Watchman

Clytaemestra

Herald

Agamemnon

Cassandra

Aegisthus

Chorus of Argive Elders

Attendants of Clytaemestra: of Agamermnon: bodyguard
| of Aegisthus (all silent parts)

Time, directly after the fall of Troy.

SceNE: drgos, before the palace of King Agamemnon. The Watchman,

who speaks the opening lines, is posted on the roof of the palace.
Clytaemestrd’s entrances are made JSrom a door in the center of the
, s ;
stage; all others, from the wings. WV ¢ eb\
AN

be\bo\\)@ W TR (The Watchman, alone.)
I'ask the gods some réspite from the weariness
of this watchtime measured by years I lic awake
elbowed upon the Atreidae’s roof dogwise to mark
the grand processionals of all the stars of night
burdened with winter and again with heat for men,
dynasties in their shining blazoned on the air,

these stars, upon their wane and when the rest arise.

I wait; to read the meaning in that beacon light,_

a blaze of fire to carry out of Troy the rumor

and outcry of its capture; to such end a lady’s

male strength of heart in its high confidence ordains.
Now as this bed stricken with night and drenched with dew
I keep, nor ever with kind dreams for cempany:
since fear in sleep’s place stands forever at my head
against strong closure of my eyes, or any rest:

I mince such medicine against sleep failed: I sing,
only to weep again the pity of this house

nalonger, as ence, administered in the-grand way.
Now let there be again redemption from distress,
the flare burning from the blackness in good augury.

(A light shows in the distance.)
Oh hail, blaze of the darkness, harbinger of day’s
shining, and of processionals and dance and choirs
of multitudes in Argos for this day of grace.
Ahoy!
Icry the news aloud to Agamemnon’s queen,
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that she may rise up from her bed of state with speed

to raise the rumor of gladness welcoming this beacon,

and singing rise, if truly the citadel of Iliun.1

has fallen, as the shining of this flare proclaims.

I also, I, will make my choral prelude, since 30
my lord’s dice cast aright are counted as my own,

and mine the tripled sixes of this torchlit throw.

May it only happen. May my king come home, and 1

take up within this hand the hand I love. The rest

1 leave to silence; for an G lands huge upon 3$
my tongue. The house itself, could it take voice, might speak

aloud and phain. I speak to those who understand,

but if they fail, I have forgotten everything.

(Exit. The Chorus enters, speaking.)

Ten years since the great contestants cd VA ot 40
of Priam’s right, Al e
Menelaus and Agamemnon, my lord, B co

twin throned, twin sceptered, in twofold power N~ &

of kings from God, the Atreidae, gk\ a0 ,
put forth from this shore “C\;ﬁ‘ 45
the thousand ships of the Argives, Y .{W;,ﬁ) -
the strength and the armies. ] O w
Their cry of war went shrill from the heart, | s‘»“"\'..r,
as eagles stricken in agony S W
for young perished, high from the nest

eddy and circle

to bend and sweep of the wings’ stroke,
lost far below
the fledgelings, the nest, and the tendance.

1 " v b AN
Yet someone hears in the air, a god, @:f*ﬁ " 555
Apollo, Pan, or Zeus, the high ‘\\\ n“x'l' ke,

1 \ A

thin wail of these sky-guests, and drives e e
late to its mark
the Fury upon the transgressors.
So drives Zeus the great guest god é0

I3
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the Atreidae against Alexander:
for one woman’s promiscuous sake
the struggling masses, legs tired,
knees grinding in dust,

spears broken in the onset. o
Danaans and Trojans SO
they have it alike. It goes as it goes 35*»;‘,\
now. Thc_ snd will be destiny. e {.“;v”

You cannot burn flesh or pour unguents, i‘;‘f,ﬁm‘

not innocent cool tears, &
that will soften the gods’ stiff anger. Yol

But we; dishonored, old in our bones,
cast off even then from the gathering horde,
stay here, to prop up

on staves the strength of a baby.

Since the young vigor that urges
inward to the heart

is frail as age, no warcraft yet perfect,
while beyond age, leaf

withered, man goes three footed

no stronger than a child is,

a dream that falters in daylight.

(Clytaemestra enters quietly. The Chorus continues to speak.)
But you, lady,
daughter of Tyndareus, Clytaemestra, our queen:
What is there to be done? What new thing have you heard?
In persuasion of what
report do you order such sacrifice?
To all the gods of the city,
the high and the deep spirits,
to them of the sky and the market places,
the altars blaze with oblations.
The staggered flame goes sky high
one place, then another,

drugged by the simple soft
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persuasion of sacred unguents, 95 in violence the rich herds of the people! o
the deep stored oil of the kings. Only let no doom of the gods darken 1
Of these things what can be told upon this huge iron forged to curb Troy—
openly, speak. from inward. Artemis the undefiled
" Be healer to this perplexity is angered with pity
that grows now into darkness of thought, 100 at the flying hounds of her father
while again sweet hope shining from the flames eating the unborn young in the hare and the shivering mother 135
beats back the pitiless pondering . She is sick at the eagles’ feasting. .
of sorrow that eats my heart. Sing sorrow, sorrow: but good win out in the end.
I have mastery yet to chant the wonder at the wayside o Mii’)\'re.li;&%lﬁ?ésah&»kina B o )
given to kings. Still by God’s grace there surges within me 105 to the tender young of ravening lions. ’ 140
singing magic For sucklings of all the savage R it
grown to my life and power, . beasts that lurk in the lonely places you have sympathy, AE
how the wild bird portent Grant meaning to these appearances I A
hurled forth the Achaeans’ good, yet not without evil, R ,
twin-stemmed power single hearted, 110 Healer Apollo, I pray you o W e 145
lords of the youth of Hellas, let her not with cross winds - Vo 8¢
with spear and hand of strength bind the ships of the Danaans =
to the land of Teucrus. to time-long anchorage
Kings of birds to the kings of the ships, 5 forcing a second sacrifice unholy, untasted e
onél Black, one blazed with silver, . rf O s working bitterness in the blood ,
clear scen by the royal house *g[k ‘A;,(‘r.\ and faith lost. For the terror returns like sickness to lurk in the
on the right, the spear hand, T . house;
they lighted, watched by all 3 % the secret-anger_remembers the child that shall be avenged W I i
tore a hare, ripe, bursting with young unborn yet, ; AN Such, with great good things beside, rang out in the voxzcc of ?
. & stayed from her last fleet running. e 120 Calchas,
~'§ Sing sorrow, sorrow: but good win out in the end. thesc? fatal signs from the birds by the way to the house of the
Then the grave seer of the host saw through to the hearts divided, w}l: riees, -
knew the fighting sons of Atreus feeding on the hare . erewith in sympathy
. g g, g sing sorrow, sorrow: but good wi i
with the host, their people. ’ * but good win out in the end.
Seeing beyond, he spoke: 125 Zeus: whatever he may be, if this name "
“With time, this foray pleases him in invocation, '
shall stalk the castle of Priam. thus I call upon him.
Before then, under I have pondered everything
the walls, Fate shall spoil yet I cannot find a way,
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only Zeus, to cast this dead weight of ignorance
finally from out my brain.

