTMWW%MMWW@W%S&WW
ovend

Noww the stars are; out, and the air is warm and; still From, far amay, T can
hear music from the festival— fuites and, drums echoing through, the city. I cant go-
bﬂw&mﬁ%m%Amﬂg%Faﬂwmwb{mb@Isﬁﬂwmw
lisve iy Athens, the, city of Athenas herself

Goodnig}wh DW
— Callista



Diary of Demetrios - Athens, 432 BCE
Dear DLomé/,

Helios. My wife; Thaleias was already busy baking bread, and, the smell, filled, the,
courtyard: I ate quickly—bread with olives and, o sip of watered, wine—ther seb off
b@mmsmw—w&wwmwmwm
haxdaboutwengihmggmbe&wd
Were preparing, for the next; meeting of the: Assembly, where every free mary of
Athens can speak and, vote: I'mv proud of that—our city is ruled by the people, nobt
by kings. Stilly Lb'&noteosgztowwke@ver\gmeagx\e& One man, shouted so- muuchs that
@dogsfa&edbanking;ab%!
Whmbu&nmwa&don@lwalkedftofh@ggnmwmtowatchfhew
merv train: They ran, wrestled, and, practiced throwing the discus: It reminded: me of
wher I was their age, dreaming of winning glory ab the Games. Now, I cheer from
Before returning home; I stopped by the temple to- offer av small giff of oil to
Athena: The statue of the: goddess shone irv the affernoon light, and, I felb v calmy
Noww exrening has come. My, children sit near the, fire, while Thaleia weanes. I
tell them, stonies of; heroes—Heracles and, Theseus—and they listern, with, wide eyes.
%r\ee/mem brasme women, and curtous children.

Goodxug}wh DW

—Demetrios



Diary of Nikandros - A Fisherman, of Piracus, Athens, 431 BCE
DeanDl@r\y,,

blue—Poseidorvs colour: I abways whisper o small prayer to- him before, we push the
boaboub&wstwoasehes/watdungx

My, friends Timorv and, Philemon helped me untie the ropes, and soon our
hﬁleboabwa&ghdxnguﬁo’dﬂeopawwatep These@wa&wlmz’todw thank the,
g,od&l Somdlrmshé&wddandw bubt}usmor\rung/shbwa&genﬂa like av

. .

We cast our nebs just as the surv rose ouver the hills of Athens: The skiy turned,
gold and, pink, and the water glittered so brightly t hurb my, eyes. Affer o while, the
laug}wdond/soidfpos@dommusthwebeavmazgoodmood

Bg/midd%,, we returned to- the harbour ab Piraeus: Th@rrwkﬁiplawwa&
the smell, of sall and, olise oils mising irv the air: I sold most of my, catchy but T kept
o few- of the biggest ones for my family.

Invthe afternoony I mended miy nets while sitting o the rocks. Its quiel work,
bub I like hearing the gulls cry and, feeling the breeze onv my, face. Sometimes I see
the ships from other lands—big ones with, brights sails—and, I wonder what faramay,
places they ve come from. Maybe one day, T'll sail that far too-

Now the, sun has sely ands I can hear the wares again outside my house: My
the fire: My back aches, but ibs o good, kind of tired: The seas garme us a fine day,

Goodm;g}\t, DW
—Nikandros



