



Aeschylus: The Oresteia
Cast 

WATCHMAN

CHORUS, Argive elders

CLYTEMNESTRA, Queen of Argos, later wife of AIGISTHUS
HERALD

AGAMEMNON, King of Argos

CASSANDRA, Captured daughter of Priam, King of Troy

AIGISTHUS, cousin of Agamemnon

ORESTES, son of AGAMEMNON and CLYTEMNESTRA

PYLADES, his friend

ELECTRA, his sister

CHORUS, foreign female slaves

SERVANT, doorkeeper

AIGISTHUS, King of Argos

ATTENDANT to AIGISTHUS
PYTHIAN PROPHETESS

APOLLO

GHOST OF CLYTEMNESTRA

CHORUS OF FURIES

ATHENA

A GROUP OF JURORS (non-speaking)

FEMALE EXTRAS for final procession

Other silent attendants

WATCHMAN on the roof of AGAMEMNON’s palace at Argos, keeping watch for a signal to indicate the Greeks have conquered Troy and that AGAMEMNON will be returning victorious.





WATCHMAN

Like a dog, I watch and sleep on this roof

that tops the house of the sons of Atreus.

And still I look for that shining signal,

a blaze that tells us of the fall of Troy:

this hope obsesses Queen Clytemnestra,
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whose heart’s a woman’s, but her plans like a man’s. 

I weep for all the troubles of this house,

once nobly ruled, but nobly so no longer.

I pray now for release from toil and may

the fire of good news blaze in the darkness.
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He sees the torch signal for which he has been waiting. 

I see it! At last I see it! 

Greetings, brilliant light that turns night into day!

Now I’ll tell Agamemnon’s wife, my queen,

to rise from her bed and shout in excitement

for the good news this bright torch announces,

if it is true that Troy has been taken,

as this light suggests. 

WATCHMAN exits. CHORUS of elders of Argos enter.





CHORUS

Ten years that Priam’s
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Great adversary, Lord Menelaus,

With Agamemnon,

Both rulers and sons of Atreus,

Wielding power that comes from Zeus,

Launched the Greek fleet

Of a thousand ships 

From this land,

To fight for their cause.

They cry war, a great heart-felt shriek.
The gods send a Fury to punish crime:

Slowly but surely the wrongdoer pays.

Mighty Zeus, protector of both host and guest,
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Has sent the sons of Atreus

Against Paris, son of Priam.

For the sake of a promiscuous woman,

Many men, both Greek and Trojan,

Will struggle and weary their limbs,

Fall on their knees in the dust 

And break their spears, 

In battles before the sacrifice.

Fate will be fulfilled:

But what does Queen Clytemnestra,

Daughter of Tyndareus, want?

What is her news?

What has she learned

That persuades her to send messengers 

And order sacrifices?

Torches blaze all over the city

And send their light to heaven.

What rules the house is crafty and powerful,

A wrath born of old, that never forgets 

The murder of children. 

Sing sorrow, sing sorrow, but may the good triumph.

Zeus, who showed man the path of knowledge,

Decreed he must learn through suffering;

He drips the pain of remembered sorrow





Into the hearts of sleepless men,
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And even the unwilling gain understanding.

This is the violent grace of the gods,

Who sit on high like helmsmen, 

Guiding the course of man.

When the host of the Achaeans

Were burdened 

With stomach-gnawing delay,

Held in the port of Aulis,
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Where the seas surge back and forth.

Winds came from the Strymon,

Bringing evil delay, starvation for the men,

Disaster for the anchored ships. 

Men wandered aimlessly; 

Further prolonging their stay at Aulis;

This withered the bloom of the Argive youth. 

When the prophet shrilly proposed a grim remedy

To check this cruel storm,
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He blamed Artemis.

The sons of Atreus suffered most.
Then Agamemnon spoke:
‘Dire it is if I do not obey,

But dire if

I sacrifice my child, Iphigenia, glory of my home,

Defiling the altar with virgin slaughter,

Streams of blood, shed by her father’s hands.
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Which choice does not bring evil?

How can I abandon my ships

And lose my allies?

It is right for them to long

For a sacrifice of maiden’s blood

To still the winds, passion drunk on passion.

May it all turn out well’. 

But once he had put on necessity’s yoke, 

The winds of his heart veered towards evil,

Unholy, wicked, and from that moment,
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He began to think the most ruthless thoughts.

Pitiless delusion, source of evil,

Makes a man bold.
So he decided to sacrifice his daughter,

The ritual fee paid in advance for his fleet

To sail to Troy to avenge an abducted woman.

Iphigenia’s prayers, her cries to her father,

And her young life counted for nothing

In the eyes of the chieftains mad for war.
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She knelt at the hem of her father’s robes 

Imploring him with all her heart,

But after a prayer, he ordered his servants

To lift her up like a goat, face-downwards,

So her neck’s blood would fall directly on the altar.

They gagged her lovely mouth

So no curse of ill omen might fall on the house.

Violence and a bridle stopped her cries.

Her saffron robe flowed downwards;
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She shot piteous glances 

Towards those who sacrificed her;

She wanted to speak to those she knew,
With pure maiden’s voice. 
Justice held the scales that determined

That some will learn through suffering;
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You will know the future when it comes.

Rejoice in it, or mourn, 

it makes no difference.

Enter CLYTEMNESTRA




CLYTEMNESTRA

As the saying goes, ‘May mother night give birth

to good news along with the new day’s dawn’;

what you’ll hear will delight you beyond hope:

The city of Priam fell to the Argives.

Troy fell to the Greeks.
Yes, your eyes show me how pleased you are.

This very day, Troy is in the hands of Greeks.
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I think you would hear discordant cries in the city;

You can hear the voices of fortune:

Both those of winners and of those who lost.

The losers fall upon bodies of husbands,

of brothers, fathers, children on their aged fathers,

crying out their pain over lost loved ones,

deep moans from throats that are no longer free. 

There’s work for the winners after the battle; 
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starved, they wander at night in search of food. 

   

Whatever the city has, nothing sure;

randomly they pursue what chance offers.

They need a safe homecoming to complete

the second half of the race they have run.

I pray no new harm may happen to us.

May it only be good that wins in the end

for I still have so much left to enjoy. 
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CHORUS

You speak wise words worthy, in fact, of a wise man!

Exit CLYTEMNESTRA
O Zeus our master, and beloved night, who

Possesses beauty in her sparkling glory,

You threw a close-spun net 

Over the towers of Troy

So neither young nor old could escape

The great net of slavery
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And retribution that conquers all. 

I honor mighty Zeus, protector of host and guest,

For it is he who brought this on Paris.

For a long time now he has stretched his bow

So that his arrow would not miss its mark,

Either falling before its target or soaring up to the stars.

Now this stroke from Zeus will be legend,

For it is easy to see.

He has done what he promised. Some said

That the gods did not deign to punish men
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When they trampled on fair honor

That should not be violated.

This man has no reverence for the gods.

For daring what should not be dared,

Retribution falls on the heads of the descendants

Of those who are proud beyond what is right,

And whose houses overflow with possessions, 

In excess of what is best. 

May I know my limits, so that the gods

Keep me free from harm.








Paris came to the house of Menelaus;

He shamed his host’s table

By kidnapping his wife. 

As Helen’s dowry she brought destruction on Troy:

She left her compatriots the clashing of shields,

Raising of armies, 

An outfitting of boats. 

The abandoned house is filled

With tears of grief.

Sorrows are here, yet there are those far worse:

For in every home that a man left

When he set out from Greece,

A woman is left weeping.






430

There is much here that cuts to the heart.

Familiar faces were

The men who went to Troy,

But instead of men,

Urns come home filled with ashes.

Ares sends home ashes 

From bodies burnt at Troy,
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Ashes instead of men,

Much wept dust

That a single urn can easily contain.

They mourn the men and sing their praises:

One was skilled at fighting,

Another died nobly in the midst of battle,

‘For the sake of another man’s wife.’

This is what they murmur quietly;

Along with the pain there is resentment
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Against the sons of Atreus ‘who fight for justice.’

When the people are angry, 

Their curses demand retribution.

I am terrified, but wait to hear,

What is yet shrouded in darkness.
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The gods are well aware of mass murderers.

The dark furies in time

Topple the man 

Who unjustly wins his fortune;

They grind his life away,

And thrust him into obscurity.

An unknown man has no resource,

But much fame brings a heavy consequence:

Zeus sees and sends his thunderbolt.
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Enter HERALD

HERALD

Io land of my fathers, this Argive earth,

I’ve come home to you in this tenth year’s light;

many hopes dashed, but this one fulfilled.

I never expected I would die at home,

to be buried in my beloved Argive soil.

Divine heroes, who sped our men on their way,

welcome your army that the spear has spared. 

Gods that face the sun with your shining eyes,





kindly receive our king after all these years. 
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Lord Agamemnon has now returned home

bringing welcome light to you and to all.

Give him the warm greeting that he deserves

for uprooting Troy with Zeus’s spade

that delivered justice and leveled their land:

no more the altars and shrines of the gods

and the seed in all their ground is destroyed. 

Throwing such a yoke around Troy’s neck,

the fortunate elder son of Atreus 




        530

returns, a man of all men living 

most worthy of honor. 




CHORUS

Rejoice, you are home safe now!




HERALD

Yes! Now I can die if that’s the gods’ wish.




CHORUS

Is your love so strong for your native land?
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HERALD

So you see the tears of joy in my eyes. 

Enter CLYTEMNESTRA, who stands silently listening




HERALD

In the end what was done was good! Some 

might say that part turned out well, but the rest

they might fault. Yet what life, except the gods’,

is completely free from sorrow? 
The trouble is over.

Over it is: the dead will never have 

a care again, but for us who are left

from the Argive army, there is more gain,

which no sorrow will ever outweigh.