He who in time long ago was great,
throbbing with gigantic strength,

shall be as if he never were, unspoken.

He who followed him has found

his master, and is gone.

Cry aloud without fear the victory of Zeus,
you-will not have failed the truth:

Zeus, who guided men to think,

who has laid it down that wisdom
comes. alone through suffering.

Still there drips in sleep against the heart
grief of memory; against

our pleasure we are temperate.

From the gods who sit in grandeur
grace comes somehow violent.

On that day the elder king

of the Achaean ships, no more

strict against the prophet’s word,

turned with the crosswinds of fortune,

when no ship sailed, no pail was full,

and the Achaean people sulked

fast against the shore at Aulis

facing Chalcis, where the tides ebb and surge:

and winds blew from the Strymon, bearing
sick idleness, ships tied fast, and hunger,
distraction of the mind, carelessness

for hull and cable;

with time’s length bent to double measure
by delay crumbled the flower and pride

of Argos. Then against the-bitter wind

the seer’s voice. clashed out

another medicine

i
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more hateful yet, and spoke of Artemis, so that the kings
dashed their staves to_the ground and could not hold their tears.

The elder lord spoke aloud before them:

“My fate is angry if I disobey these,

but angry if I slaughter

this child, the beauty of my house,

with maiden blood shed staining

these father’s hands beside the altar.

What of these things goes now without disaster?
How shall I fail my ships

and lose my faith of battle?

For them to urge such sacrifice of innocent blood

angrily, for their wrath is great—it is right. May all be well yet.”

But when negessity’s yoke was put upon him

he changed, and from the heart the breath came bitter

and sacrilegious, utterly infidel,
to warp a will now to be stopped at nothing.
The sickening in men’s minds, tough,

reckless in fresh cruelty brings daring. He endured then

to sa;criﬁcc his daughter
to stay the strength of war waged for a_woman,

~

Her supplications and her cries of father
were nothing, nor the child’s lamentation

to kings passioned for battle.

The father prayed, called to his men to lift her
with strength of hand swept in her robes aloft
and prone above the altar, as you might lift

a goat for sacrifice, with guards

against the lips” sweet edge, to check

the curse cried on the house of Atreus

by force of bit and speech drowned in strength.

first offering for the ships’ sake. S A g

!

Pouring then to the ground her saffron mantle

 she struck the sacrificers with

the eyes’ arrows of pity,
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lovely as in a painted scene, and striving
to speak—as many times

«AGAMEMNON »
Chorus

This slow delight steals over me to bring forth tears.

279
at the kind festive table of her father . Clytaemestra
she had sung, and in the clear voice of a stainless maiden 245 Yes, for your eyes betray the loyal heart within.
with love had graced the song ; Chorus
of worship when the third cup was poured. " Yet how can I be certain? Is there some evidence?
What happened next I saw not, neither speak it. Clytaemestra
The crafts of Calclllxas fﬁll pot cl»f ;)ut;ome. 250 There is, there must be; unless a god has lied to me.
Justice.so_moves that those only lea oy
th_ suffcr; and»thc_ future . Chorus
you shall know when it has come; before then, forget it. Is it dream visions, casy to believe, you credit?
It is_'glt\i,gfitéo_ soon given. , o Clytaemestra
All will-CQI_nﬁ_Clea;_‘;ll thc*;‘:xc‘“i?wn s sunlight. 255 I'accept nothing from a brain that is dull with sleep. 275
Let good fortune follow these things as
she who is here desires, Chorus )
our Apian land’s singlehearted protectress. The charm, then, of some rumor, that made rich your hope?
(The Chorus now turns toward Clytaemestra, and the leader Clytaemestra _
‘ speaks to her.) | Am I some young girl, that you find my thoughts so silly?
I have come in reverence, Clytacmestra, of your power. Chorus NPT
For when the_ man is gone and the throne void, his right How long, then, is it since the citadel was stormed? S o
e oo o : 6 gy
falls to Lhc-lérlg!?e—s-lad{; and hong}:_r.must—te-gl\lr]ccr;.r . 260 Clytaemestra T
i e grace——or otherwise—that you have . . . . P A5l R
:i l:nsaokr: ygu sacrifice at messages of good hope? It is the night, the mother of this dawn I hailed. Ve v
I should be glad to hear, but must not blame your silence. , Chorus A T
What kind of messenger could come in speed like this? 28e
Clytaemestra
As it was said of old, may the dawn child be born Clytaemestra
to be an angel of blessing from the kindly night. 265 Hephaestus, who cast forth the shining blaze from Ida.
You shall know joy beyond all you ever hoped to hear. And beacon after beacon picking up the flare
The men of Argos have taken Priam'’s citadel. carried it here; Ida to the Hermaean horn
of Lemnos, where it shone above the isle, and next
Chorus . R
What have you said? Your words scaped my unbelief, the sheer rock face of Zeus on Athos caught it up; 285

and plunging skyward to arch the shoulders of the sea
the strength of the running flare in exultation,
pine timbers flaming into gold, like the sunrise,

.ova
w T2 = :

Clytaemestra
The Achaeans are in Troy. Is that not clear enough?
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brought the bright message to Macistus’ sentinel cliffs,
who, never slow nor in the carelessness of sleep
caught up, sent on his relay in the courier chain,
and far across Euripus’ streams the beacon flare
carried to signal watchmen on Messapion.
These took it again in turn, and heaping high a pile
of silvery brush flamed it to throw the message on.
And the flare sickened never, but grown stronger yet
outleapt the river valley of Asopus like
the very moon for shining, to Cithaeron’s scaur
to waken the next station of the flaming post.
These watchers, not contemptuous of the far-thrown blaze,
kindled another beacon vaster than commanded.
The light leaned high above Gorgopis’ staring marsh,
and striking Aegyplanctus’ mountain top, drove on
yet one more relay, lest the flare die down in speed.
Kindled once more with stintless heaping force, they send
the beard of flame to hugeness, passing far beyond
the promontory that gazes on the Saronic strait
and flaming far, until it plonged at last to strike
the steep rock of Arachnus near at hand, our watchtower.
And thence there fell upon this house of Atreus’ sons
the flare whose fathers mount to the Idacan beacon.
These are the changes on my torchlight messengers,
one from another running out the laps assigned.
The first and the last sprinters have the victory.
By such proof and such symbol I announce to you
my lord at Troy has sent his messengers to me.

Chorus

The gods, lady, shall have my prayers and thanks straightway.

And yet to hear your story till all wonder fades
would be my wish, could you but tell it once again.

