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INTRODUCTION

HE Flectia 1s the study of a noble spirit, first tortured

and then rumed by the cruelty of circumstances and
a vicious creed. On the stage, I think, 1t tells a plain tale,
but, since many learned readers have msunderstood its
purport, some few words of introduction may be uselul

The heroie legend of Orestes, as a more effectual
Hamlet, a brave youth who pitted his own strength and
cunning against overwhelming odds and killed his father’s
murderers, had long ago been moralised by Delphi for the
glory of Apcllo. Clytaemnestia killed her husband and
was killed 1 turn by her own son. But, according to the
Delphic version, Orestes fought not merely for his own
hand, to redeem his kingdom, but for justice, as Apollo’s
chosen minister. No less a sanction than the god’s com-
muission could explain or palhate a matricide, however just.
Moreover, since so terrible a blood-pollution could not be
regarded lightly by the gods, the youth must suffer The
Furies claimed him, and he hardly could repel their onset,
even with Apollo’s magic bow n hand. In the end, after
much pain, with penance duly done, Apollo by his puri-
fying rites absolved and saved him,

To Aeschylus, as to us, the Delphic story seemed by no
means wholly edifying. He reshaped 1t to the glory not of
Delphi and Apollo, but of Athens and her goddess. In his
view, no oracle could justify the crime, no ritual could save
the criminal. This much at least he implied, that for the
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court of Areopagus, a jury not of piiests but good Athenian
_citizens, Apollo’s claim to speak as soleinterpreter of Zeus,
the highest god, had no validity [Tall the judges voted fo1
the Furies, only half for Orestes The final reconciling
word, which made 1t possible for mercy to prevail, was
spoken not by Phoebus but by Pallas, the embodiment of
reason, offspring and representative of Zeus the Saviour.
So Aeschylus hailed Pallas and her citizens, not Phoebus
and hus munisters, as the true benefactors of mankind,
maugurators of a reign ot civil justice, stern yet not un-
mercifal, which should replace the arbitrary and inter-
minable cruelties ol the old blood-feud or vendetta.

When Aeschylus produced his masterpiece 1n 458 B.C.,
Euripides was twenty-two years old, and Sophocles already
in the prime of life. After the death of Pericles, thitty years
later, when Athens, in the doublec stress of war and cuvil
strife, was swept by many gusts of primitive, unreasoning
hatred and fanaticism, there was much need for the re-
assertton of the old ideals of moderation and of ordered
justice. Both Euripides and Sophocles, each in his own.
way, in those later days reshaped the ancient stories into
modern plays. Each gave the legends a new meaning:
each drew inspiration from the master’s work,

Euripides, inheriting the speculative courage which had
dared to crticise the gods, retold the story of Orestes
frankly as a warning against superstition. For him, ‘Gods
whose deeds were shameful, were not gods at all,” ‘It was
a fiend, perhaps, who took the likeness of a god and gave
this oracle,” cried his Orestes?,

* Buripides, [lectra, 979. See Mr Gilbert Muiray’s admirable
Version.
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Sophocles, less concerned with propaganda agamst super-
stition, was content to base his work on 2 more orthodox
opinion The gods, he held, will not abide our question.”
Only fools and criminals suppose that, if an oracle appears
to sanction crime, the crime 1s justified.

I know the ways of God None but the fool
Thinks him a plain blunt teacher. To the wisc
Ths oracles are 11ddles?

His purpose was, so far as possible, to rule out the religious
controversy and to concenirate attention on the human
issues, and particularly on the moral agony of his Electra,
T'herefore he told the story as a tragedy of human error,
the more pitiful and comprehensible to all spectators,
whether orthodox or not, because the actors thought
themselves the ministers of God, He drew an Orestes [css
scrupulous and sensitive than the Aeschylean hero, edu-
cated in the bad old Pelopid tradition by a loyal but vin-
dictive servant, never guestioning the righteousness of
what had been presented to his mind from childhood as
a perilous but obviously laudable undertaking This youth
consults the oracle not on the moral question, but about
the means of execution, and the riddling answer, ‘Do the
righteous deed of blood by stealth,” does not suggest to
him the all-important problem, ‘Can it possibly be
“righteous” for a son to kill his mother? Ought I not,
perhaps, to spare her and to kill Aegisthus only?’ So, self-
blinded, fearing, as he says, ‘no hurt from any word that

1 Sophocles, It 4771, Pearson I have tried to avoid controversy.
A defence of the interpretation here adopted will be found 1 the
Clasysicql Reviews, Feb. 1927,
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pays,” he presses on to ruin, dragging his sister with b,
When he cries, with his mothet’s blood on his hands,

