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PLATO'S ALLEGORY OF THE CAVE 
 
Man--a being in search of meaning. 
 
Imagine men living in a cave with a long passageway stretching between them and the cave's mouth, where it opens 
wide to the light. Imagine further that since childhood the cave dwellers have had their legs and necks shackled so as 
to be confined to the same spot. They are further constrained by blinders that prevent them from turning their heads; 

they can only see directly in front of them. Next, 
imagine a light from a fire some distance behind 
them and burning at a higher elevation. Between the 
prisoners and the fire is a raised path along whose 
edge there is a low wall like the partition at the front 
of a puppet stage. The wall conceals the puppeteers 
while they manipulate their puppets above it. 
Imagine, further, men behind the wall carrying all 
sorts of objects along its length and holding them 
above it. The objects include human and animal 
images made of stone and wood and all other 
materials. Presumably, those who carry them 
sometimes speak and are sometimes silent. 
 

Imagine now how their liberation from bondage and error would come about if something like the following 
happened. One prisoner is freed from his shackles. He is suddenly compelled to stand up, turn around, walk, and 
look toward the light. He suffers pain and distress from the glare of the light. So dazzled is he that he cannot even 
discern the very objects whose shadows he used to be able to see. 
 
Then let him be dragged away by force up the rough and steep incline of the cave's passageway, held fast until he is 
hauled out into the light of the sun. Would not such a rough passage be painful? Would he not resent the experience? 
And when he came out into the sunlight, would he not be dazzled once again and unable to see what he calls 
realities? 
 
Consider further, if he should go back down again into the cave and return to the place he was before, would not his 
eyes go dark after so abruptly leaving the sunlight behind? They would. Suppose he should then have to compete 
once more in shadow watching with those who never left the cave. And this before his eyes had become accustomed 
to the dark and his dimmed vision still required a period of habituation. Would he not be laughed at? Would it not be 
said that he had made the journey above only to come back with his eyes ruined and that it is futile even to attempt 
the ascent? 
 
By the same token, would you think it strange if someone returning from divine contemplation to the miseries of 
men should appear ridiculous? What if he were still blinking his eyes and not yet readjusted to the surrounding 
darkness before being compelled to testify in court about the shadows of justice or about the images casting the 
shadows? What if he had to enter into debate about the notions of such matters held fast by people who had never 
seen justice itself? 
 
So down you must go, each in turn, to where the others live and habituate yourselves to see in the dark. Once you 
have adjusted, you will see ten thousand times better than those who regularly dwell there. Because you have seen 
the reality of beauty, justice, and goodness, you will be able to know idols and shadows for what they are. 
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Excerpt from Plato’s Republic, Book 7 
 

Socrates: And now, I said, let me show in a figure how far our nature is enlightened or unenlightened: Behold, 
imagine human beings living in an underground den which has a mouth open towards the light and reaching all 
along the den; here they have been from their childhood, and have their legs and necks chained so that they cannot 
move, and can only see before them, being prevented by the chains from turning round their heads.  Above and 
behind them a fire is blazing at a distance, and between the fire and the prisons there is a raised way; and you will 
see, if you look, a low wall built along the way, like the screen which marionette players have in front of them, over 
which they show the puppets. 
 
Glaucon: I see. 
 
Socrates: And do you see, I said, men passing all along the wall carrying all sorts of vessels, and statues and figures 
of animals made of wood and stone and various materials, which appear over the wall?  Some of them are talking, 
others silent. 
 
Glaucon: You have shown me a strange image, and they are strange prisoners. 
     
Socrates: Like ourselves, I replied; and they see only their own shadows, or the shadows of one another, which the 
fire throws on the opposite wall of the cave? 
 
Glaucon: True, he said; how could they see anything but the shadows if they were never allowed to move their 
heads? 
 
Socrates: And of the objects which are being carried in like manner they would only see the shadows? 
 
Galucon: Yes, he said. 
 
Socrates: And if they were able to converse with one another, would they not suppose that they were naming what 
was actually before them? 
     
Glaucon: Very true. 
 
Socrates: And suppose further that the prison had an echo which came from the other side, would they not be sure 
to fancy when one of the passersby spoke that the voice which they heard came from the passing shadows? 
 
Galucon: No question, he replied. 
 
Socrates: To them, I said, the truth would be literally nothing but the shadows of the images. 
 
Glaucon: That is certain. 
 