What good is there in counting the dead,
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and make the living relive their pain again?

It’s right to boast in the light of the sun

of our fame that flies over land and sea:

‘The Argive fleet after taking Troy,

dedicates these spoils, glory from olden times, 

to the gods in the shrines all over Greece.’

Those who hear this must praise our city
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and its leaders; the grace of God that achieved

these things shall be praised.




CHORUS

Tell us how the anger of the gods brought 

the storm on our fleet, and how did it end?

And Menelaus?





HERALD

When a messenger reaches a thriving city 

to bring the message that the army’s safe, 

how shall good news be mixed with the bad, 

to tell of storms sent by the wrath of god?

Fire and water, formerly enemies,
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made a pact; as proof of it they destroyed

the unfortunate army of the Greeks.

At night, the damage came from stormy waves:

Thracian winds smashed ship against ship,

ramming each other with force, spun about 

by the storm, fierce winds, beaten by the rain,

ships vanished from sight, lost by a bad shepherd.

When the shining light of the sun arose,

we saw the Aegean sea flower with corpses

of Greek men and the wreckage of ships. 
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Some god, no man, took our tiller, and saved

our ship, along with its hull, either by 

a clever trick or some successful prayer.

Gracious fortune took our ship in tow,

So that we would not be swamped at anchor,

Or smashed either on shoal or rocky shore.

Then, after escaping death at sea,

in bright daylight, we could not believe our luck;

we shepherded our thoughts on the new suffering

of the army’s struggles, with ships all smashed.
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And now, if any of them still is alive,

they’ll surely speak of us as dead, won’t they?

And so we also believe the same of them. 

May it turn out for the best! Think first and 

foremost that Menelaus will come back. 

If some ray of sunshine still finds him

alive and seeing the light, by some grace

of a god not yet willing to destroy his house,

then there is hope that he will return home.

All that you have heard, know it is the truth.
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Enter CLYTEMNESTRA, recognizing the HERALD from the army.




CLYTEMNESTRA

To best speed the return of my honored 

husband, and his welcome home—for what light

is sweeter for a wife to see than her

husband back safe from war by god’s will?

—tell him this:

I pray my darling come soon to his city

and let him find his faithful wife at home,

just as he left her, a watchdog for his house, 

loyal to him and hostile to his enemies;

the same in every way, all his goods

safe with no seal broken in all this time. 
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I know no pleasure from another man, 

nor gossip.
Exit HERALD and CLYTEMNESTRA.




CHORUS

Who could have named her so appropriately,

Helen from Hell?

Some unseen being,

Who with knowledge 

Of the future

Chose the right name?

Helen, bride of the spear

For whom men fight? Well-named Helen,

Destroyer of men and cities,

I could say that at first 

There came to Troy

A mood of windless calm;
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A luxurious ornament of wealth;

A gentle dart flashed from the eyes;

Love’s fierce flower that feeds on the heart.

But then the Erinys that makes brides weep,

Bringer of evil to the house and all within, 

Was sent by Zeus lord of hosts;

It swooped down on the sons of Priam,

Turned the marriage from its course,

And brought it to its bitter end. 

There’s an old saying, 









That from a family’s good fortune

There is born insatiable misery. 

I think differently from others:

An evil deed gives birth to more evil

That resembles its parent;
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For the fate of a house that walks in justice,

Is always the fair child of what went before. 

Old Arrogance usually gives birth

To young Arrogance, 

Nurtured by men’s evil;

Sooner or later, 

When the appointed day for birth arrives,

She brings forth a relentless, irresistible demon:

Unholy Audacity 

That delivers black destruction on the house,
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like the evil that engendered it.

But Justice shines even

In smoke-filled houses,

And honors a life of virtue.

She turns her eyes away from 

Gold-studded halls, but looks 

Towards the pious home.

She scorns the power of wealth,

Which flattery falsely exaggerates,
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And guides all things to their proper end.

Enter AGAMEMNON in a chariot, with CASSANDRA at his side.

Welcome King, destroyer of Troy, son of Atreus!

Many pretend they are honorable,

Whereas in fact they violate justice.

Everyone is ready to pretend

They sympathize with the unfortunate;
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But the sting of pain never reaches their heart. 

Or they make a show of sharing joy, 

While they force their unlaughing faces into a smile.

Whoever is a good shepherd and knows his flock,

Cannot mistake the eyes of a man

Who seems to be wishing him well,

But who, in fact, flatters him with watery friendship. 

I won’t try to hide that when you set out

With your army for Helen’s sake,
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The picture I drew of you was an ugly one:

You weren’t in your right senses,

When by a sacrifice, 

You restored courage to dying men.

But now I say with warm sincerity that

Work well done gladdens the heart. 

You will learn in time who of your citizens

That stayed behind worked justly on behalf

Of the city, and which of them went too far.
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Reenter CLYTEMNESTRA.



AGAMEMNON

First it is right that I greet Argos and 

the gods of the country, who had a share

in my return and delivering justice 

on the city of Priam. The gods heard

the silent pleas of both sides;
Smoke still hovers over the captured city;

The storm clouds of destruction live, while ash, 

dies, floating on breezes that reek with wealth.
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For this we must honor the gods with most 

vigilant thanks, since we have avenged a

violent rape: on account of a woman,

the Argive beast ground their city to dust.
This savage lion soared over the wall

and drank its fill of the blood of kings.

This much I have said for the sake of the gods,

but I’ve heard and remember what you said,
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and in me you have someone on your side.

Only a few men are inclined to honor
a successful friend without begrudging him.

The poison of envy obsesses the heart,

doubling pain for him who suffers the disease:

he is weighed down by his own troubles and

moans when he sees another’s happiness.

I speak from experience, and I know well

civility’s mirror, ghost of a shadow,

from those who pretend that they are your best friends.
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For the rest, now we’ll consult together,

assembling before the city and the gods.

For what is good, we must make certain plans

to ensure it continue to be good. 

But where I sense a need for remedy,

we shall try to cauterize the infection 

or sensibly use a knife to cut it out.
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Now I shall go into my house and hearth.

first to thank the gods, who dispatched me

and brought me back safely. Now that Victory

is my companion, I pray that she so remains.





CLYTEMNESTRA

Citizens,

I feel no shame declaring in your presence

my wifely affection for my husband;

I, without prompting could speak of my distress

while my lord and master camped below Troy’s walls.
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To begin with a woman, without her man,

sits solitary at home, desolate and forlorn,

a constant prey to ever-shrouding rumor.

messenger follows messenger, harbingers

of disaster, each tale worse than the last,

and liberally broadcast throughout the house.

My man, had he suffered a half the wounds 

claimed by reports that flooded through my gate,

was more full of holes than a fisher’s net.

Such gossip, often malicious, did I face

that my women more than once were forced

to free from my neck the noose I’d placed it in.

The reason for the absence of our son,

Orestes, emblem of our shared good faith.

It was right he should leave; nothing strange in that.

Strophius, our friend and ally from Phocis, 
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looks after him and kept me well informed 

of trouble on two fronts; dangers you faced at Troy

and rabble-rousers threatening the Council:

men cannot resist trampling on the weak.
As for me, no tears; the well of my eyes 

has run dry, drained by night-long weeping,

in longing for the dormant beacon-fire.
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The buzzing of a gnat was all it took

to wake me from foreboding dreams, more dire,

more protracted than a slumber could compass.

Now, my mind set free from such anxiety,

so much have I endured, I would address

my lord and master as guardian of the flock,

From so much suffering, let no one hold a grudge. 

Now, I beseech you, my beloved husband,

descend from your chariot, Sacker of Troy, 

but do not allow your foot to touch the ground.

Slaves, what are you waiting for? I told you

to spread this tapestry-carpet in his path.

Quickly, let his journey home be strewn with scarlet,
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a greeting from Justice unexpected.

As for the rest, I’ve thought about nothing else 

through many a wakeful hour. God’s will be done.





AGAMEMNON

Daughter of Leda, defender of this house,

your welcome speech has been like my absence –

lengthy! Such a tribute, if merited at all,

would be better coming from someone different.

And anyway, I have no taste for indulgence

of a womanly kind. Groveling may be fit

for barbarians but not for me,

with enviable drapery spread across my path. 
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I fear a red carpet for a mortal.

Acclaim me, not as a god but as a man.

Rugs and mats may win you reputation,

but respect for heaven is our greatest gift.

Never call a man happy until he dies happy;

That’s all that I could ask for.
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CLYTEMNESTRA

Grant me this.





AGAMEMNON

Very well, if this is what you want. Let someone

remove the  boots which, slave-like, serve my feet.

(A slave does so.)

And as I tread upon this crimson cloth, 

may no evil eye strike me from afar.

It still seems improper, defiling with my feet

the household’s precious, costly handiwork.

 But, so be it. 
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(He indicates CASSANDRA.)

That foreign woman there, treat her with respect.

God pays heed to a considerate master.

No one submits to slavery’s yoke by choice.

She’s a gift from the army, to stay with me, a flower,

The best they had to offer. She’s valuable.
Now, I’ll walk to my palace along this scarlet path.

CLYTEMNESTRA

Now you have come back to your house and hearth,

a return to summer after winter’s blast.

And when Zeus ripens sour grapes to wine,
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a cool breeze welcomes the master home.

(Watched by CLYTEMNESTRA, AGAMEMNON exits into the palace.)

Zeus, god of fulfillment, answer all my prayers

and whatever is your intent, now bring it to pass.

CLYTEMNESTRA follows AGAMEMNON inside

CHORUS

Why does this fear flutter endlessly,
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Lingering near my prophetic heart? 

A song unbidden, uncommissioned,

Hints at the future.

No trusty confidence

Sits on the throne of my mind,

To allow me to spit this out
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Like some dream impenetrable.