All’s well, 1f Apollo’s oracle was well,

we are not decetved  Men cannot shift responsibility upon
the gods and shirk the consequences of therr actions thus.
Though the Chorus, once the advocates of moderation,
hail his triumph as the end of troubles, though he prates
of justice, pomting a gnm rnoral which m fact condemns
himself, Orestes, ltke lus sister, 1s a tragic victim, driven
to destruction by a latal loyalty to a false creed,

But Electra 1s the central figure, far more tragic than
her brother. Like Orestes, she believes that vengeance is
a high religious duty, but there 1s this difference. He 1s by
nature somewhat hard and umimaginative, and, since early
childhood, he has never met his mother till he kills her.
Sophocles has so contrived his plot that son and mother
never meet until the crisis Electra is sensitive. By nature,
like Antigone, she was born to join in loving, not n hating.
When we first meet her, she has lived with Clytaemnestia
and been peisecuted by her many years. Yet she still fecls
that her hatred of her mother, though she thmks it right
and necessary, 1s an outrage. She 1s distracted by the clash
between her own instinctive modesty and her conviction
that to hate her mother and to pray for vengeance 15 a
bounden duty, She lives to keep a protest m the name of *
righteousness alive. Ozrestes does not come, and she begins
to faint under her burden, yet she still protests. ‘I am
ashamed,’ she says, ‘and yet T wall not cease my lamenta-
tion! If the dead man is to lie, a negligible heap, and they
not pay the penalty by death, there will be no more
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modesty not righteousness i the world,” 'T'hat 18 the
paradox, the seciet of her tragedy. For the wvindication
« of rghteousness and modesty, she must be rreligious,
shameless
Sophocles here, as often, is developing a hint fiom
Aeschylus In the Choephoroe (140), the Aeschylean Electra
prayed to be ‘more modest-heatted and more righteous in
her actions’ than her mother. Sophocles knew that for a
woman situated as Electra 1s, and feeding on the hope of
vengeance, such an aspiration could not possibly be realised.
He has therefore drawn his heroine as naturally sweet and
lovable, tortured by circumstances and by her mistaken
creed, fixing her only hope of love and happiness upon
Orestes, fighting his cause alone among his encmies; then,
on the very day on which, by Clytacmnestra’s dream, the
gads have seemed to prumise the fulfilment of her hope,
plunged into fresh despair and deeper darkness by the false
news of his death. When he comes to her alive, for one
brief moment she 1s happy, free from the thought of wrong
and hatred, radiant and young agamn 1n her pride and joy.
The moment passes TFirst her brother, then the grim oid
Paidagogue, reminds her theie is work to do The moment
seems propitious. Clytaemnestra s alone. Electra’s love
and loyalty make her the eager, humble servant of the
executioners She bids het biother, *Strike agam, if you
have strength,’ although it is their mother who is asking
for their pity
The sequel speaks for itself. Before the end Elcctra
loses every trace of modesty and pious scruple. While the
two men, criminals both, both doomed (see linc 1498),
wrangle over Clytaemnestra’s body, she 1s silent fot a time,
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then breaks into a speech appalling in its blasphemy and
ptiful in 1ts despair

aecIsTHUS, Oh, I am lost. Give me a little tiume
To speak a hitle.

LLECTRA Do not let hum tall!
In God’s name, brother, do not let him talk!
A little time? With lives fast bound to wrong,
What use 1n time for souls that have to die?
Kill him at once When you have done 1t, fhng
'The carrion to the burieis it deserves,
Out of our sight Nothing but that can serve
T'o set me fiee and blot out the old wiong.

- Aegisthus prophesies that this is not the end of troubles
tor the house of Pelops. Orestes sees no Furies yet, and
stays to pomt his moral, as he drives the second victim
to the charnel-house. But while the Chorus sing the
triumph of the good cause and the dawn ot freedom,
Electia still stands stlent. What are her thoughts, as she
turns to enter the Palace, passing the body of her mother?

.S,

KING’S COLLEGE
CAMBRIDGE
December 1926



THE ‘ELECTRA’ OF SOPHOCLES

DRAMATIS PERSONAL

ORESTES, son of Agamemnon, brother of Electru,
PYLADES, his friend.

An old man, the SERVANT of Orestes.
ELECTRA.

CHRYSOTHEMIS, Aer sister

CLYTAEMNESTRA, kel mother

ARCI8THUS, Clytaemnestra’s paramoui

Chorus of Argive ladies.
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SCENE

A public place before the Royal Palace at Mycene In the
Joreground an altar of Apollo.