Clytaemestra
The Achaeans have got Troy, upon this very day.
I think the city echoes with a clash of cries.
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Pour vinegar and oil into the selfsame bowl,

¥l>1u coult.:l not say they mix in friendship, but fight on
us variant sound the voices of the conquerors .

and -conquered, from the opposition of their fates

Trc.)_;ans are stooping now to gather in their arms-

their dead, husbands and brothers; children lean to cla

the aged who begot them, crying upon the death N

of those most dear, from lips that never will be free

" The Achaeans have their midni
ight work after th i
~ that sets them down to feed on-all the cit; }f:: : ﬁgﬁtmg

ravenous, headlong, by no rank and file assi

but as each man has drawn his shaken lo: S!il)/g?:;i;lce

And in the Trojan houses that their spears have takc;'x
they settle now, free of the open sky, the frosts

and dampness of the evening; without sentinels set

they 'sleep the sleep of happiness the whole night through
And if they reverence the gods-who hold the cit &
and all the holy temples of the captured land,

Le't not their passion overwhelm them; let no lust
seize on these men to violate what they must not
The run to safety and home is yet to make; the ;11ust

the pole, and run the backstretch of the do:Jble Zour -
Yet, though the host come home without offence ¢ s; h
gods, even so the anger of these slaughtered men o

e

325

335

Y C’V‘,‘fﬁ'l,'}f"z,w:n( i"\’{}i’%"- ¢
they, the despoi i e Lo \'\L g
ey, the despoilers, might not be despoiled in turn, **%* >u€:3§:";

~éiﬂi el

340

N .
3 /
(S v =7Tes (dede

345

may never sleep. Oh, let vy .
p , let there be no-fresh wrong done! 1y oo e

iuch are the thoughts you hear from me, 2 woman merel
o;ta]may the bfest win through, that none may fail to see 7
I good things to wish this is my dearest choice .

Chorus

My lad?r, no grave man could speak with better grace
I have listened to the proofs of your tale, and I bflievc;
;i;::s go to ma!ce my glad thanksgivings to the gods. ,

pleasure is not unworthy of the grief that gave it.

« IS »
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/6 Zeus our lord and Night beloved 355
bestower of power and beauty, ; :;:i;‘;i‘;ﬁ anq grime, so this man
you slung above the bastions of Troy as a child tha:am' )
the binding net, that none, neither great i and wins sh stnl:'es t;: catc!'1 the bird flying
nor young, might outleap : No god .l?r;lc that shall bru,1g down his city. 395
the gigantic toils o | b 53] will hear such a man’s entreaty,
of enslavement and final disaster. they st r?I:: ;?;Jsdm thtfselrrays.
I gaze in awe on Zeus of the guests Thi vwas Pats hown in his wickedness.
who wrung from Alexander such payment. ; o the hones o f d_‘f}&nﬂ
——He-bent the bow with-slow.care, that neither i stolé the wormar e‘sons °f fA_‘tchS» B 400
the shaft might hurdle the stars, nor fall 365 the sueer’s .Hn,awa}'a and shamed — -
spent to the earth, short driven. s guests nght of tbe:”board shared.
They have the stroke of Zeus to tell of. :?:}Jifl:l:r::;g fher P G}TPI‘: the stir and clamor
This thing is clear and you may trace it. ok the shivs to Sa.i’ S};Cilr eads, . o
He acted as he had decreed. A man thought @ ‘;ij;w ; She ¢ ocI:k to 11} anh ]Z armor.
the gads deigned not to_punish mortals S Jc,}‘ o 370 | She stepped flll_l:l:l lief: IOW"Y» death.
who _trampled down the delicacy of things d . darin Zl: ons 1l dg Cy between the gates
inviolable. That man was wicked. !-‘» aboucg they tah aring. And the prophets
The. curse_on great daring : “Alns alasg;::th OESC wept aloud and spoke:
shines clear; it wrings atonement 375 | alas for the bed N o;se and for the champions, 410
from those_high hearts that drive. to evil, : Here now is sil Sgned with their love together.
from houses blossoming to pride | The ananr of I:nfi‘C, sc_omcd, unrepreachful.
and_peril. Let there be ‘ L irg] fy oh is loss is clear befere us. )
wealth without tears; enough for g Eaugs c:r el: who lies bey?nd .the seafaczla
the wise man who will ask no further. 380 1 Her im 2 3 l: n.tom queen in his househeld: .
There is not any armor ; bi ages in their beauty 413
in gold against perdition ::;er::im;ss o he-r lord now
for him who spurns the high altar ‘ all passiout he c?gn;?f s of eyes
of Justice down to the darkness. ' ' s faded.
Persuasion the persistent overwhelms him, 385 b ii:ng n drez.xms the S‘OHOV'Vf“I
she, strong daughter of designing Ruin. L Saories pass; they bring him 420
S . ? vain delight only.
And every medicine is vain; the sin é It is vain, to dre g
smolders not, but burns to evil beauty. | and the i;na ;m an to see splendors,
As cheap bronze tortured 30 { escabe ge slipping fr?m the arms’ embrace
at the touchstone relapses ‘ pes, ot .to. return again,
+ . on wings drifting down the ways of sleep. 423
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Such have the sorrows been in the house by the hearthside;
such have there been, and yet there are worse than these.
In all Hellas, for those who swarmed to the host

the heartbreaking misery

shows in the house of each.

Many are they who are touched at the heart by these things.

Thosc they sent forth they knew;
now, in place of the young men
urns and ashes are carried home

“to the houses of the fighters.

The god of war, money changer of dead bodies,
held the balance of his spear in the fighting,
and from the corpse-fires at Ilium

sent to their dearest the dust

heavy and bitter with tears shed

packing smooth the urns with

ashes that once were men.

They praisc them through their tears, how this man
knew well the craft of battle, how another
went down splendid in the slaughter:
and all for some strange woman.

Thus th;}_r—rﬁutter in secrecy,

and the slow anger creeps below their grief

at Atreus’ sons and their quarrels.

There by the walls of llium

the young men in their beauty kecp

graves deep in the alien soil

they hated and they conquered.

The citizens speak: their voice is dull with hatred.
The curse of the people must be paid for.

There lurks for me in the hooded night

terror of what may be told me.

The gods fail not to mark

those who have killed many.

The black Furies stalking the man

- TR -
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fortunate beyond all right
wrench back again the set of his life
and drop him to darkness. There among
ic ciphers there is no more comfort
in power. And the vaunt of high glory
is bitterness; for God’s thunderbolts
crash on the towering mountains.
Let me attain no envied wealth,
let me not plunder cities,
neither be taken in turn, anid face
life in the power of another.

(Various members of the Chorus, speaki

, speaking severally.
From the beacon’s bright message ¢ el
the fleet rumor runs
through the city. If this be real
who knows? Perhaps the gods have sent some lie to us.

Who of us is so childish or so reft of wit
that by the beacon’s messages

his heart flamed must despond again
when the tale changes in the end?

It is like a woman indeed
to take the rapture before the fact has shown for true.