Time has moved on

Since cables were hurled

On sandy shores,

When the army’s fleet sped against Ilium. 

My eyes can see that he’s returned;

I myself am a witness.

Nevertheless, my heart instinctively

Chants the dirge of the Erinys, 

A despairing song, utterly without 
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Hope that instills confidence.

My guts don’t lie to me.

My heart, nestling close to a mind fixed on justice,

Swirls in a whirlpool

That will reach its appointed end.

I pray these premonitions vanish,

And do not reach fulfillment. 
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But once a man dies

And his black blood falls to the ground,
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Who can chant it back?

If one fate appointed from the gods

Did not prevent another fate

From going further than it should, 

My heart would outrace my tongue

In pouring out my feelings;

Now it whispers in the darkness,
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Filled with pain and without any hope

Of ever bringing a timely end

To what burns my heart. 

Enter CLYTEMNESTRA





CLYTEMNESTRA

You go within the house, Cassandra, yes,

since Zeus, in his kindness,

has ordained that you share the offering bowl,

and stand near the altar with our many slaves.

Come down from your chariot now and don’t be proud.

For they say that even Heracles was
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once forced to eat the bread of slavery.

If necessity forces you into this fate

be happy your masters come from old wealth, 

for the newly rich are cruel to slaves;

getting more than they hoped, they go too far. 

You will have from us just what you deserve.





CHORUS

She has spoken to you clearly enough. 

Since you are caught in this net of fate,

obey if you can, but perhaps you won’t. 





CLYTEMNESTRA

Unless she sings as a swallow does,
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or speaks in some unknown barbaric tongue,

she understood what I said and must obey. 





CHORUS

Go with her; she speaks best, as things are now.

Obey: get down from your chariot seat.





CLYTEMNESTRA

I have no more time to waste here outside.

The cattle stand around our hearth’s stone

ready for slaughter and sacrifice:

a gracious gift I never believed I’d have. 

To CASSANDRA 
If you want to take part in any of this,

Waste no more time; but if you don’t understand,
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at least make some gesture with your hand. 





CHORUS

It seems she needs someone to interpret.

She is like a wild beast that has just been trapped. 





CLYTEMNESTRA

She is mad and acts on insane impulses.

She’s just left her newly conquered city,

And does not know how to bear the harness:

She’ll learn when the bridle bloodies her mouth.

I’ve no more time to suffer her contempt.

Exit CLYTEMNESTRA





CHORUS

I pity you. 

Come poor girl and leave your chariot.
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Yield to necessity, and wear your new yoke. 





CASSANDRA

Apollo! Apollo!





CHORUS

Why this mournful cry for Apollo?

He’s not one for mourning. 




CASSANDRA

Apollo! Apollo!





CHORUS

Again that mournful note to call on this god,

Who is no patron for those who weep. 





CASSANDRA

Apollo! Apollo!
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God of the road, my Apollo!

You have destroyed me, not once, but twice!





CHORUS

Prophecies on her own suffering. In slavery,

she retains her divine gift of second sight.





CASSANDRA

Apollo! Apollo!










God of the road, my Apollo!

Where have you led me? To what house? 





CHORUS

To the house of Atreus. 

CASSANDRA

Ah! Ah!

A house that hates the gods; it knows guilty secrets
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Of kin killing kin, slaughter of men

And floors that are stained with blood.

CHORUS

The stranger’s keen-scented, just like a hound,

and I think she will find the blood she seeks.





CASSANDRA

I believe these witnesses:

Children crying over their own slaughter,

The roasted flesh that their father ate.





CHORUS

We knew about your prophetic fame,

but we have no need of seers here. 

CASSANDRA

Oh, woe, what is she plotting now?





1100

What new sorrow is this?

She is devising great evil for the house,

Unbearable for the beloved, impossible to heal,

And rescue is far away.





CHORUS

I can’t follow these prophecies. 





CASSANDRA

Oh cruel woman, how can you do this?

Your husband, with whom you share the bed,

After you wash him in the bath—how can I go on?

It will be quick. One hand reaches out;
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the other follows.





CHORUS

I don’t understand the dark 

prophecies that underlie these riddles.





CASSANDRA

What do I see now?

The net from Hell?

The snare that shares his bed, that shares the guilt

Of murder. May those whom this family can never satisfy,

Shout for joy over this sacrifice, 

A crime that calls for vengeance. 





CHORUS

What fury have you summoned to the house

To raise a shout of triumph?

Thin blood flows to my heart, like a man speared,

Along with the last rays of his setting life,

When death comes quickly.





CASSANDRA

Ah! Ah! Look! Look! Save the bull from the cow!

She has caught him 

In her black-horned trap

As she strikes!

Falling…bath…

Cauldron….ambush…..





CHORUS

What she says is frightening.

What prophecy inspired by a god is 

Ever good for mortals? Rooted

In evil is the wordy craft of the soothsayer.

His message is one that instills fear.





CASSANDRA

Io! Io! What a miserable fate for me to suffer!

I weep for the bitter sorrow I must drink.

Why have you brought me here in my misery,

Unless it is for me to die with him? Why else?





CHORUS

Some god drove you mad, 
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So you sing a tuneless tune about yourself.


Like a nightingale and her endless trills of sorrow

Crying from her suffering heart,

So you mourn for your double-edged misery.





CASSANDRA

Io the pain, the pain of a city completely destroyed!

Io how my father sacrificed before the walls,

Killing countless cattle that grazed in those fields!

But there was no cure
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For a city destined to suffer;

No cure for me, mind afire, soon to strike the ground.

CHORUS

Your words before accord with what you say now.

What malevolent god falls so heavily on you,

And makes you sing sorrowful laments that chant death?

And no end is in sight. 





CASSANDRA

No longer will my prophecy peek from

behind a veil like some newly-wed bride,

but a bright clear wind will rush towards sunrise,
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like a wave; a woe far greater than what has 

gone before will crash headlong into dawn. 

I shall now end my speaking in riddles. 

You are my witness, running beside me,

sniffing the scent of sins done long ago.  
There’s a chorus that never leaves this roof;

its song is tuneless, for it sings of evil. 

It grows bolder, for it has drunk human blood;

it revels in the house, and cannot be sent away:

here are Furies, now part of the family. 
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As they sit in the house, they sing of death,

a story that began long ago; each 

in turn spits on the cursed bed of a brother 

who violated it.
I know the old stories of this house’s crimes. 





CHORUS

I marvel at this,

Raised far over the ocean, you speak the truth  
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Of this city, just as if you had been here. 





CASSANDRA

Iou! Iou! Oh, oh terrible!

Once again the fierce pain of prophecy

whirls me about, pain of a dire vision.

Do you see shapes floating above the house 

like those we see in dreams? Young children,

slain it seems by those who should have loved them.

In their hands they hold the meat of their own flesh;
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I see them cradling their own entrails and guts,

pitiful pieces that their father tasted. 

I say there is one who plots their revenge,

a skulking lion roaming in the bedroom,

cruel, watching for the return of my master,

for now I must be yoked in his service.

The commander of the ships, Troy’s conqueror,

does not know the kind of tongue that hateful bitch

uses to speak her sweet words with gentle tone,

the better to craft destruction in secret.
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Such is her boldness: the female murders

the male. What can I call this murderous beast?

A supple serpent, or a sea monster

that lives in cliffs and eats sailors; how she

cries out in joy as when the battle seems won;

she seems to rejoice in his safe return home.

Even if I don’t convince you, it will still

be the same. How not? The future will come.
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Soon in pity, you will say I said the truth.





CHORUS

Thyestes’ feasting on his children’s flesh

I know about and I shudder; fear overcomes me

as I hear the truth, not simply conjecture.

But as for the rest, I fall and lose my path. 





CASSANDRA

I say you’ll see the death of Agamemnon. 





CHORUS

Hold your tongue, poor woman, keep your mouth shut.





CASSANDRA

There is no healer to cure him from my words.





CHORUS

Not if it will be, but I pray it be not so. 





CASSANDRA

You say prayers, but the others are busy killing. 
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CHORUS

Who is the man responsible for this crime? 

CASSANDRA

You do not understand what I’ve been saying.





CHORUS

I don’t understand how it can be done. 





CASSANDRA

There’s nothing wrong, though, with my Greek.





CHORUS

But hard to interpret, like an oracle’s.

CASSANDRA

Such fire! It comes over me!

Apollo, wolf-god! 
She will kill me, in my misery. In the cup
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she also mixes some poison for me.

While sharpening the sword for him, she boasts

she will pay him back for bringing me home.

when I’m struck, my hot blood will make it flow red,

but the gods will avenge our sacrifice.

Another will come to be our nemesis:







mother-slaying son, father’s avenger.

A wandering exile, fled from his land,

will return to cap this destruction for kin.

The gods swore a great oath that the crushing blow



which laid his father low will bring the exile back.

Why do I weep so much, and cry out like this?





For once I saw the city of Troy suffer 

what it suffered, and they who took the city

repaid in kind by the verdict of the gods.

I’ll go and make a start; I accept my death.
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I say these gates are the gates of Hades,

I pray that the stroke be sure, so I die

an easy death, that my blood flow straight out,

and without a struggle I close my eyes.





CHORUS

But if you know you’ll die, why willingly

approach the altar like a beast to slaughter? 





CASSANDRA

Friends, there is no more time left to escape.





CHORUS

But the last hours of life are the most precious. 
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CASSANDRA

This is the day; escape means little to me. 

I weep for you father, and your noble children.

Cassandra starts to walk towards the palace, but turns around.





CHORUS

What is it? What fear makes you turn back?

What now? Does some thought repel you?





CASSANDRA

The house stinks of blood-dripping slaughter;
it reeks like the stench from a tomb. 

My death will cause a woman to die for me,

a woman, and a man for a man, who was 

unfortunate in choosing the wife he did. 