Enter, as from the open country, ORFSTES and PYLADES,
conducted by an old man, the SERVANT of Orestes

sER. Son of the Captain of the Greeks at Troy,
Agamemnon’s child, at last your eyes may see
All that your heart so long desired. We stand
On Argive soil. These fields were haunted once
By that distracted daughter of a King,
The holy maiden fo. This, Orestes,
Ts the Woli-Slayer’s precinct. Yonder dwells
The Queen of Marriage, Hera. But look up
Where stands the golden palace of Mycene,
The rich and jumous house of Pelops’ line.
They kill’d your father here, and here your sister
Rescued you from the butchers., From her arms
I took you, saved you, and have rear’d you now
To manhood, to avenge your father’s murder.

Therefore, Orestes, and good Pylades,

Prepare your plan for action It is time
The bright beams of the sun already wake
The morning voices of sweet birds to song
The black night wanes, and there are no more stars.
Consult at once Someone at any moment
May come from the house. The place and time admat
No scrupulous delay, but action, action!

oR. Good servant,—rather say, good fiiend—you show
By certain proof your loyal excellence.
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4+ THE ‘ELECTRA’ Of SOPHOCLES

As a fine chaiger, overspent with years,
P1ick-ear’d at snuff of danger, still approving
The courage of the breed, you challenge us
To action, and yourself are first afield
Listen with care I shall expose to you
My whole determination. Any faults
Or flaw therem it is for you to mend.
I went to Delphi, {0 the oracle
Of Phoebus, with my question, by whai means
1 could do justice on the murderers.
Now bsten Thus, or nearly thus, the god
Spoke. ‘With no force of arméd men, alone,
By cunning do the righteous deed of blood.’
Such was the oracle we heard—and you,
Wait tll you find fit opportunity,
Then get you in  Observe, and so report
With knowledge, all that passes in the house.
They'll not suspect you Age and the long years
Have chang’d your favour much. They will not know you.
But you must have some story. You shall say
You come from Phocis—yes, from Phanoteus,
Their sworn friend, link’d with them 1n close alliance,
And tell them—swear it with an oath—Orestes
Is dead—by accident—in course of nature—
At Delphi, in the games, the chariot-race,
Thrown from his car, Good That shall be the story.
Meanwhile, as he enjomn’d, we two will go
And, with libation, at my father’s grave
Offer a lock of hair; then come again,
Bringing the brazen vessel, which you know
I hud among the bushes. Oh, my tale



HATEKTPA

* \ o 3 ! N 3 ,
OJG"'TTEP 'Y(I:P tmrmTos €U’Y€U7I?, Kav vy 'yepﬂ)y’
€v Tolot Sewois Quuov ok dmwhecer,
?- * 1 \ o I L4 4 & 1
ar) opBov ofs leTnow, dealTws 8¢ ov
Huds 7 dTplvels kalTos v mpoTols Emret.
\ \ A ! / AY by

Towyap Ta pév Sofavta Snhwow, ov 8¢
) ~ 3 \ - 1 fal ’ (4
ofelay aronw rols éuols Aoryors DiBovs,
€l w1 T kavpol Tuyydve, weldpuoaey

) Ay \ r Foa e ! 3 \

éyw ryap Ny ieoumy o [lvBicov
pavtelov, os pdbowy’ St Tpome TaTpl
dilras dapolumy Tdv dovevodvror wdpa,
xp7 ot Torabl o DotBos dv wedoer Tdya*
doxevor adTov damwidwy Te kai oTpaTed
8dhoway kNéfrac yeupos vdlkovs oayds.

87" odv Towvde ypnopov elonroloapey,
oV pév poAwv, bTav o€ katpds elodyy,
Souwy éow mdWS, Lol wiv To Spauevoy,
o )Y N LAY 3 7 ~
brws &v eidws Huiv ayyeilgs cadd.

00 ydp gE 1y Yilpa TE KAl YPOVE WAKPD
P :85 ¢ 7 781 » 0 ;
yvéa’, 008 dmomTeioovow &8 Hriouévoy

-A,, 8\ ~ "8, 124 ’ \ d

oy 8¢ pd 7018, 8T Eévos pév €l
Dowretls, map dvdpos Pavoréws frwv- o yap
péyraros adrols Tuyydvel SopvEévar.
p1g Y o 7 ¢ /
dyyedne & Gpre, mpoaTifels, olodvena

? 71 7 3 1 4 /
e’ 'Opéorns €€ avayraias Tuyys,
df\owore TTvbikolow éx TpoynraTwy |
dippowy kvhielels: 68 o udlos éordre.
€ ~ B\ N / £ b 4
Huels 8¢ warpos TOuBov, ds épieTo,
NotBalos mpdTov xal kapaTouots yMdals -« -
aréfravres, €it dyroppar HEoper watw,
TUmTw e, xaAkomhevpoy Hppuévor YEPOIV,