They believe too easily, are too quick to shife
from ground to ground; and swift indeed
the rumor voiced by a2 woman dies again,

Now we shall understand these torches and their shinin
the beacons, and the interchange of flame and flame s
'.I‘he':y may be real; yet bright and dreamwise ecstas :

in light's appearance might have charmed our heart};

I'see a herald coming from the beach, his brows -
shaded with sprigs of tlive; and upon his feet

the dust, dry sister of the mire, makes plain to me

- that he will find a voice, not merely kindle flame

fo . !
m mountain timber, and make signals from the smoke
i
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but tell us outright, whether to be happy, or—
but I shrink back from naming the alternative.
That which appeared was good; may yet more good be given.

And any man who prays that different things befall
the city, may he reap the crime of his.own heart.

(The Herald enters, and speaks.)

Soil of my fathers, Argive earth I tread upon,

~in daylight of the tenth year I have come back to you.
All my hopes broke but one, and this I have at last.

I never could have dared to dream that I might die

in Argos, and be buried in this beloved soil. B S

L d
(83

Hail to the Argive land and to its sunlight, hail WO B
to its high sovereign, Zeus, and to the. Pythian king’:’“ﬁ'
May you no longer shower your arrows on our heads.
Beside Scamandrus you were grim; be satisfied

and turn to savior now and healer of our hurts,

my lord Apollo. Gods of the market place assembled,
I greet you all, and my own patron deity

Hermes, beloved herald, in whose right all heralds

are sacred; and you heroes that sent forth the host,
propitiously take back all that the spear has left.

O great hall of the kings and house beloved; seats

of sanctity; divinities that face the sun:

if ever before, look now with kind and glowing eyes
to greet our king in state after so long a time.

He comes, lord Agamemnon, bearing light in gloom
to you, and to all that are assembled here.

Salute him with good favor, as he well deserves,

the man who_has wrecked Ilium with the spade of Zeus
vindictive, whereby-all-their-plain has been laid waste.
Gone are-their altars, the sacred places-of the gods
are gone, and scattered all the seed within the ground.
With such a yoke as this gripped to the neck of Troy
he comes, the king, Atreus’ elder son, a man

« 20 »
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fortunate to be honored far above all men
alive; not Paris nor the city tied to him
can boast he did more than was done him in return.
Guilty of rape and theft, condemned, he lost the prize
captured, and broke to sheer destruction all the house
of his fathers, with the very ground whereon it stood.
Twice over the sons of Priam have atoned their sins.
Chorus
Hail and be glad, herald of the Achaean host.
Herald

Iam happy; I no longer ask the gods for death.
Chorus ‘

Did passion for your country so strip bare your heart?
Herald

So that the tears broke in my eyes, for happiness.
Chorus Jale

. . TN

You were taken with that sickness, then, that brings delight.
Herald

How? I cannot deal with such words until T understand.
Chorus

Struck with desire of those who loved as much again,
Herald

You mean our country longed for us, as we for home?
Chorus

So that I sighed, out of the darkness of my heart.
Herald

Whence came this black thought to afflict the mind with fear?
Chorus

Long since it was my silence kept disaster off.
Herald

But how? There were some you feared when the kings went
away?

Chorus

So much that as you said now, even death were grace.
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Herald

Well: the end has been good. And in the length of time
part of our fortune you could say held favorable,

but part we cursed again. And who, except the gods,

can live time through forever without any pain?

Were I to tell you of the hard work done, the nights
exposed, the cramped sea-quarters, the foul beds—what part
of day’s disposal did we not cry out loud?

Ashore, the horror stayed with us and grew. We lay

~~ ~against the ramparts of ourenemies, and from

the sky, and from the ground, the meadow dews came out
to soak our clothes and fill our Imir with lice. And if

I were to tell of winter time, when all birds died,

the snows of Ida past endurance she sent down,

or summer heat, when in the lazy noon the sea

fell level and asleep under a windless sky—

but why live such grief over again? That time is gone

for us, and gone for those who died. Never again

need they rise up, nor care again for anything.

Why must a live man count the numbers of the slain,

why grieve at fortune’s wrath that fades to break once more?
I call 2 long farewell to all our unhappiness.

For us, survivors of the Argive armament,

the pleasure wins, pain casts no weight in the opposite scale.
And here, in this sun’s shining, we can boast aloud,

whose fame has gone with wings across the land and sea:
“Upon a time the Argive host took Troy, and on

the houses of the gods who live in Hellas nailed

the spoils, to be the glory of days long ago.”

And they who hear such _things shall-call this city blest
and‘tlilglﬂdjcts of the host; and high the grace of God
shall be exalted; that did this. You have the story.

" Chorus

I must give way; your story shows that I was wrong.
Old men are always young enough to learn, with profit.
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But Clytaemestra and her house must hear, above
others, this news that makes luxurious my life.

(Clytaemestra comes forward and speaks.)

I'raised my cry of joy, and it was long ago

when the first beacon flare of message came by night

to speak of capture and of Ilium’s overthrow.

But there was one who laughed at me, who said: “You trust
in beacons 50, and you believe that Troy has fallen?

How like a woman, for the heart to lift so lighe.” T

Men spoke like that; they thought I wandered in my wits;
yet I made sacrifice, and in the womanish strain

voice after voice caught up the cry along the city

to echo in the temples of the gods and bless

and still the fragrant flame that melts the sacrifice.

Why should you tell me then the whole long tale at large
when from my lord himself I shall hear all the story?

But now, how best to speed my preparation to

receive my honored lord come home again—what else

is light more sweet for woman to behold than this,

to spread the gates before her husband home from war
and saved by God’s hand?—take this message to the king:
Come, and with speed, back to the city that longs for him,
and may he find a wife within his house as true

as on the day he left her, watchdog of the house
gentle to him alone, fierce _to_his enemies,

and such a-woman in all her ways as this, who has
not broken the seal upon her in the length of days.
With no-man else have I known delight, nor any shame
of evil speech, more than I know how to temper bronze,

(Clytaemestra goes to the back of the stage.)

A vaunt like this, so loaded as it is with truth,
it well becomes a highborn lady to proclaim.
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Chorus
Thus has she spoken to you, and well you understand,
words that impress interpreters whose thought is clear.
But tell me, herald; I would learn of Menelaus,
that power beloved in this land. Has he survived
also, and come with you back to his home again?

Herald
I know no way to lie and make my tale so fair
that friends could reap joy of it for any length of time.

Chorus
Is there no means to speak us fair, and yet tell the truth?
It will not hide, when truth and good are torn asunder.

Herald
He is gone out of the sight of the Achaean host,
vessel and man alike. I speak no falsehood there.

Chorus
Was it when he had put out from Ilium in your sight,
or did a storm that struck you both whirl him away?

Herald
How like a master bowman you have hit the mark
and in your speech cut a long sorrow to brief stature.
Chorus
But then the rumor in the host that sailed beside,
was it that he had perished, or might yet be living?
Herald

No man knows. There is none could tell us that for sure

except the Sun, from whom this earth has life and increase.