I, about to die, grant you my vision.
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CHORUS

Poor girl, I pity the death you prophesy!





CASSANDRA

I pray by my last light of day,

that my avengers pay back my enemies

with death in return for my death,

the insignificant passing of a slave.

Oh the struggles of men! If successful,

their life’s just a shadow play, but if they fail( 

this I pity far more than the other(
one wipe of a wet sponge erases the sketch.            


1330

CASSANDRA goes into the house.




CHORUS

The blessed gods allowed this man

To capture the city of Priam,

And he returned home honored by the gods.

After hearing that he must die

To pay for earlier bloodshed,

And his own death determines that others 

Must die to pay their debt in turn,
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Who can boast a life entirely free from harm?

AGAMEMNON, from inside
Ah! I’m stabbed. I’m dying.




CHORUS

Quiet! What cries that we hear? 




AGAMEMNON

Ah! I am struck again.

Enter CLYTEMNESTRA, emerging from the palace, with bloody hands. The bodies of AGAMEMNON, covered by a net, and of CASSANDRA are pushed out on a platform. 

CLYTEMNESTRA

I said much before to suit the occasion,

now I’ve no shame in saying the opposite. 

If one must harm an enemy seeming 

to be a friend, shouldn’t one construct a net

tight enough so that there is no escape?

My struggle born of ancient bitterness

has lasted many years and taken thought.

Finally the time was right for action. 

I struck; it is done; and now here I stand. 

I coiled around him a huge robe,
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like a net used to catch fish;






a rich and deadly cloak. 




 

I struck—he screamed,




his legs collapsed beneath him.





When he was down, I struck again, 



my special tribute to Zeus of the underworld,



of the underworld, the keeper of corpses. 

He fell and breathed his life away quickly.

A sharp spray of blood spurt out; a dark shower

of crimson dew hit me, and I was happy,
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like the crop rejoicing in Spring’s god-given 

rain, the glory of the bud about to birth. 

That is where we stand now, old men of Argos,

Rejoice, if that’s your pleasure. I’m ecstatic!

If t’were right to pour offerings over the corpse,

nothing would be more suitable than this blood.

What a cauldron of accursed crimes did he fill

For the house, and himself returned to drink. 





CHORUS

I marvel that you

can say such words over your dead husband.
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    CLYTEMNESTRA

You’re judging me like some foolish woman.

I have no fear when I tell you about this.

Whether you want to praise or blame me,

it’s all the same: here is Agamemnon,  

my husband and a corpse, the work of

my right hand that acted justly.




CHORUS

What poisonous drug from the earth or from the sea, 

Have you drunk or tasted to persuade you to commit 

This murder that you call sacrifice? 

And the people’s curses? 

Do you shrug them off, while you hack away! 
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You will be exiled, weighed down with the people’s hate.


  CLYTEMNESTRA


Now you condemn me to go into exile

laden with the people’s hate and curses,

but nothing like that for my husband! No!

With impunity he could slaughter my child,

whom I bore in pain, but most beloved to me.

He killed her just like a beast from a well-stocked

flock, to charm away the Thracian winds.

Shouldn’t you have exiled him from this land

to punish his filthy crime? But in my case,
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you are a harsh judge. Go ahead! Threaten me!

But if you are prepared to meet me fairly

And win, then I’ll yield. But if god decides

in my favor, then you will learn, albeit late, 

to judge more soundly, with moderation. 




CHORUS

You have lofty ideas,

But you speak arrogantly.

These bloody deeds have driven you mad,

For all to see in your bloodshot eyes. 

In return, isolated from any friends,

You will be repaid blow for blow.
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    CLYTEMNESTRA

Now hear my oaths that are holy and right:

By Justice enacted for my child’s sake;

by Doom and Vengeance, for whom I slew him, 

I do not expect fear to walk these halls

as long as Aigisthus kindles fire at 

my hearth(he was the first to be loyal to me,

no small shield to give me confidence.

The man who outraged me lies here, that

delight of every golden girl at Troy,

alongside him his spear-won soothsayer and
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sexmate, this prophetess and trusty plaything,

whom they tell me also rubbed against

the sailor’s benches. The honor they deserved

they have: he, as you see him, lying there,

she singing her final death dirge by the side

of her beloved; he brought her back 

to share my bed, now she shares my pleasure. 




CHORUS

I pray that fate bring us a sleep that never ends,

And let it come swiftly, without pain,

No drawn-out illness,
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Now that my master is dead

That most caring of protectors.

He suffered much for the sake of one woman,

And another woman killed him. 





CLYTEMNESTRA

Do not pray for death 

To rid yourself of suffering,

Nor turn your anger on Helen, 

As a mankiller, one woman, 

Who you say destroyed so many Greek lives

and caused pain that can never be healed. 





CHORUS

Grim Demon that fell on these homes,

And the two sons of Tantalus; 

Like some carrion crow,
She stands over the body,

Gloating as she sings a discordant song of evil.





CLYTEMNESTRA

Now you are speaking the truth

When you mention the evil Demon

Who thrice has filled himself on the flesh of this family.

Once tasted, a blood-licking lust

Settled in its belly; before the old wound has healed,

New pus flows. 
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CHORUS

You speak of a great demon,

That bears a mighty wrath,

Alas! A tale of evil destruction

That never can be satisfied.

Ah! All comes from Zeus,

The cause of all, the almighty creator.

For what is ordained for man without Zeus?

What is not due to God’s power? 

Alas! My king, my king,

How shall I weep for you? 
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What ever can be said from a heart that loves?

You lie in this spider’s web,

Breathing out your life in this unholy death. 

Forced into this ignoble bed,

Tricked into death, felled

By a double-edged axe that your wife’s hand swung. 

CLYTEMNESTRA

You are claiming that I, Agamemnon’s wife,

Am guilty of this murder. 

Instead this ancient fierce demon 

Has possessed this dead man’s wife,
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And slays him, to pay back 

Atreus for his cruel feast:

A grown man to pay for children.






CHORUS

No one would say you are

Innocent of this murder.

CLYTEMNESTRA

I do not think

His death shameful.

Did he not use trickery to destroy our house?

Killing Iphigenia, our child, whom I raised

And deeply mourned?

He treated her shamefully,

So shamefully he paid.

He cannot boast in Hades, except that

He killed by the sword, and 

So by the sword he died.





CHORUS

I am at a loss, 
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The house is falling round us; where can I turn?

The shower becomes a deluge and I fear

The bloody storm of rain that pelts our house.

Fate sharpens justice on another whetstone 

For further ruin.

Io earth, earth! I wish you had taken me

Before I saw him laid low

In a bath with silver walls.
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Who will bury him? 

Who will mourn for him?

Will you who slew your husband dare to do this?
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CLYTEMNESTRA

It’s not your place to speak 

Of a ceremony for him.

I brought him down; I killed him; and I shall bury him.

There will be no mourning for him in this house.

But Iphigenia, our daughter(as is right(
Will graciously greet him

At the swift-moving 

Ferry of tears.

Throwing her arms about him, she will kiss him.





CHORUS

It is difficult to judge who is right:

He who took has been taken, and the killer killed.

This law stands firm as Zeus decreed

‘Action reaps its own reward’, and that is right. 

Who will rid the house of this family curse?

This family is harnessed to destruction.





CLYTEMNESTRA

You have come to the truth at last. 

However, I want to swear an oath

To this demon that plagues this house of Tantalus:

I want the curse to end with me, 

difficult though it is for me to bear.
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From this time on, may it inflict

Kin-killing crimes on some other family.

Even if I have only a slight share of wealth,

I shall be content, if I have thrust out this 

Madness of mutual murder from our halls. 

(Enter AIGISTHUS with soldiers)





AIGISTHUS
Justice at last! I greet this blessed day.

The time has come that gods look down from heaven,

avenging mortals for the wrongs on earth.

To see this man coiled in the Furies’ net,
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lying at my feet, is pure joy for me,

paying for a devious father’s crimes.

This man’s father, Atreus, lord of the land,

in dispute for the throne, drove into exile 

Thyestes, his brother who was my father:

when Thyestes returned, a suppliant,

contrite, his own safety was guaranteed,

to prevent defilement of the land through blood. 

Instead, his brother, Atreus, this man’s father,
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in his deceit offered a friendly welcome,

serving up a celebratory feast,

a stew made from the poor man’s children,

the hands and feet diced and mixed with the rest,

deep down so he would not recognize them.

My father, all unwary, never realized,

and supped his ghastly meal:

that meal has led to what you see today.

When father realized the horror of his dish,

he howled, fell back and vomited what he’d gorged;

then thrusting aside the table and its foulness,

he called a dreadful curse upon the house,
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invoking ruin for children yet unborn;

‘May this entire family be destroyed!’
And that is why this man you see lies here.

I’m the conspirator with justice on my side:

I was the third child, still a babe-in-arms,

driven from home with my desolate father.

Now I’m grown, a man, and I’ve come back.

Abroad though I was, I reached my enemy

and cunningly crafted his destruction.

Now could I happily welcome death,
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gazing on this man in the snare of justice.





CHORUS

I can’t condone gloating over our suffering.

You confess to murder here, Aigisthus, 

a deplorable deed, planned by you alone.

Now I warn you, that justice will prevail,






in the curses of the people and by stoning.





AIGISTHUS
That is what you tell me, the captain,

is it, you who sit at the lowest oar? 

You will learn that
discretion is a virtue at your age.
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Chains and starvation will teach you a lesson,

and cure your rashness. Are you blind? Look here!

(he points at the bodies.)

Resistance to the spur can prove painful.





CHORUS

Just like a woman! Hanging about at home,

awaiting those who return from the war;

filling your time defiling a real man’s bed.

And that’s where you planned a general’s death!





AIGISTHUS
You’ll pay for these words too with lamentation. 