A N 1 H 7’ T g / 2
)} Krrl 1) AHUBOIC ntoctl s AN KERXNVHUTENNY

25

40

45

50

33



6 THE ‘ RLECTRA’ OF SOPHOCLES

Shall pleasantly beguile them That same urn,
. I'll say, contains the relics of my body,
All that the fire has left, ashes and dust [He shudders
How can it hurt me to profess myself
A dead man, {or the sake of life und honour?
[ fear no harm from any tale that pays,
And T have scen this often, men of wit
Tralsely repoited dead: mark how they grow
In reputation when they live again:
So on my enemies | sweai to rise
From false eclipse, a living, terrible star,
Land of my fathers, and ye, gods of Argos,
Welcome and bless me on this road T tread.
All bail, my father’s home! I come to you
Justly with cleansing as God’s munister.
Dismiss me not dishonour’d Let these hands
Restore my house and save my heritage.
Well, T have said my say. The time 1s ripe
For action. Get you to your task within.
Watch well. Occasion calls, and good success
Waits ever on occasion. Let us go.
[He tuins to PYLADES, and the Old Man moves towards
the Palgce
BL. [within]. Ah me! O wretchedness! O sorrow !
strR. My son, I seem to hear a stifled cry
Of grief within, Some serving-maid in trouble?
OR. Or is 1t sad Electra? May we stay,
And wait upon her sorrow?
8ER. No! We must try to do the god’s command
Furst, before everything. First you must pour
Libation to your father, This, I say,
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8 THE ‘ ELECTRA’ OF SOPHOCLES

Is victory "U'his shall prosper all we do
[The three men withdraw

ELECTRA enters from the Palace

EL. O holy Laght of Tleaven,
And Air, Earth’s equal paitner,
Flow many dirges of my singing have ye heard.
How often have ye seen me
In the morning, when the dark night vanishes,
Beating my breast until the blood flows
And the nights that [ have pass’d,
The bed that [ loathe mn this home of sorrow knows them
And the dirges that I make for my unhappy tather.
The cruel War-God did not take him in that far-oft
country.
My mother, my own mother, with her bedfellow Aegis-
thus,
Like woodcutters cutting an oak,
‘With an axe cleft his head;
There is no sign of pity anywhere,
Except from me, O father,
For thy pitiful, dishonourable death.

But I will never cease my dirges,
My cries of misery and loathing,
While I behold this daylight and the shimmernng of stars.
As the nightingale lamenteth for her children,
So will I lament thee.
Here, at the door of my father’s house, I will cry aloud,
And every man shall hear.
O House of Hades and Persephone,
O Hermes, Lord of the Dead, O Spirit of the Curse,
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10 THE ‘ ELECTRA’ OF SOPHOCLES

And you, ye dreadtul Daughters of the Gods, ye Furies,
Who look on men who die unjustly,
Who look on men whose marriages are stolen from them,
Come to me! come to my aid! Avenge our father’s
murder,

And send my brother back to me,

Because I can no longer bear my burden:

It is too great a load for me to bear alone.

The ctiorus of Argive ladies fias entel ed

during the last Lines of the song
sti. 1

cHo., My child, Electra,
Why art thou so insatiate in gricving
For him, so long ago
Caught by thy crafty mother,
In a godless trap beguil’d,
Agamemnon, by the hand of giilt betray’d?
May he who did the deed perish,
If it be right for me to breathe so terrible a prayer.
eL. Children whose birth was noble,
Have ye come to comfort me 1n 1y affliction?
I know these things: I understand: I am not ignorant:
And yet I do not wish to leave my grieving,
Nor will T cease to cty aloud for my unhappy father.
Ab, friends, who are indeed my friends in all the sweet
exchange of friendship,
I pray you, I beseech you,

(Give me leave. Let me be mad.
ant I

cHo. And yet you cannot
By any prayer, nor voice of lamentation,
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12 TUE ‘ELECTRA’ OF SOPHOCLES

Bring him agam {rom death,

From the gieat lake of Hades.

Your own life wanes and wastes

In hopeless immeasurable grief,

Immoderate, to no purpose,

Because grief cannot cure Why strive for that which may
not be?

tL. Only the tool forgetteth
His father, prutully taken from him
I am not so. 1 love the wakeful, sorrowful nightingale.
Is not her ceaseless cry for ‘Itys, Itys’

Importunate? And yet she 1s the bird of Zeus the Father.,

Ah, Niobe, who art all tears, I count thee more than
mortals happy,

Because, although thou weepest,

Thou art changed; thou art a stone.

st 2

cHo. Not to you alone has grief been given,

Child. Why should you pass all bounds of giief]

More than friends and kindred, wantonly?