Chorus
How did this storm, by wrath of the divinities,
strike on our muldtude at sea? How did it end?
Herald

It is not well to stain the blessing of this day
with speech of evil weight. Such gods are honored apart.
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And when the messenger of a shaken host, sad faced,

brings to his city news it prayed never to hear,

this scores one wound upon the body of the people;

and that from many houses many men are slin

by the two-lashed whip dear to the War God’s hand, this turns
disaster double-bladed, bloodily made two.

The messenger so freighted with a charge of tears
should make his song of triumph at the Furies’ door.
But, carrying the fair message of our hopes’ salvation,
come home to a glad city's hospitality, o

how shall I mix my gracious news with foul, and tell
of the storm on the Achaeans by God’s anger sent?
For they, of old the deepest enemies, sea and fire,
made a conspiracy and gave the oath of hand

to blast in ruin our unhappy Argive army.

At night the sea began to rise in waves of death.

Ship against ship the Thracian stormwind shattered us,
and gored and split, our vessels, swept in violence

of storm and whirlwind, beaten by the breaking rain,
drove on in darkness, spun by the wicked shepherd’s hand.
But when the sun came up again to light the dawn,

we saw the Aegacean Sea blossoming with dead men,

the men of Achaea, and the wreckage of their ships.

For us, and for our ship, some god, no man, by guile

or by entreaty’s force prevailing, laid his hand

upon the helm and brought us through with hull unscarred.
Life-giving fortune deigned to take our ship in charge

that neither riding in deep water she took the surf

nor drove to shoal and break upon some rocky shore.

But then, delivered from death at sea, in the pale day,
incredulous of our own luck, we shepherded

in our sad thoughts the fresh disaster of the fleet

so pitifully torn and shaken by the storm.

Now of these others, if there are any left alive

they speak of us as men who perished, must they not?
Even as we, who fear that they arc gone. But may
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it all come well in the end. For Menelaus: be sure the ancient city of Priam 710
if any of them come back that he will be the first. 675 chants in high strain of lamentation,

If he is still where some sun’s gleam can track him down, calling Paris him of the fatal marriage;

alive and open-eyed, by blessed hand of God for it endured its life’s end

who willed that not yet should his seed be utterly gone, in desolation and tears

there is some hope that he will still come home again. and the piteous blood of its people. 215
You have heard all; and be sure, you have heard the truth. 680 .
Once a man fostered in his house . . .: (.ot
(The Herald goes out.) a lion cub, from the mother’s milk e
Chorus o _ tom, craving the breast given. et e

Who is he that named you so In.the first steps of its young life Lofee 720
fatally in every way? mild, it played with children

Could it be some mind unseen and delighted the old.

in divination of your destiny Caught in the arm’s cradle
shaping to the lips that name 685 they pampered it like 2 newborn child,
shining eyed and broken to the hand 725

for the bride of spears and blood,
to stay the stress of its hunger.

Helen, which is death? Appropriately

death of ships, death of men and cities

from the bower’s soft curtained 690 °
and secluded luxury she sailed then,

driven on the giant west wind, in blood and death for the sheep flocks

and armored men in their thousands came, | a grim feast forbidden. ? 730
huntsmen down the oar blade’s fading footprint 65! The house reeked with blood run

to struggle in blood with those 1
who by the banks of Simoeis |
beached their hulls where the leaves break. "

But it grew wath time, and the lion
in the blood strain came out; it paid
grace to those who had fostered it

nor could its people beat down the bane,
the giant murderer’s onslaught.
This thing they raised in their house was blessed 735

And on Tlium in truth by God to be priest of destruction.

in the likeness of the name 700% ' _
the sure purpose of the Wrath drove ! And that which first came to the city of Ilium,

marriage with death: for the guest board callita dream of calm

e

shamed, and Zeus kindly to strangers,

and the wind dying,

the vengeance wrought on those men the loveliness and luxury of much gold, 740
who graced in too loud voice the bride-song the melting shafts of the eyes’ glances,

fallen to their lot to sing, the blossom that breaks the heart with longing.

the kinsmen and the brothers. But she turned in mid-step of her course to make

And changing its song’s measure bitter the consummation, 745

v J8 w
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whirling on Priam’s people

to blight with her touch and nearness.
Zeus hospitable sent her,

a vengeance to make brides weep.

It has been made long since and grown old among men,
this saying: human wealth '
grown to fulness of stature

breeds again nor dies without issue.

From high good fortune in the blood
“blossoms the quenchless agony.

Far from others I hold my own

mind; only the act of evil

breeds others to follow,

young sins in its own likeness.

Houses clear in their right are given

children in all loveliness.

But Pride aging is made

in men's dark actions

ripe with the young pride

late or soon when the dawn of destiny
comes and birth is given

to the spirit none may fight nor beat down,
sinful Daring; and in those halls
“the black visaged Disasters stamped

_.__in the likeness of their fathers.

And Righteousness is a shining in

the smoke of mean houses.

Her blessing is on the just man.

From high halls starred with gold by reeking hands
she turns back

with eyes that glance away to the simple in heart,
spurning the strength of gold

stamped false with fattery.

And all things she steers to fulfilment.

« 28 »
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(Agamemnon enters in a chariot, with Cassandra beside
him. The Chorus speaks to him.)
Behold, my king: sacker of Troy’s citadel,
own issue of Atreus.
How shall I hail you? How give honor
not crossing too high nor yet bending short
* of this time’s graces?
For many among men are they who set high
the show of honor, yet break justice.

. If oné be unbappy, all else are fain

to grieve with him: yet the teeth of sorrow
come nowise near to the heart’s edge.
- And in joy likewise they show joy’s semblance,
- and torture the face to the false smile.
. Yet the good shepherd, who knows his flock,
the eyes of men cannot lie to him,
. that with water of feigned
' love seem to smile from the true heart.

- ButI: when you marshalled this armament
. _for Helen’s sake, I will not hide it,

in ugly style you were written in my heart

for steering aslant the mind’s course

to bring home by blood

sacrifice and dead men that wild spirit.
., But now, in love drawn up from the deep heart,

‘not skimmed at the edge, we hail you.