CHORUS

You think you could be tyrant of Argos,

is that it, for planning the death of the king,

and lacking the guts to execute the deed?





AIGISTHUS
Trickery is a woman’s role, that’s obvious:

a long-term enemy was bound to be suspect.

I will, however, use his wealth to put

the people in their place. And those in need

of some persuasion may require the yoke
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to curb their coltish spirit. A dark cell

without food will quickly soften their temper.






CHORUS

But yet, with spineless soul, you still preferred 

to let the woman do the killing, that plague 

upon our country and our gods. Why was that? 

I pray Orestes still can see the light,

that he with fortune’s favor  may return 

and, all-powerful, kill the pair of you.





AIGISTHUS
It’s time, I think, to teach you a proper lesson.

Here, soldiers. There’s a job for you to do.
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CHORUS

Right! Every man of you, unsheathe his sword.





AIGISTHUS
Mine too is unsheathed. I have no fear of death.





CHORUS

Your ‘death’?  An omen. I like the sound of that.

CLYTEMNESTRA

Beloved, no! The evil must stop here.

These few could reap a bloody harvest.

There’s been trouble enough. No more bloodletting.

We have done what was necessary, and should

this prove enough, we will feel relieved

to free ourselves from the demon’s weighty hand.
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AIGISTHUS
I would not have these fools thus wag their 

reckless tongues, spouting their wild invective

and chancing their luck with every word they say.

They err in judgment when they slight authority.





CHORUS

No proper Argive would cringe before a villain.





AIGISTHUS
Be warned. I shall be around for a long, long time. 





CHORUS

Not if the god shall guide Orestes home.

AIGISTHUS
I’m well aware how exiles feed on hope.





CHORUS

Do as you will. Grow plump. Defile. For now.





AIGISTHUS
One day you’ll pay for this offence. One day!





CHORUS

Crow on! Like the cock you are with his hen!
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    CLYTEMNESTRA

Ignore their whining insults. Pay no heed.

Together we are masters of this house.

All exit

INTERMISSION

AGAMEMNON’s tomb outside the palace at Argos. ORESTES enters and goes to pray over the tomb. His friend Pylades stands next to him.





ORESTES

Hermes of the underworld, who guards my

father’s power, protect me, Orestes, and

be my ally since I have returned home.

I call to you, father, over this tomb.

Listen to me! Hear my voice!

I was not here, father, to mourn you, nor did

I reach out my hand when they carried your corpse.

Who are these coming? A group of women
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all dressed in black? What trouble could it be?

Has some new disaster struck our house?

Perhaps they are bringing offerings for

the dead, drink offerings, to honor my father.

I think I see my sister Electra walking there,

easy to identify from her bitter tears.

Zeus, allow me to avenge Agamemnon’s 

Murder and stand at my side. Pylades,

let’s move out of the way so that I can learn
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who these women are and what their prayer. 


ORESTES and PYLADES move aside. Enter ELECTRA and

CHORUS.






CHORUS

Hastening from the palace, 

To the beat of sharp bitter blows,

I bring drink offerings;

Those below the earth nurse a grudge
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And seethe with anger against their murderers.

Attempting to appease this evil,

O mother Earth, the godless woman

Sent us to perform a graceless grace,

To say words that I fear to utter.

What can wash away blood once fallen to the ground?

Sunless and loathed by man

Darkness shrouds the house,

Commemorating the murder of kings.

Honor, indomitable, invincible, irresistible,

Used to ring clear in the ears and hearts of men.

Now it slinks away; fear takes its place.

Our nourishing earth drank blood to the dregs,

So now the gore has clotted and will not drain away.

Painful ruin sweeps over the guilty one;

He seethes with festering disease. 

I weep under my cloak

For my master who was foully murdered. 





ELECTRA

What should I say when I pour the drink offering?

What are the right words to invoke my father? 

Should I speak for my mother?—

‘From a loving wife to a beloved husband’(
Should I say what
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is customary, ‘In return for these flowers

may those who sent them likewise benefit’(
a worthy gift for the crime they committed?

Or in silence, dishonored, as I was when 

my father died, pour out these offerings,

a drink for the earth, and then leave, as if

I threw away polluted dregs, turn away

my eyes, and hurl the cup behind me?

I do not have the courage for this, and do 

not know what to say as I pour the drink 

on my father’s tomb. Help me; give me advice,
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for we share a common hatred in this house. 








CHORUS

Say only good words for the deserving.





ELECTRA

Who might they be among those close to me?
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CHORUS

Yourself first, and then all who hate Aigisthus.





ELECTRA

On your behalf as well as my own?





CHORUS

Your answer shows me that you understand.





ELECTRA

Should we ask someone else to be our ally?





CHORUS

Remember Orestes, even if he is not here. 

Remember also those guilty of murder…





ELECTRA

What should I pray? I’m a novice. Tell me.





CHORUS

Pray that some man or god go against them…





ELECTRA

Someone to judge them—or to punish them?
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CHORUS

You can say simply, ‘someone to kill them’. 





ELECTRA

Won’t I offend the gods, if I say that? 




CHORUS

How so? Pay back an enemy evil for evil?





ELECTRA

Hermes of the underworld, great herald 

to all above and all beneath the ground,

tell the spirits below to hear my prayers,

since they are guardians of my father’s house.

Tell earth also who bears all things, nourishes,

then receives again the fruit of their harvest.

I pour these drink offerings to the dead,

calling on my father to pity me and

Orestes to restore light to our home.

Our mother has sold us, made us vagrants,

To purchase herself a husband, Aigisthus,

who equally shares the guilt for your murder.

I’m as good as a slave, and Orestes

banished from his inheritance, while they

shamelessly fritter your labor’s reward.

I pray Orestes find some way to return,

and you, hear me, father, make this happen;

make me wiser by far than my mother
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and worthy of the gods in all my actions.

Father, I pray that an avenger appear 

to slay justly in turn those who slew you. 

In the midst of my prayers for good, I place

these curses on them, so that they will suffer. 

but grant these blessings to us still on earth;

with the gods’ help, earth, and justice triumphant.

With such prayers, I pour those drink offerings.





CHORUS

Shed a splashing tear to fall

As fell our murdered lord.

Here is protection for the good,

Bane against evil(the polluted offerings,

Which have been poured.

Hear me, your majesty, 

Hear me, my lord, in your dark heart. 

Send us a man, strong in spear,

To rid our house of pollution,
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Some Ares, shooting arrows from his curved bow,

Or flashing his mighty sword in close attack.

ORESTES and PYLADES move forward.
ORESTES

Give thanks to the gods for answered prayers

And pray once more for future success.

ELECTRA

Why? How do I enjoy heavens’ favor?

ORESTES

At long last seeing here your heart’s desire.

ELECTRA

And how would you know what man I long for?

ORESTES

I know how much you yearn for Orestes.

ELECTRA

My prayer is answered, is it? How is that?

ORESTES

I’m standing here. Look for no closer friend.

ELECTRA

What trick, stranger, is this you weave round me?
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ORESTES

Any plot that I devise ensnares me too.

ELECTRA

Do you want to laugh at my suffering?

ORESTES

I laugh at my own if I laugh at yours. 

ELECTRA

Orestes. Then is it you I’m talking to?

ORESTES

You’re slow to believe it though you see me here.

Look now.

Steady. Control your joy, at least for now.

Our worst enemies are closest family.

ELECTRA

Oh, sweetest sight, redeemer of our house,

my dream of rescue through the time of tears,

trust in your courage as our protector.

Fourfold is the love I cherish in you:

the father I must think and speak of, you;
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the love for a mother, loathsome in our own;

for my sister, poor victim of a sacrifice;

and the brother you are, my trust, my joy.

May Strength, the power of Justice and a third,

almighty Zeus himself, support our cause.

ORESTES

Far-seeing Zeus, witness of all that was done,

gaze now upon this fatherless family,

born of the eagle who was meshed within

that evil snake’s coils. Orphaned as they are,

starvation gnaws at them. Ungrown as yet,
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they lack the strength to fetch a father’s prey,

to the nest. So is Electra: so am I,

exiled from our home, a father torn from us

who made his sacrifices, paid respect.

Would you destroy fledglings, such as we are,

and hope for offerings from so rich a hand?

What mortal could trust the omens that you send? 

The ruling bloodline withers and who then
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will feed your altars on the festal days?

Aid us, and to this kingdom’s low estate,

however fallen, fame will be restored.

We must bring what is due to each parent.

But, it is useful for me to know why

my mother sent drink offerings. Why so late to 

pay back a debt of crime that cannot be paid?

To the unconscious dead this can but be

An empty gesture; I do not understand, 

since offerings hardly compensate the crime.

CHORUS

I know; I was there. She was upset,

haunted by dreams and fears that wander at night.

That’s the reason the bitch sent these offerings.





ORESTES

Can you say clearly what the dream was about?





CHORUS

She said she dreamt she gave birth to a snake.





ORESTES

How did it end and can you explain it?





CHORUS

She dressed it in an infant’s swaddling clothes.





ORESTES

What food did it want? This newborn beast that bites?
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CHORUS

In her dream, she gave it her breast to suck.





ORESTES

How could such a loathsome beast not harm her?





CHORUS

It did. It drank clotted blood with the milk.

She was frightened and woke up screaming. 
All of the lights, darkened for the night, were lit

throughout the house to calm our mistress down. 

Then she sent these drink offerings for the dead,

hoping to find a cure to end her suffering.






ORESTES

I pray to the earth and to my father’s grave,



540

that I bring this dream to pass. I see now

that it all makes sense. If the snake came from

same place that I did, was dressed in the

same swaddling clothes, opened its mouth to drink

from the same breast that nourished me, mixed

the milk with clotted blood(while she screamed out

for fear when she felt this pain(it follows that 

she who nourished this terrible beast must

die violently. I am that serpent and

I shall kill her, as this dream has told me.
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CHORUS

I agree with your reading and hope it’s true.