How does Iphianassa live, and how Chrysothemis?

Or he whose boyhood has been saved from sorrow,

The happy child whom great Mycene yet shall welcome,

His noble father’s son, return’d m glory by the grace of
Zeus, Orestes?

EL. Have I fail’d him? I have waited long,
Husbandless, childless, wretched, I have waited,
Overspent with weeping and interminable waste of an-

guish unavailing,
But he forgets his wrongs,
Slights the messages I send him,
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14 THE ‘ELECTRA’ Of SOPHOCLES

Sends me back no truthful answer.
He longs to come,
But still in sprte of all his longing will not deign to come.
ant. 2
cHO. Have good courage! Zeus 1s in His Heaven,
Child, beholding, overruhng all.
Lay on Him the burden of the wrath:
Be not vexéd with the enemy overmuch, nor yet {orgetful.
Time is a god who disentangles evil
You are remember’d in the pasture-lands of Crisa
By Agamemnon’s child, and by the god who reigns beside
the stieams of Wailing.
iL, Year by year my life has gone {rom e,
Utterly hopeless, till my strength has left me.
Faint I am, and very weary, for I have no father and no
husband
To love me and defend;
Like a stranger and a beggar,
Dwelling m my father’s house, thus,
In rags and shame,
I steal the scraps from empty tables when the feast is done.
str 3
cHO. Pitiful the voice that welcom’d him,
Pitiful the cry from the King’s marriage-chamber,
When the edge of the bronze struck home.
Craft the plotter, Lust the slayer,
And of these a fearful shape begotten—
Was it hauman? Did a Spurit strike the blow?
EL. O day, to me beyond all other days most loathsome!
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16 THE ‘ELECTRA’ OF SOPHOCLES

O night, O feast of treachery,
Horror unmentionable of my father’s shameful death!
He look’d upon them They were twain who slew,
And these are they who have destroy’d me,
Sold me to raun
God 1 the Height, hear me!
Let them suffer, let them pay for all
Never a gleam of good light on them
For the work that they have done.
ant 3
cHo Patience Speak no word immoderate
Think. Do you not know you court your own destruction?
Heap on yourself fresh shame,
Ewil grown to greater evil,
In the brooding haunted soul begetting
War? But they are strong and war availeth not,
iL. I know I am not ignorant ot my own spirit
I am not free. Necessity,
Fearful Necessity ot evil holds me While I live
1 shall not make an end, though evil grow.
For should 1 make an end, belovéd,
Who would approve me?
None that is right-minded.
Let me be! There 18 no remedy
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18 THE ‘ELECTRA’ OF SOPHOCLES

BEver again, nor rest: only strife
And mnumerable tears.
epode
cHo. Yet I speak 1n kindness,
As a careful mother, pleading with you,
Breed not sin tor sin, and wrong for wrong,
EL. T'ell me, 1s there any measure in my evil?
Tell me, is it good to slight the dead?
Seek 1o all the world, you will not find that custom.
Better shame than such dishonour.
If there be any good thing left me, may I not enjoy it,
If it mean that I must fold the wings of my lamenting,
And put dishonour on my father.
For if the dead must lie
A heap of negligible dust, and they,
The slayers, pay not death for death,
There will be left no Modesty
Nor Righteousness on earth.
cHO. Daughter, for my own sake as well as yours
I came. But if my counsel be not good,
You shall prevail. We are your loyal friends,
EL. Ladies, I am ashamed to cry my grief
So rudely that I seem extravagant.
Violence, harsh necessity, compel me
Forgive. Is there a woman, nobly born
As 1, could see her father so abus’d
Day after day, night after night, and watch
This thriving unabated infamy
With patience? First, my mother—she who bore me,
My worst of enemies now. As for my home,
I share 1t with my father’s murderers;
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20 THE ‘ELECTRA’ OF SOPHOCLES

I live with them, their subject, their dependent,
The bond-slave of their bounty or denial.
What of my daily life? Imagine it.
To see Aegisthus vested in the robes
My father honour’d, seated on the throne,
My father’s throne; to see him at the altar
Making libation, where he kill'd my father;
And then, the last, worst infamy—to see
That murderer couch’d in my father’s bed
With my unhappy mother—if the name
Of mother suits the assassin’s concubme.
She 15 not scrupulous - she fears no gods
Nor Furies, in the bed of the polluter
Rather, to make a triumph of her sin,
She cons the calendar, and marks the day
On which her cunning plot destroy’d my {ather,
And keeps that day with monthly sacrifice
And dancing for the gods of her salvation,