- You have won, your labor is made gladness.
Ask all men: you will learn in time
. which-of your citizens have been just

. in the city’s-sway, which were reckless.
Agamemnon
- To Argos first, and to the gods within the land,
I'must give due greeting; they have worked with me to bring
~'me home; they helped me in the vengeance I have wrought
~on Priam’s city. Not from the lips of men the gods

- "heard justice, but in one firm cast they laid their votes
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within the urn of blood that Ilium must die So to the King's house and the home about the hearth

and all her people; while above the opposite vase I'take my way, with greeting to the gods within

the hand hovered and there was hope, but no vote fell. who sent me forth, and who have brought me home once more.
The stormclouds of their ruin live; the ash that dies My prize was conquest; may it never fail again.

upon them gushes still in smoke their pride of wealth. 820

(Clytaemestra comes _forward and speaks.)
Grave gentlemen of Argolis assembled here, 855
I'take no shame to speak aloud before you all
the love I bear my husband. In the lapse of time

For all this we must thank the gods with grace of much
high praise and memory, we who fenced within our toils
of wrath the city; and, because one woman strayed,

the beast of Argos broke them, the fierce young within

- —the horse, the armored people who marked out their leap 825~ modesty fades; it is human. -
against the setting of the Pleiades. A wild ‘ What I tell you now
and bloody lion swarmed above the towers of Troy : Llearned not from another; this is my own sad life
to glut its hunger lapping at the blood of kings. all the long years this man was gone at Ilium. 860

: It is evil and a thing of terror when 2 wife

This to the gods, a prelude strung to length of words. g sits in_the house forlorn with no man by, and_hears
But, for the thought you spoke, I heard and I remember 830 rumors that like a fever die to break a gai;l
and stand behind you. For I say that it is true. : and men co-ﬁlg in with news_of fear, and(,m their heels
In few men is it part of nature to respect ? another messenger, with worse news_to_cry aloud 865
a friend’s prosperity without begrudging him, here in this house. Had Agamemnon taken all

~ as envy’s wicked poison settling to the heart the wounds the tale whereof was carried home to me
piles up the pain in one sick with unhappiness, 851 he had been cut full of gashes like a fishing net. ,
who, staggered under sufferings that are all his own, ; If he had died each time that rumor told his death, . ; v
winces again to the vision of a neighbor’s bliss. § he must have been some triple-bodied Geryoﬁ'é"”“’_:: et 870
And I can speak, for I have seen, I know it well, : back from the dead with threefold cloak of earth upon e
this mirror of companionship, this shadow’s ghost, his body, and killed once for every shape assumed
these men who seemed my friends in all sincerity. . 84"§ Because such tales broke out forever on my rest, .
One man of them all, ‘Odys.scus, he who sailed unwilling, ‘ many a time they cut me down and freed my throat 875
once yoked to me carried his harness, nor went slack. L from the noose overslung where I had caught it fast
Dead though he be or living, I can say it stll. . And therefore is_your son, in whom my love and y(;urs
Now in the business of the city and the gods I are sealed and pledged, not here to stand with us today,
we must ordain full conclave of all citizens 8451 Orestes. It were right; yet do not be amazed.
and take our counsel. We shall see what element . Swrophius of Phocis, comrade in arms and faithful friend 880

is strong, and plan that it shall keep its virtue still. to_you, is keeping him. He spoke to me of peril

¥
But that which must be healed—we must use medicine, { on two counts; of your danger under Ilium,

or burn, or amputate, with kind intention, take ! and here, of revolution and the clamorous people

all means at hand that might beat down corruption’s pain. 850'[ who might cast down the council—since it lies in men’s
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nature to trample on the fighter already down.

" Such.my-excuse.to-you, and without subterfuge. _

For me: the rippling springs that were my tears have dried
utterly-up, no left one drop_within. I keep

the pain upon my eyes where late at night I wept

over the beacons long ago set for your sake,

untended left forever. In the midst of dreams

the whisper that a gnat’s thin wings could winnow broke

my sleep apart. I thought I saw you suffer wounds

~ more than the time that slept with me could ever hold.

Now all my suffering is past, with griefless heart

1 hail this man, the watchdog of the fold and hall;

the stay that keeps the ship alive; the post to grip
groundward the towering roof; a father’s single child;
land seen by sailors after all their hope was gone;
splendor of daybreak shining from the night of storm;
the running spring a parched wayfarer strays upon.
Oh, it is sweet to escape from all necessity !

Such is my greeting to him, that he well deserves.
Let none bear malife; for the hamﬁ%gbgﬁore
I took, and it was great.

. Now, my beloved one,
step from your chariot; yet let not your foot, my lord,
sacker of Ilium, touch the earth. My maidens there!
Why this delay? Your task has been appointed you,
to strew the ground before his feet with tapestries.
Let there spring up into the house he never hoped
to_see, where Justice leads him in, a-crimson path.

In all things else, my heart’s unsleeping care shall act
with the gods’ aid to set aright what fate ordained.

(Clytaemestra’s handmaidens spread a bright carpet

between the chariot and the door.)
Agamemnon

Daughter of Leda, you who kept my house for me,
there is one way your welcome matched my absence well.

« 32 »
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- You strained it to great length. Yet properly to praise
me thus belongs by right to other lips, not yours.
And all this—do not try in woman’s ways to make
me delicate, nor, as if I were some Asiatic

" bow down to earth and with wide mouth cry out to me,
nor cross my path with jealousy by strewing the ground
with robes. Such state becomes the gods, and none beside.
I'am a mortal, a man; I cannot trample upon
these tinted splendors without fear thrown in my path.

«———T-tell-you, as a man, not-god, to reverence me.

Discordant is the murmur at such treading down
of lovely things; while God’s most lordly gift to man
is decency of mind. Call that man only blest

" who has in sweet tranquillity brought his life to close.

If I could only act as such, my hope is good.

. Agamemnon
- My will is mine. I shall not make it soft for you.

Clytaemestra

-~ -If Priam had won as you have, what would he have done?

‘The people murmur, and their voice is great in strength.
. « 13 »
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Clytaemestra
Yet he who goes unenvied shall not be admired.

Agamemnon

Surely this lust for conflict is not womanlike? 040

Clytaemestra
Yet for the mighty even to give way is grace.

Agamemnon

Does such a victory as this mean so much to you?

C;/ytaemestra
Oh yield! The power is yours. Give way of your free will.

Agamemnon
Since you must have it—here, let someone with all speed
take off these sandals, slaves for my feet to tread upon, 045
And as I crush these garments stained from the rich sea :
let no god’s eyes of hatred strike me from afar.
Great the extravagance, and great the shame I feel
to spoil such treasure and such silver’s worth of webs.

So much for all this. Take this stranger girl within 950@
now, and be kind. The conqueror who uses softly “
his power, is watched from far in the kind eyes of God,

and this slave’s yoke is one no man will wear from choice.

Gift of the host to me, and flower exquisite

from all my many treasures, she attends me here. 955

Now since my will was bent to listen to you in this
my feet crush purple as I pass within the hall.

Clytaemestra

The sea is there, and who shall drain its yield? It breeds
precious as silver, ever of itself renewed,

the purple ooze wherein our garments shall be dipped. 960 i
And by God's grace this house keeps full sufficiency
of all. Poverty is a thing beyond its thought.

I could have vowed to trample many splendors down
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had such decree been ordained from the oracles
those days when all my study was to bring home your life. 965
For when the root lives yet the leaves will come again

to fence the house with shade against the Dog Star’s heat,

and now you have come home to keep your hearth and house

you bring with you the symbol of our winter’s warmth;

but when Zeus ripens the green clusters into wine 970
there shall be coolness in the house upon those days
because the master ranges his own halls once more.

Zeus, Zeus accomplisher,;éci:omplish these my prayers,
Let your mind bring these things to pass. It is your will.

(Agamermnon and Clytacmestra enter the house. Cassandra
remains in the chariot. The Chorus speaks.)