Now explain to your friends and tell them both 

what must be done, and what should be left undone.





ORESTES

That is easy. Sister, you go inside, but

keep our plan secret, so that they who slew 

an honorable man, may likewise be killed

in the same snare that they used. Lord Apollo
has commanded this,

and he has never lied to us in the past. 

I shall go to the outer gates, dressed as 
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a stranger. I shall have at my side this man,

Pylades, friend and ally of this house. 

If I make it across the threshold, and

find him sitting on my father’s throne, or if

he meet me face to face and so much as blinks,

before he has a chance to ask, ‘Stranger, where 

did you come from?’ I’ll quickly draw my sword 

and kill him dead, stabbing him where he stands. 





The Fury, never at a loss for gore, 

will drink her third goblet of unmixed blood.

You, Electra, keep your eyes open for what 

happens in the house to synchronize our plans.
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Speaking to the CHORUS
You, keep our secret safe, and only speak

when spoken to, but for the rest keep silent.

I call on Apollo to protect us;

May he guide my sword to strike a fatal blow. 

Exit ORESTES and PYLADES and ELECTRA into the palace.

Re-enter ORESTES and PYLADES with attendants.

ORESTES knocks at the palace gate.




ORESTES, shouting
Boy, Boy, can you hear me knocking at the gate!

Anybody home? Boy, Boy, again I ask.

I call a third time for someone to come out,

if Aigisthus offers hospitality. 





SERVANT

Fine! I hear you! Who knocks? Where are you from?





ORESTES

Tell the masters of the house we are here;

We have come to deliver some news to them.

Be quick about it: the night is dark and
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It is time for travelers to drop anchor

in a house which offers hospitality. 

Get whoever runs the house to come out,

The woman in charge, or more appropriately

the man. 

Exit SERVANT. CLYTEMNESTRA enters, with attendants.




CLYTEMNESTRA

Strangers, tell me your requirements. Our house is

fully equipped with what is necessary:

warm baths; beds to charm tiredness away,
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and courteous servants to watch over you. 

But if you want to consult about something else,

that’s man’s work, and I shall relay the message.





ORESTES

I’m a stranger from Phocis, Daulian by birth,

carrying my own pack, I was making for Argos

(where I’ve now arrived), when I met a man

as unknown to me as I was to him(
One Strophius, a Phocian, 

Who asked my destination. When he

Found it was the same as his, he suggested,

‘Since you are headed to Argos anyway,
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I may entrust you to deliver my message 

to his parents that Orestes is dead. 
Whether they decide to bring

him home, or bury him where he is, leaving

him a stranger forever, come and tell me;

now his well-wept ashes lie in a bronze urn’.

That’s what he told me. I don’t know if I’m 

speaking to relatives or someone else,

but it is important that the parent know. 
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CLYTEMNESTRA

Your story spells disaster to our house. 

The curse is unremitting: everything,

even that which was safely hid, you bring down

with your well-aimed bow. You have taken all

those I love to my misery. Now Orestes(
he was wise to keep himself away 

from this swamp of destruction(now this hope

of a cure that would bring joy to the house, 

has betrayed us utterly, leaving us to mourn. 

ORESTES

I would have preferred to bring happy news
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to hosts as prosperous as you, and then

enjoyed your welcome hospitality—

Is not host and guest the warmest of all bonds?

But I felt it would be a breach of duty

not to honor the promise that I made

to inform friends and meet my obligation. 




CLYTEMNESTRA

You will get no less than what you deserve,

nor be any less a friend to this house.

Someone would have had to bring this message.

It is time for the stranger who has traveled 
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on a long day’s journey to reap his reward.

To attendants

Take him to the guest quarters provided,

along with his followers and his companion,

and make sure they enjoy all our resources. 

See you obey my orders to the letter.

I’ll tell all to the master of the house.

We shall consult with several friends who are here

about the best action to take in response. 

All exit into the house

Enter AIGISTHUS and CHORUS





AIGISTHUS
How can I know for sure this claim is true? 

Or is this a tale of frightened women that

quickly evaporates, fading to nothing?

Can you offer proof to verify it?

CHORUS

That’s what we heard, but you should go inside 

and ask the strangers. A reported message

is nothing compared with hearing it yourself.
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AIGISTHUS
I want to see the messenger, and ask him,

if he were present when Orestes died, 

or if he learned this from some vague account.

Exit AIGISTHUS
A cry is heard from inside the house





AIGISTHUS
Ahhh!





CHORUS

What is happening? How goes it in the house?

Let us stand aside until it is over

So that we’re not blamed for an evil act.

The battle has been decided. 

The CHORUS move to the side.

A SERVANT of AIGISTHUS rushes onstage.

SERVANT

Terrible! terrible! My master’s struck,

terrible, I say it again:

Aigisthus is dead. Open up the house

as quickly as possible; break open the

doors on the women’s quarters: be strong! No!

Not for the dead man. He’s beyond help.

Are you all deaf, or asleep? Don’t you hear me

shouting? Where is Clytemnestra? What is she 

doing? Her neck lies on the razor’s edge; 

A blow will be struck in the name of justice.

Enter CLYTEMNESTRA





CLYTEMNESTRA


What is it? Why are you shouting in the house? 





SERVANT

I tell you the dead are killing the living. 





CLYTEMNESTRA

I know the answer to this riddle.

We are being slain by the same treachery 

we used to slay. Bring me a man-killing axe,

quickly! We shall see if we win or lose;
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there is no turning back now from this crime.

Exit SERVANT. A door is opened to reveal AIGISTHUS’ corpse, ORESTES and PYLADES





ORESTES

I was looking for you. It’s been settled for him. 

CLYTEMNESTRA

No!   My beloved Aigisthus is dead.





ORESTES

You love this man? Then you can lie in the

same grave with him, faithful even in death.





CLYTEMNESTRA

Stop, child! Respect your mother’s breast, my son!

Your soft gums sucked milk from it that kept you 

alive. How often you fell asleep there!





ORESTES

Pylades, what shall I do? Spare my mother?






PYLADES

What will happen then to Apollo’s oracles? 

All the oaths you swore? Make every 

man your enemy, rather than the gods. 





ORESTES

Your argument wins, and you advise me well.

To CLYTEMNESTRA

Come here. I want to kill you at his side. 

Sleep for eternity beside the man you

preferred to my father, since you love him, since you
hated the one you were supposed to love.

CLYTEMNESTRA

I raised you! I would like to grow old with you!





ORESTES

Live with me, after you killed my father? 





CLYTEMNESTRA

Fate shares the blame with me for this, my child.
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ORESTES

And Fate has also decreed that you should die. 





CLYTEMNESTRA

Aren’t you afraid of a parent’s curse, my son?





ORESTES

You gave me birth, but threw me out to misery. 





CLYTEMNESTRA

To an ally’s house is hardly ‘throwing out’. 





ORESTES

Born of a free father, I was basely sold. 





CLYTEMNESTA


Sold? Tell me, what price was I paid for this?

And do not ignore the crimes of your father. 





ORESTES

Don’t blame him. You stayed at home while he suffered.




CLYTEMNESTRA

A husband’s absence is hard for women, child.
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ORESTES

He still supports them while they sit in the house. 





CLYTEMNESTRA

Your mind seems made up to kill your mother. 





ORESTES

No. Only you will kill yourself, not me. 





CLYTEMNESTRA

Careful, beware your mother’s avenging hounds.





ORESTES

How do I flee my father’s, if I don’t do this?





CLYTEMNESTRA

I see I’m wasting my words on deaf ears. 





ORESTES

My father’s death has condemned you to death. 





CLYTEMNESTRA

It’s clear you are the snake that I bore and raised.





ORESTES

Your fear that the dream was prophetic; you slew him

whom you should not, so suffer what should not be.
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He kills CLYTEMNESTRA 
Bodies echoing the tableau of AGAMEMNON and CASSANDRA in the previous play.





ORESTES

See these two tyrants who oppressed the land,

who slew my father and devastated my home.

They were mighty when they sat on their thrones,

and lovers still, as they lie where they fell;

Faithful forever to the oaths they swore. 

They vowed to kill my poor father and to die

Together. They have kept their oaths well. 

He picks up the ensnaring net.
Look too at this, you allies of evil,
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a device to shackle my poor father,

a mesh to bind his hands and fasten his feet. 

Spread it out and stand in a circle to show

this covering for a man, to our Father(
not mine, but the sun who looks on all things(
this nasty work of my mother, so that

the sun may testify as a witness for me

that it was correct to kill my mother.

I do not mention the death of Aigisthus;

he paid the penalty for adultery. 





990

She who devised the hateful murder,

of the man whose children she carried and bore,

a burden beloved, but now turned hostile(
What do you think of her?  If she were a 

sea-serpent, or a snake, her touch could kill,

even without a bite, from the venom 

that oozed out of her criminal mind.

CHORUS

Terrible work!

You died a miserable death.

For him who lives, suffering is in full bloom.






ORESTES

Was she guilty or not? This cloak is my 
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witness, and the dye is from Aigisthus’ sword.

This bloodstain works with time, to destroy

the elegant color of the embroidery.

Now I can sing his praises along with his dirge,

with this father-killing cloak as my witness.

But now I’m in pain for what I did and for 

all our family: this victory pollutes us.




 

CHORUS

No human being lives a life free from pain,

Or lives unharmed ’til he die. 

One trouble comes today and another tomorrow.
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ORESTES

I can’t see the end:

I’m a charioteer with runaway horses.

My uncontrollable mind races away

carrying me off. In my heart, fear is ready 

to sing and dance to a tune called by wrath.

While I am still sane, I tell you, my friends,

That I justly slew my mother, she who was 

polluted by murder and hated by the gods. 