1 live with that. I see this mockery,
This festival call’d by my f{ather’s name,
And weep for 1t, and break my heart for 1t,
Bitterly, secretly—I am not free
To weep as my sick soul would have me weep,
For she, this plausible, seeming-noble Queen,
Rails on me and reviles me. ‘Godless wretch,
Are you forsooth the world’s one fatherless child?
Have you the world’s monopoly of griet?
I loathe and curse you! May the infernal gods
You worship, keep your life a life of tears.
So she insults my sorrow, save when rumour
Speaks of Orestes coming: then, possess’d,
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22 THE ‘ELECTRA’ OF SOPHOCLES

She clamours at my car, ‘You are the cause.
You serv’d me thus. You stole Orestes, you,
And put him out of reach; but you shall pay,
Yes, you shall surely pay full measure for it.”
So, muttering threats, she ends, and the good lord,
Her bridegroom, like an echo, hounds her on
To frenzy—puny, devilish, pestilent coward,
Fighting his battles with a woman stiil
His weapon. What of me? I wait, and wait,
Lost, utterly lost Orestes will not come.
' Always the promuise, never the fulfilment
Of hopes and dreams that vanish i despair.
Friends, is there any room for modesty
Or good religion here? Set in the mudst
Of evil, we must practise evil still.
cHo., Where 1s Aegisthus? Is he near at hand
Or absent? You have spoken very bravely.
EL. Not here but m the country, If Aegisthus
Were here, I should not date to leave the house.
cHO. Then, since Aegisthus is not here, may I
Venture to speak to you more openly?
EL. You may. What have you in your heart to tell me?
cHO. Itis a question. Have you news? Your brother—
Is he coming? Must you still be warting? Tell us.
EL. He tells me he will come. He never comes.
cuo. Men pause before a perilous enterprise.
EL. [ did not think of perils when I sav’d him.
cHo. Take heart! He 18 not base. He will not fail you.
EL. I trust him. I could not have liv'd without it.
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24 THE ‘ELECTRA’ OF SOPHOCLES

Enter from the Palace CHRYSOTHEMIS,
with offerings for the grave

cuHo. Hush, no more words! Someone is coming out!
Chrysothemis, your sister, by the same
Father, and the same mother In her hands
She bears what look like offerings for the dead
cHR. Sister, what purposc can 1t serve Lo stand
For ever talking in the public street?
Will you not learn by long experience
The folly of this passionate indulgence?
I know myselt enough for this—1 know
I grieve at all that happens: they should know
My feelings plainly too, 1f T were strong
But, as it 1s, to bow belore the storm
Seems better than to make a show of action
Which does them not a jot of harm. I wish
That you could do as I I know the right
Is as you judge, nor as I say. And yet
Obedience is my means of life and fieedom.
EL. Strange, you should be his child, that {ather’s child,
Yet think of him so little, and so much
Of her. I know these lessons that you read me
Are all her teaching, nothing of your own
Choose. Either be unpolitic with me,
Or use your policy and forget your dearest.
Just now you said, ‘I{ T could find the strength,
How plainly T would show them how I hate them.’
Yet, when you see me fighting for my father,
You give no help, you try to hinder me,
You add to all our wrongs your cowardice.
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20 THE ‘ELECTRA’ OF SOPHOCLES

Tell me, or rather listen, Tl tell you,

Just how much I should gain by keeping silence.

I have my hife—I know, a wretched life—

But it will serve. T hurt them, and the dead

Is honour'd—if such honburs please the dead.

You hate them? Oh, a phrase! This 1s the fact-

They kill’d your father, and you live with them

T would nat—no, not if they lavish’d on me

All those delightful gifts that make you fine,

T would not yield one jot. Keep to yourself

Your rich repasts, your boundless luxury:

I want no {ood but this—TI do myself

No harm. I could not relish your—success

You could not, were you modest You, who nught

Have own’d the noblest father in the world,

Be call’d your mother’s child. The world will know you—

One who betray’d her dearest, her dead tather, ..~
cHO. Oh, for God’s pity, let us have no anger!

There is much truth in both your arguments,

And you might Icarn from her, and she from you.
cHR. Ladies, her harsh reproaches grow by use

Something familiar I should not have spoken,

Had T not heard of a calamuty

Which, if it fall, must silence her tor ever,
£L. What s this terrible thing? If it 1s worse

Than what I suffer now, you shall persnade me.
cHR. I'll tell you plainly everything I know.