Why must this persistent fear 975
beat its wings so ceasclessly '_mig.}.«:i;"v
and so close against my mantic heart?
Why this strain uhiwahted, unrepaid, thus prophetic?
Nor can valor of good hope 980
seated near the chambered depth
of the spirit cast it out
as dreams of dark fancy; and yet time
has buried in the mounding sand
the sea cables since that day 985
when against Ilium
the army and the ships put to sea.

Yet I have seen with these eyes
Agamemnon home again. o

Still the spirit sings, drawing deep i od Ao T 000
from within this unlyric threnody of the Fury.

Hope is gone utterly,

the sweet strength is far away.

Surely this is not fantasy. 995
Surely it is real, this whirl of drifts

that spin the stricken heart.

Still T pray; may all this
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expectation fade as vanity must share our lustral water, stand with the great throng 352~

intoinfulilment, and not be. 1000 of slaves that flock to the altar of our household god. , i

Yet it is true; the high strength of men Step from this chariot, then, and do not be so prou'd./ '

knows no content with limitation. Sickness And think~they say that long ago Alcmena’s son 1040

chambered beside it beats at the wall between. was sold in bondage and endured the bread of slaves.

Man’s fate that sets a true 100§ But if constraint of fact forces you to such fate,

course yet may strike upon be glad indeed for masters ancient in their wealth.

the blind and sudden reefs of disaster. They who have reaped success beyond their dreams of hope

But if before such time, fear are savage above need and standard toward their slaves. 1045
—-throw overboard-some- precious thing — ©  From us you shall have all you have the right to ask.

of the cargo, with deliberate cast, 1010 Chorus

not all tl‘mc house, }aboring What she has spoken is for you, and clear enough.

with .wc1ght of ruin, shal.l go down, Fenced in these fatal nets wherein you find yourself

nor sink the hull deep within the sea. . you should obey her if you can; perhaps you can not. ., -<*

And great and affluent the gift of Zeus e o

in yield of ploughed acres year on year 1015 Clytaemestra . Y prirtt T

makes void again sick starvatien. ! Ljnll)ess‘ she usrtltcsl speel::h mctl)lmpfehcn’slbllc, ) 1050

But when the black and mortal blood of man 5 e 38 Te swatlowrs song, [ spea

has fallen to the ground before his feet, who then ot . within her understanding, and she must obey.

i horus

can sing spells to call it back again?
Did Zeus not warn us once
when he struck to impotence

Go with her, What she bids is best in circumstance
that rings you now. Obey, and leave this carriage seat.

that one who could in truth charm back the dead men? t Clytaemestra

Had the gods not so ordained , 102§ I have no leisure to stand outside the house and waste 10$$
that fate should stand against fate time on this woman. At the central altarstone

to check any man’s excess, ‘ the flocks are standing, ready for the sacrifice

my heart now would have outrun speech we make to this glad day we never hoped to see.

to break forth the water of its grief. ‘ You: if you are obeying my commands at all, be quick.

But this is so; I murmur deep in darkness 103 But if in ignorance you fail to comprehend, 1060
sore at heart; my hope is gone now ! speak not, but make with your barbarian hand some sign.

ever again to unwind some crucial good . " Chorus

from the flames about my heart. . . .
¥ feart I think this stranger girl needs some interpreter

(Clytaemestra comes out from the house again who understands. She is like some captive animal.

and speaks to Cassandra.) Clytaemestra

Cassandra, you may go within the house as well, 103 No, she is in the passion of her own wild thoughs.
since Zeus in no unkindness has ordained that you ' Leaving her captured city she has come to us To6c
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untrained to take the curb, and-will-net understand
untibher rage and-strength have foamed _gyg?_lpjl‘ogd. '

I shall throw down no more comimands for her contempt.

(Clytaemestra goes back into the house.)
Chorus

I, though, shall not be angry, for I pity her.
Come down, poor creature, leave the empty car. Give way
to compulsion and take up the yoke that shall be yours.

— (Cassandra descends from the chariot and cries out loud.)

Oh shame upon the earth!

Apollo, Apollo!
Chorus

You cry on Loxias in agony? He is not

of those immortals the unhappy supplicate.
Cassandra

Oh shame upon the earth!

Apollo, Apollo!
Chorus

Now once again in bitter voice she calls upon

this god, who hds not part in any lamentation.
Cassandra

Apollo, Apollo!

Lord of the ways, my ruin.

You have undone me once again, and utterly.
Chorus

I 'think she will be prophetic of her own disaster.

Even in the slave’s heart the gift divine lives on.
Cassandra

Apollo, Apollo!

Lord of the ways, my ruin.

Where have you led me now at last? What house is this?

«38”
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‘Chorus

. The house of the Atreidae. If you understand

- not that, I can tell you; and so much at least is true.
'.  Cassandra

No, but a house that God hates, guilty within
~of kindred blood shed, torture of its own,
1979 f - the shambles for men’s butchery, the dripping floor.

Y Chorus
" The stranger is keen scented like some hound upon
£+ the trail of blood that leads her to discovered death.
, ' Cassandra
" 'Behold there the witnesses to my faith,
1, - The small children wail for their own death ‘W')
[ and the flesh roasted that their father fed upon. !
V7 Chidrus
: “ We had been told before of this prophetic fame
. of yours: we want no prophets in this place at all.

" Cassandra

}" . .Ab, for shame, what can she purpose now?

" What is this new and huge

“F . stroke of atrocity she plans within the house

L beat down the beloved beyond hope of healing?
N T ,Rescite 1s far away.

fy Chorus

-~ I can make nothing of these prophecies. The rest
- T'understood; the city is full of the sound of them.

Cassandra
‘So cruel then, that you can do this thing?
The husband of your own bed

to bathe bright with water—how shall I speak the end?
108

- the other
*  hand follows in turn.

v 0

This thing shall be done with speed. The hand gropes now, and
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Chorus

No, I'am lost. After the darkness of her speech

I go bewildered in a mist of prophecies.
Cassandra

No, no, see there! What is that thing that shows?

Is it some net of death?

Or is the trap the woman there, the murderess?

Let now the slakeless fury in the race

rear up to howl aloud over this monstrous death.
Chorus

Upon what deron in the house do you call, to raise

the cry of triumph? All your speech makes dark my hope.

And to the heart below trickles the pale drop
as in the hour of death

timed to our sunset and the mortal radiance.
Ruin is near, and swift.

\"
Latd
A%
st

See there, see there! Keep from his mate the bull.\ -
Caught in the folded web’s

entanglement she pinions him and with the black horn
strikes. And he crumples in the watered bath.

Guile, I tell you, and death there in the caldron wrought;

Chorus

T'am not proud in skill to guess at prophecies,

yet even I can see the evil in this thing.

From divination what_good ever has come to men?
Art, and multiplication of words

drifting through tangled evil bring

terror to them that hear.