What charms persuaded me to dare this deed?

Ask Apollo, for it was he who said that,




1030

if I did it I would not be blamed, but if

I did not—I won’t name the penalty.

No bowshot could cover its trail of pain.

Now see me as a suppliant, outfitted with 

this branch and wreath; I’ll approach Apollo’s shrine, 

earth’s center. They say that the flame there is

eternal. 
I am now forced into exile 

for this deed of blood, and at no other hearth

did Apollo tell me to seek refuge. 

CHORUS

You did well. Don’t yoke your tongue to unbridled

speech, nor speak of evil premonitions. 

When with one stroke you cut off the heads of 

two snakes, you freed the whole land of Argos.  





ORESTES

Ahh!
Servants of the house! Look there, I see Furies!

They are dressed in black; swarms of snakes entwine

their bodies, slithering through their hair; I must go.
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CHORUS

What are you imagining? Your father

 will protect you. Don’t let fear overcome you. 





ORESTES

I’m not imagining these horrors I see.

They are the bloodthirsty dogs of my mother. 





CHORUS

Perhaps because your hands are still wet with blood,

this may be the source of your hallucinations.





ORESTES

Lord Apollo, they are coming in droves!

And filthy blood oozes in drops from their eyes. 





CHORUS

You can be cleansed of this pollution.

Apollo’s touch can free you from your troubles.
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ORESTES

You cannot see them, but I can. They are

after me. I can’t stay here any longer. 

ORESTES exits





CHORUS

The third tempest has raged 

And exhausted itself

On this house of kings and their families. 

It all began with a feast on children,

Miserable torture for Thyestes;

Second was the slaying of a king;
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The general of the Achaeans

Was murdered in his bath;

Now comes the third;

Should I call it salvation or tragedy?

Where will it end?

When will the storm of vengeance be lulled to sleep?

Before APOLLO’S Temple of Delphi. The PROPHETESS enters.




PROPHETESS

As prophetess,

I take my seat in Delphi’s temple.

Of all the times I have entered there, may
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they grant that this be best. If there are Greeks,

let them approach now in an orderly way.

I shall prophesy as the god inspires me. 

She enters the temple, but returns in a panic,

crawling out the door.

Things horrible to say, horrible to see

have driven me out of Apollo’s temple.

I was headed for the inner wreath-filled shrine

and saw on the centre stone a god-polluted 
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man sitting on the suppliants’ seat: his hands

dripped blood and he held a newly-drawn sword

and an olive branch from the top of the tree,

crowned reverently with a large tuft of wool,

from a pure white fleece; this is the simple part.

Before this man I saw a startling group 

of women seated on thrones and all asleep. 

No, not women, but Gorgons I should call them,

But not like Gorgons either, but something

I once saw in a picture: Harpies, without wings,

black, and totally repulsive. Their snores 

are terrifying, and from their eyes dripped

filthy pus. Their clothes were neither fit to wear

in a holy shrine, nor in a human house.

So now it is in the hands of all-powerful 





Apollo, the master of this shrine. He knows

how to heal and read the future, besides

cleansing homes for others of pollution. 

Exit PROPHETESS. The interior of the shrine is revealed.

APOLLO enters and stands next to ORESTES at the centre stone.

The CHORUS OF FURIES are asleep. 





APOLLO

I shall not betray you, but protect you 

to the end. Whether nearby or far away,

I shall never yield to your enemies.

Now you see these frantic women over-

powered, loathsome creatures held fast in sleep,

these grey-haired aged children, whose company

is shunned alike by gods and men and beasts.
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They were born for evil, and live in the

malevolent dark of Hades, below the earth,

hated by men and by the Olympian gods.  

You must run from them, but do not be afraid

though they track you down wherever you go,

crossing long spaces of well-traveled earth, 

over the ocean to cities circled by sea. 

Don’t let the thought of this task wear you out.

When you reach Athens, the city of Pallas,

kneel before her and embrace her statue. 
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There will be judges and jurors, but we

shall argue your case well and find a way

to release you from all these sufferings:

for I ordered you to kill your mother. 





ORESTES

Apollo, I know that you are just, and

since you know your power, exercise it now.

Everyone knows how you can do good, if you want. 

APOLLO

Remember, do not let fear overwhelm you. 

Exit APOLLO with ORESTES.

Enter GHOST OF CLYTEMNESTRA who speaks to the sleeping FURIES. 

CLYTEMNESTRA’S GHOST

Sleep on! But what use are you if you’re asleep!

Because of you I am despised among

the dead who persist in charging me with murder.

I wander in dishonor. I tell you, 







They tax me with a heavy crime, but no
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spirit is angry for the terrible things I 






suffered at the hands of those I loved most,

finally slain by my son.  See my heart’s wounds!

Like a nimble deer, he has run away;

leaping easily free from the snares you set; 

now he’s mocking you and is contemptuous. 

Hear what I am saying: it means my life. 

Wake up, goddesses from below the earth. 

I, Clytemnestra, in a dream, call on you. 





CHORUS

Moaning




CLYTEMNESTRA’S GHOST

Oh do moan. Won’t you ever get up? Now?

After all, your only work’s to do evil.  





CHORUS

Moaning




CLYTEMNESTRA’S GHOST

Sleep and exhaustion have effectively conspired

To quench the fierce mother dragon’s anger.

CHORUS

Muttering in their sleep

Get him! Get him! Get him! Get him! Hunt him down!
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CLYTEMNESTRA’S GHOST


You’re dreaming that you’re hunting and whimpering 

like a dog keen on the scent of his prey. 

What are you doing? Get up! Do not tire,

or so drugged by sleep, that you forget your task.

Reproach yourself until stung into action.

Proper chiding works like a spur. Blow your

blood-fetid breath on him, and waste him with

the steaming fire of your bowels.

Follow him and flay him in your renewed chase.

Exit GHOST OF CLYTEMNESTRA. The CHORUS OF FURIES awake.

They speak one after another. 




CHORUS

Awake!






The beast has slipped out of our nets and fled!

Overpowered by sleep, I let my prey escape!

These are the actions of the younger gods

Who seize power beyond what is right:

Their throne drips murderous gore,

Blood at the feet, blood at the head.

Now I have lived to see the centre of the earth

Defiled with terrifying pollution of blood.

He may be the seer, but he has stained 

His inner sanctuary with pollution; arrogant and self-willed,
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He honors men, not the laws of gods,

And despises what fate has decreed for all time. 

Apollo may attack, but he will not free his man;

even if he runs underground, he will never be free.

He is stained with bloodguilt, so

another avenger from his kin will strike him down. 

Enter APOLLO.



APOLLO

I order you to get out of my house!

Leave my inner mantic sanctuary
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or feel the bite of a shining snake with wings,

shot true by my bowstring hammered from gold.

Then you will painfully spit up black blood,

vomiting the clotted gore you sucked from men.

You’re not fit to approach any house, except

where people are beheaded, eyes gouged out,

death sentences, the destruction of sperm by

castration of young men, mutilations,

stoning, and the loud and long shrieks of men

impaled beneath the spine. 

Your appearance shows everyone what you are.

Go live in a cave with a man-gorging lion.

Do not wipe your filth on this shrine

to pollute anyone near. Leave, you herd with

no shepherd; gods hate flocks of beasts like you.

CHORUS

They still call you great before Zeus’s throne, but 

I, obeying the call of a mother’s blood,
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will pursue justice by hunting this man down. 

They exit.

APOLLO goes into his sanctuary. 

Scene changes to the Acropolis. ORESTES enters.

He embraces the statue of ATHENA.





ORESTES

Lady Athena, I come here by Apollo’s 

command; kindly receive one who is cursed.

Blunted and exhausted in foreign lands

from traveling far beyond the paths of men, 

I have wandered over both land and sea.
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Following orders from Apollo’s oracle,

I now approach your shrine and your statue,

Goddess. I’ll stay here and wait for the verdict.

The CHORUS OF FURIES enter.




CHORUS

Here! Follow the voiceless testimony. 

As a hound follows the blood of a wounded 

fawn, so we track the blood dripping from him. 

I’ve wandered over all the earth, like a swift 
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ship, with no wings, I’ve flown over the sea.

Now I know that he is hiding somewhere near.

The smell of his blood makes me laugh out loud.

Look! Look carefully, again!

Search everywhere so that this mother murderer

Does not hide away and go unpunished.

See him there, defending himself by clinging

to the image of the immortal goddess!

He wants to escape our hands.
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He won’t escape. You can’t call back

The blood of a mother once shed.
Once spilled on the ground the liquid seeps away.

To repay this you must let me suck the red gore

From your limbs; I would drink from you

A drink hard to swallow; I’ll weaken you first, 

Then, while still alive, I’ll haul you off to Hades

So you pay what you owe for the pain

Of your murdered mother. 

Down there you will see other criminals

Who sinned against god or guest,
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Or their own parents,

Each paying the price for what he did. 

Hades is a great corrector of men;

There underneath the earth,

he looks at all with his recorder’s mind. 

Neither Apollo’s nor Athena’s power

can save you from perishing in neglect.
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A shadow, you will know no joy in your heart,

but become bloodless food for hungry ghosts.

You don’t answer me; do you scorn my words?

My fatted calf and sacred sacrifice? You’ll

not die at an altar: I’ll eat you alive.

This is the song

Sung over our sacrifice,

Tuneless madness that sings insanity,
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One that feasts on the heart,

The song of the Furies

To bind the mind.
We rush to seize this affair
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Away from the gods: they should

Have no authority over what is our business;

This should not even come to trial,

For Zeus does not associate himself

With our blood-dripping hated horde. 

We perform our duty

Even while despised and dishonored,

Separated from the gods by a sunless light.

We make the path dark and difficult

Both for eyes that see and those dimmed by death. 