They mean, if you persist in lamentation,

To send you to a place where the dear sun

Will never visit you: far away, alive,

In a dark dungeon you must nurse your grief.
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Think, then, and do not blame me afterwards,
When it has come. Now is the time for prudence
EL. They have determin’d? Did you say determin’d?
" cuRr. Yes, it is settled: when Aegisthus comes.
EL. Why, then, I hope and pray he may come soon
cHR. Alas, alas! You pray for your own death!
EL. Is that his purpose? Then he cannot come
Too quickly.
CHR Are you mad? What do you mean?
EL. I mean, T shall be free trom all of you.
cHR. It 1s your Iife, remember.
EL, Such a life
As mine! Is that so beautiful a thing?
cHR. If you were only wise, 1t might be so
rL. Enough! You shall not teach me treachery
cHR. There’s no such matter. You would yield to
force.
EL. Cringe, if you must [ have not learnt the habit.
cHR. No wise man seeks a fall.
EL. What, if T fall?
Aanyhow, I shall fight my father’s cause.
cHr. Father forgives and understands, I know.
EL. The coward’s plea!

"

CHR. It is my plea to you.
Will you not listen?
EL. No. I pray my soul

May never be so destitute of wisdom.
cHr. Then I will go my ways and do my errand.
EL. What errand? Where? What are these offerings?
cHR. Guifts from my mother for my father’s tomb.
L. What? She, who hated him, O sister, she—
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cuR. Who kill’d hum, you would say Yes. She hag
sent them,
L. What friend stidl cares? Who can have wg’d
her to 1t?
cHR. Something, I think, that frighten’d her, at night,
£L. At last! Gods of our father’s house, be with us!
cHR. You think her fear spells hope?
EL. T’ll answer that,
If you can tell me what 1t was, she saw.
cHR. I am not clear—I only know a little.
rL. However little, tell me. One brief word
Has ruin’d lives ere now, or brought salvation.
cHr. They say she saw the sprrit of our father
Return’d to earth again. They say he took
That sceptre, which Aegisthus now usurps,
In s own royal hand, and planted 1t
In the earth upright There, they say, 1t grew
Into a lusty sapling, which at length
O’ershadow’d the whole Mycenean land.
Someone who listen’d when she told her dream
To the Sungod in the morning, told me this,
And it is all T know—except that fear,
This fear, has made her send me on my errand,
Therefore, by all our gods, I beg you, yield
Do nothing rash. Though you repel me now,
Perhaps in trouble you may turn to me.
EL. What you have there, dear one, must never touch
Our father’s grave, never, Drink-offerings
And washings, if you bring them as from her,
His wife and enemy, are a profanation.
Scatter them to the winds, or, bury them



XP.
HA.

XP.

HA.

HAEKTPA

DY -

ov éeTay avTi+ Tobro yap NéEas Oéres.

y n [ n ~ a3y

éx 700 pLAwy wewoBeloa; T TodT fpcoev;

! ~

éx Selparés Tov vurtépov, Sorelv uol.

5 \ n ~

& Beol marpdor, cuyyéveadé oy dANG viv.

14 ~ n

éyews i Bapoos TobSe Tod TdpBovs mwépt;

¥ 7 \ 13 o LI 4

el pot Aeyors T dYrw, ElTol Ay ToTe.
AAN 0l kdTosda A émi opiepoy Gpioa
Aéy' dANG ToDTor TOANE TOL Tpeicpol Noyou
Eopmhar %8y kul katwpBwaar Bporods.
Adyos Ti§ avTiv ot elaiOely TaTPOS

70D ¢ob Te Kauod Sevrépav ouihiay

4 L)

érdovros cls pas+ elra TOVS édéaTiov

- ? n r ’ Ay
wHéar MaBbvra oxfwTpov, 0bpbpes more

Y r ~ LI s QY ¥
atros, Tavby 8 Alyiefos: €k Te Tod dvw
Bracrely Bplovra Budndy, ¢ kaTdoriow

~ 7 \ ? I3
wldoar yevéo ot vy Murnvaiwv xfova,.

~ ¢ r
TowadTd Tou Trapbvros, Hriy’ “Hiip
Selrvvas Tobvap, Eklvor éEnyouudvav.

/ ) 4 2 ’ \ &
e 8¢ TodTwY 0l raToLba, A BT
mépres e xelun Tohde Tob PoBov ydpiv.
wpbs vy Bedw oe Mooopar Ty éyyerdy

7
epol milésbas umd 4BovAig weoely:
el ylp ' dmwdoe, odv kakg pérel waMy.
dAN, & Gidg, TolTwy pév by Exes yepoly
7 7 2 2 7 4
TouBo mpocdyrys undév ol ydap cor Héurs
o8 Boov éyBpas amd yuvaieds iordvat

! ? 3 O \ 2 rd
xreplopar’ oDt hovrpa Tpoodépery TaTpL:
d\N 9 myoaiow 4 Babvoradel wiver