Cassandra

Cassandra

Alas, alas for the wretchedness of my ill-starred life.
This pain flooding the song of sorrow is mine alone.
Why have you brought me here in all unhappiness?
Why, why? Except to die with him? What else could be?

w AN
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Chorus
You are possessed of God, mazed at heart
to sing your own death
song, the wild lyric as
in clamor for Itys, Itys over and over again
her long life of tears weeping forever grieves

5 the brown nightingale.
Cassandra

Oh for the nightingale’s pure song and a fate like hers.

and a sweet life gave her and without lamentation.
But mine is the sheer edge of the tearing iron.
T30 Chorus
: Whence come, beat upon beat, driven of God,
vain passions of tears?
Whence your cries, terrified, clashing in horror,
in wrought melody and the singing speech?
t Whence take you the marks to this path of prophecy
112§ and speech of terror?

Cassandra
Oh marriage of Paris, death to the men beloved!
Alas, Scamandrus, water my fathers drank.
There was a time [ too at your springs -
- drank and grew strong. Ah me, o her”
130°  for now beside the deadly rivers, Cocytus
" and Acheron, I must cry out my prophecies.
Chorus
‘ What is this word, too clear, you have uttered now?
A child could understand.
113 And deep within goes the stroke of the dripping fang
as mortal pain at the trebled song of your agony
shivers the heart to hear.

Cassandra

O sacrifices my father made at the wall.

~ With fashion of beating wings the gods clothed her about

O sorrow, sorrow of my city dragged to uttermost death.

1140

I145

1150

1155

1160

116§




« ABSCHYLUS »

Flocks of the pastured sheep slaughtered there.

And no use at all

to save our city from its pain inflicted now.

And I too, with brain ablaze in fever, shall go down.

Chorus

This follows the run of your song.
Is it, in cruel force of weight,
some divinity kneeling upon you brings
_the death song of your passionate suffering? —
I can not see the end.

Cassandra

No longer shall my prophecies like some young girl
new-married glance from under veils, but bright and strong
as winds blow into morning and the sun’s uprise

shall wax along the swell like some great wave, to burst

at last upon the shining of this agony.

Now Iwill-tell.you plainly and from no cryptic speech;
bear me then witness, running at my heels upon

the scent of these old brutal things done long ago.

There is a ch&irutf?\a%%ings as one, that shall not again

leave this house ever; the song thereof breaks harsh with menace.

And drugged to double fury on the wine of men’s

blood shed, there lurks forever here a drunken rout

of ingrown vengeful spirits never to be cast forth.

Hanging above the hall they chant their song of hate

and the old sin; and taking up the strain in turn

spit curses on that'fas Who spoiled his brother’s bed.

Did I go wide, or hit, like a real archer? Am I

some swindling scer who hawks his lies from door to deor?
Upon your oath, bear witness that I know by heart

the legend of ancient wickedness within this heuse.

Chorus

And how could an oath, though cast in rigid honesty,
do any good? And still we stand amazed at you,
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reared in an alien city far beyond the sea,
how can you strike, as if you had been there, the truth,

I
Cassandra
Apollo was the seer who set me to this work.
Chorus '
Struck with some passion for you, and himself a god?
Cassandra
1175- There was a time I blushed to speak about these things.
- Chorus
True; they who prosper take on airs of vanity.
- Cassandra
Yes, then; he wrestled with me, and he breathed delight.
11k Chorys
© Did you come to the getting of children then, as people do?
: Cassandra

I promised that to Loxias, but I broke my word.

IISjéj Chorus
Were you already ecstatic in the skills of God?

- Cassandra
* Yes; even then I read my city’s destinies.

1190 Chorus
So Loxias’ wrath did you no harm? How could that be?

' Cassandra
For this my trespass, none believed me ever again.

1195 Chorus
~ But we do; all that you foretell seems true to us.

Cassandra
But this is evil, see!
Now once again the pain of grim, true prophecy
shivers my whirling brain in a storm of things foreseen.

v AT =

1200

1205

1210

1215




« ABSCHYLUS »

Look there, see what is hovering above the house,

so small and young, imaged as in the shadow of dreams,
like children almost, killed by those most dear to them,
and their hands filled with their own flesh, as food to eat.
I see them holding out the inward parts, the vitals,

oh pitiful, that meat their father tasted of, . . . e
I'tell you: There is one that plots vengeance fot ‘this,

the strengthless lion rolling in his master’s bed,

who keeps, ah me, the house against his lord’s return;
_my lord too, now that I wear the slave’s yoke on my neck.
King of the ships, who tore up Ilium by the roots,

what docs he know of this accursed bitch, who licks

his hand, who fawns on him with lifted ears, who like

a secret death shall strike the coward’s stroke, nor fail?
No, this is daring when the female shall strike down

the male. What can I call her and be right? What beast
of loathing? Viper double-fanged, or Scylla witch

holed in the rocks and bane of men that range the sea;
smoldering mother of death to smoke relentless hate

on those most dear. How she stood up and howled aloud
and unashamed, as at the breaking point of battle,

in feigned gladness for his salvation from the sea!

What does it matter now if men believe or no?

What is to come will come. And soon you too will stand
beside, to murmur in pity that my words were true.

Chorus

Thyestes’ feast upon the flesh of his own children

I understand in terror at the thought, and fear

is on me hearing truth and no tale fabricated.

The rest: T heard it, but wander still far from the course.

Cassandra
I tell you, you shall look on Agamemnon dead.
Chorus
Peace, peace, poor woman; put those bitter lips to sleep.
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Cassandra
Useless; there is no god of healing in this story.

Chorus
Not if it must be; may it somehow fail to come.

. Cassandra

12

Prayers, yes; they do not pray; they plan to strike, and kill. 1250
Chorus

What man is it who moves this beastly.thing to be?

i Cassandra

What man? You did mistake my divination then.

« Chorus

128

It may be; I could not follow through the schemer’s plan.

" Cassandra
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Yet I know Greek; I think I know it far too well.
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And Pythian oracles are Greek, yet hard to read. 1255
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Oh, flame and pain that sweeps me once again! My lord, S
Apollo, King of Light, the pain, aye me, the pain! v
This is the woman-lioness, who goes to bed

with the wolf, when her proud lion ranges far away, A
and she will cut me down; as a wife mixing drugs ‘} 1260
she wills to shred the virtue of my punishment - 7 L

into her bowl of wrath as she makes sharp the blade ~ ~ =~ .#

against her man, death that he brought a mistress homes~. ™"

Why do I wear these mockeries upon my body,

this staff of prophecy, these flowers at my throat? 1265
At least I will spoil you before I die. Out, down,

break, damn you! This for all that you have done to me.

Make someone else, not me, luxurious in disaster. . . .

Lo now, this is Apollo who has stripped me here

of my prophetic robes. He watched me all the time 1270
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wearing this glory, mocked of all, my dearest ones
who hated me with all their hearts, so vain, so wrong;
called like some gyps<ns1:XMLFault xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat"><ns1:faultstring xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat">java.lang.OutOfMemoryError: Java heap space</ns1:faultstring></ns1:XMLFault>