What man does not respect and fear us

When he knows our powers
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And the laws we bring to fulfillment

Through power granted to us 

By fate and the gods?

This is our ancient right and prize, and will

Not be dishonored, though we live

Beneath the earth in sunless gloom.

Enter Athena.




ATHENA

From far away I heard your cry 

Who are you? I’m addressing you all, the

stranger who kneels grasping my image,

and you who are unlike anything born,
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either among the goddesses or gods,

or like the shape of anything human.

CHORUS

Daughter of Zeus, 
we are the eternal children of night. 
Where we live under the earth, we are called ‘curses’.

We drive murderers out of their houses.

Examine him and give us your just verdict.




ATHENA

Do you trust me to render this verdict?




CHORUS

Why not? I respect both you and your forebears.




ORESTES

I am from Argos, and my father was Agamemnon,

Leader of our fleet with which he leveled Troy.
When he returned home, he died a foul death.

He was slain by my black-hearted mother
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covered in an elaborate snare, which

testifies to his murder in his bath. 

I, when I returned from exile, slew the

woman who bore me, to

avenge the murder of the father I loved.

I share the guilt for this with Apollo 

who, to spur me on, threatened me with dire

pain, if I would not punish those to blame.

Decide whether I was guilty or not;

I’ll accept your judgment, whatever it is.




ATHENA

I’ll appoint sworn jurors for a murder case 

and establish this court for the rest of time.

Call your witnesses and muster your proofs;

give sworn evidence to support your cause.

Exit ATHENA.




CHORUS

The man who of his own free will is a just man, 
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Will never be unhappy. 

Nor shall he ever be utterly destroyed.

But the man who transgresses, and defies 

What is right, hoarding wealth unjustly gained,

Will furl his sail too late

To save his shattered yardarm,

When the tempest of trouble strikes.

He calls on deaf ears as

He vainly struggles in the swirling waters.

God laughs at the hot-headed man, who
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Boasted this could never happen, as God sees him

Struggling against an insurmountable wave. 

The wealth he enjoyed throughout his life

Is wrecked on the reef of justice,

And he dies unwept and unknown. 

Enter ATHENA and a HERALD, the JURY and spectators.




ATHENA

Begin proceedings, Herald;
It is fitting that silence be maintained

while the people fill this Council-chamber,
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so the citizens may learn the precedent 

established here now and for all time.
Enter APOLLO





CHORUS

Command your own domain, Lord Apollo.

If you have a role in this, declare it.





APOLLO (to ATHENA)

My role is as a witness. In addition,

it is the custom that a suppliant

who takes refuge at my shrine and receives 

blood-cleansing has an advocate. Such am I.

I take responsibility for his matricide.
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Conduct of the case, resides with your wisdom.





ATHENA (to the CHORUS)

I preside but you, as prosecutor, speak first.





CHORUS

Several though we are, we’ll keep the issue brief.

(to ORESTES) Answer our questions, one at a time.

Firstly, about your mother: did you kill her?

ORESTES

I did kill her. I cannot deny it.





CHORUS

First round to us, I think. Two more to go.

ORESTES

You may make that boast. I’m not beaten yet.
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CHORUS

You must tell the court how this killing happened.





ORESTES

I drew a sword and stabbed her through the neck.





CHORUS

Did anyone suggest you should do this?





ORESTES

Apollo ordered me. He is my witness. 





CHORUS

The god told you to murder your mother?





ORESTES

Yes, he did. But I still have no complaint.





CHORUS

Let’s see how you feel after the verdict.





ORESTES

I’m confident in father’s help from the grave.





CHORUS

Yes, matricide! Put your trust in the dead.





ORESTES

Indeed I do. She was twice polluted.
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CHORUS

Explain, that would you? For the jury’s sake.





ORESTES

She murdered her husband and my father.





CHORUS

She has paid, but you are still alive.





ORESTES

Why did you never hound her while she lived?





CHORUS

She was not her husband’s blood-relation.





ORESTES

And I am: of the same blood as my mother.





CHORUS

How else could you be nurtured in her womb? 

Do you deny that bond, you murderer?





ORESTES

Apollo, be my witness here. Speak up for me.

Explain the meaning of justified bloodshed.

I cannot deny that what I did I did,

but as to whether it was right or not,

you must decide and notify the court.





APOLLO

This is what I have to say to the jury

set up by Athena in the name of Justice.

I am a prophet. I cannot lie. What 

I decree from my prophetic seat, 

about man or woman, or about the state,

all is what Olympian Zeus has decreed.

A plea of what is just is powerful.

No oath has more authority than Zeus’:
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I urge you to respect my father’s will.





CHORUS

Zeus gave the authority, so you claim, 

to tell Orestes here to avenge a father,

and ignore a mother’s due, would that be right?

Gentlemen of the jury, please note that.





APOLLO

He did, because it is not the same to kill

a king, holder of the scepter by divine right,

especially when the killer is a woman, not using

a weapon of honor like an Amazon bow,

but in a manner we shall reveal, Athena,

and on which you must pass your verdict.
When Agamemnon returned home from war, 

having acquitted himself, by most judgment,

with success, Clytemnestra welcomed him.

But, as he stood on the bath’s very edge,

she threw over him a voluminous cloak,

which enveloped him in its crafty folds.

Then she hacked him down.

This was the manner of his death, a man

revered by all, commander in the field.

And she was the woman responsible:

remember that, you judges of this case.





CHORUS

Your defense, it seems, is that a father’s death
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is held by Zeus of greater importance,

Zeus who chained his own father. Is that it?





APOLLO

You odious hags, detested by the gods,

chains can be unchained, knots unknotted;

reversal and repair are possible.

But when the dust has sucked up all the blood,

there’s no return: 
Father Zeus has no witching cure for that. 

All else he can change and overturn
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without drawing an extra breath. But not death.





CHORUS

Do you realize where your argument leads?

A man who has spilt his own mother’s lifeblood,

shall he inherit his paternal home?

What altars should he share in sacrifice?

Who’ll welcome him to join in lustral rites?


APOLLO

There is another issue. Take note of this.

The one named mother of her ‘so-called’ child,

is no true parent, just a fosterer

of the implanted seed, like a gardener.
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He’s the real parent, she the host, no more,

to keep from harm, god willing, this visitor.

I can offer you a proof of what I say. 

A man can be a father, without a mother:

witness Athena, daughter of Olympian Zeus,

never nurtured in the
darkness of a womb.

No goddess could bring forth such as her.

I, in every way I know, Athena,

will support your city and your citizens;

this man, too, whom I sent, a suppliant

at your hearth and home. May he be faithful 
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and his descendants allies for the rest of time,

a covenant to future prosperity.





ATHENA

May I assume you both have had your say

and now the jury, may record their votes?





CHORUS
We have already cast our strongest shot,

and wait to hear the outcome of the trial.





ATHENA

Of course.




CHORUS (to the JURY)
You have heard what you have heard. In your heart,

when you vote, my friends, reflect the oath you swore.
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The result of the vote is shown to Athena.






ATHENA

This man is acquitted of the charge of murder,

for the total of the votes is equal. 






ORESTES

Pallas Athena, you have saved my home.

I was exiled from my father’s land, and

you have restored me to it.

I shall now return to my home with the 

firm promise to these people and their country

that for all time, no leader will ever

come from us to raise a spear against them.

Farewell, you and the host that guards this city. 

May your enemies never escape your spear;

may you conquer and forever be safe.


Exit ORESTES and JURY





CHORUS

You younger gods have trampled 

The ancient laws,

And seized them out of my hands!

I’m dishonored, dismayed, and furious!




I shall drip venom from my heart.

This poison will destroy all crops,

A festering sore, blighting leaves, 

Blighting children. 

Justice at last! I’ll speed over the land,

Infecting the ground with man-killing disease.

I groan! What shall I do?

The citizens laugh at me.

Mine to bear what is unbearable.
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Great are the sufferings of the Maidens of Night,

And great is their dishonor. 

 




ATHENA

If you respect holy Persuasion,

and my sweet and compelling words, then you

will stay, but if you don’t want to remain here,

then it is unfair that you should inflict your

anger on the city, or your wrath and hurt 

on its people. 
For you can be part of this 
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land and rightly enjoy honor for all time.

Do nothing that gives evil a victory,

but blessings from the earth, and from the sea,

from heaven, so that the wind’s breezes pass

over our land bringing fair sunshine. Make

flourish the fruits of earth, and grazing flocks, 

no lack for my citizens in time to come.

Let no harm come to the race of men, but

rather profit those that worship the gods.
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Just like a man who tends a plant, I love this

breed of just men and keep them free from grief.

That’s what you can do. For my part, I shall make

our city glorious in wars’ famous contests, 

and honored far and wide among men.





CHORUS

I shall accept a home here next to Athena,

And shall not dishonor her city,

Which almighty Zeus and Ares

Rule as a divine citadel.
Farewell.




ATHENA

You also fare well. But first I must lead you,

and show you your chambers, by the holy light

of torches these escorts carry. Hasten now

below the earth, accompanied by holy

sacrifices: keep harm from our country, but

send what will help the city win her battles. 

You Athenians, who keep the citadel,
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Lead these goddesses, 


Who share your city.

May you return good

For the good you receive.

A procession of women young and old, with torches.




CHORUS OF THE ESCORT

Go to your home, great and honored goddesses,

Aged children of night, with your favorable escort.

Silence, you who live here.

Go under the earth, into dark ancient caverns,

Accompanied by honors and holy sacrifices,

Silence, all you people. 

Welcome, you holy goddesses,
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With your mercy and blessings for our land.

Rejoice as you walk the way in torchlight. 

Cry out for joy, to answer our song!

There will be peace for all time 

Between you and our citizens.

Zeus who sees all and Fate have ratified this. 

Cry out for joy, to answer our song!

The procession exits
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