410

415

420

425

430

135



32 THE ‘ELECTRA’ OF SOPHOCLES

Deep in the earth, where not a drop shall reach
His resting-place, but all be kept in store
Tor that luxurious wanton when she dies.
Is she not wanton? Is there in the world
A woman so hard-hearted as to make
Loveless libations to the man she murder’d?
Can we believe, does she herself believe,
The dead will take these washings as a gift

Ot love? Of love? She kill'd, insulted, mock’d him,
And mutilated Washings? When she kill’d him,
How did she wash the body? On his head

She wip’d her bloody hands. Think you these offerings
Can make her peace {or that? Nay, let them be,
Your hair 1s beautiful Take one tress of 1t,
And this, of mine—alas, it is unkempt—
Take 1t—a tufling gift, but what I have—

Stay: here’s my girdle too—how drab 1t 15—
Offer it on your knees, beseeching him
To rise and succour us against the foe
And grant hus son Orestes victory
And life, to trample on our enemies,
That in the future we may honour him
With richer gifts than we can offer now.
1 think, I think, some stirring of his spirit
Mov’d him to send these evil-sceming dreams.
Dear sister, do this office for my sake
And yours, and his, belov'd in spite of death
More than the world, my father and your own.

cHo. Your sister’s right, dear child. If you would be
Modest and pious, you will do her bidding.

cur, I will. It s not wisdom to dispute



XO.

XP.

B

TIAEKTPA

N
,

’ / " ’ A b 3 A \

gpvyron v, evlla pn ot els edviy warpos
4 ’ / T y e ’
TOUTWY TPOUELTL pndéy dAN Srav Bavy,
kerpine avTi raita cplécbo xdro
apyny & dv, e py TARuOVETTETY FYur
~ 4 ~

macey EB\acTe, Tdobe Suouevels yods

3 3 ’ o A LBt I 14
odk &y woll, bv ' EkTewe, Twd EméoTede.

74 A\ "~ - ~

aréyfras yap cf aat wpocdides airy Sowdd

Lo AN 4 ! ’ 14
wépa Tad oby riadoirs béfeoBar vénvs,
T \ » o A
U’ s uvow dripos dHote Suopeus
épaayarioln, kdmi Novrpoiow ripg
rqAiBas éEéuaker. apa uh Sorsls

;Y 1A - ” , /

MTipt avT) TadTa Tol povoy Gépey .

3 s M \ ~ \ ’ \ \
ovk oy, aAhd TalTa pev péfes: av 8¢
repodaa kparos BuaTpbywy dxpas ¢ofas

kapod Talaivys, opucpa per Tad, dAN duws

dyw, 8ds alTd, Tvé aliTaph) Tpiya
k@l Edua Tovpoy ov Xhdals farnuéraor.
alrob 8¢ mpoowiTvovoa yhlber edpens
Huiy dpwydv adTov eis ExBpods pohely,
wai maid 'Opéorny é§ bmeprépas yepos
éxBpoiciy adrod Livr érepBivar wod,
Garews TO Notwoy alTov dq{)uem’e’pmm
xepal arépwper fj Taviy Smpotucla.
olpas pev odv, oipal T Kaicelvp pélov
méurar 78 adrh Suompdcont dveipaTar
Bpws &, adehdr, ool 8" dmolpynaor Tdde
ol 7' aparyd, vd Te PuhTdTe Bpordy
wavTow, év" Adou reapévy Kowd TaTpl.
mpos ebaéBeway 7 kbpn Néyer: av 86,

&l cwppovijoess, B Pikn, Spdoes Tade.
Spdaw: 10 yap Sixaioy otk Exes Noryor

v

)

Lo

150

435

1ho

165



34 THE ‘ELECTRA’ OF SOPHOCLES

About our duties, but to join in action.

So I wil do my best—but, oh, my friends,

Keep what I do a secret, I implore you;

Fou if my mother learns of this, alas,

I think T shall pay dearly for this boldness

st [EEx1t CHRYSOTHEMIS
crro, It T am not a tool m prophecy

And destitute of wisdom utterly,

Justice by this drcam reveals her purpose.

Justice comes, with victory

For the good cause, hunting the evil down,

Very soon, my child;

Yea, I am well assur’d;

Breathing a spirit of joy from the tale of the dream.

The lord of Greece, thy father,

Hath not forgotten.

Nor hath that brazen two-edg’d axe forgotten

Through all the waste of years,

Which slew him shamefully.

ant

Yea, with the clash of many swords, the nowse

Of many trampling feet, forth from the lair

Vengeance, brazen-footed Fury, ambush’d

Now in darkness, cometh soon

"T'o the ight—8in tainted the bridal bed

Of the twain that slew.

"Therelore, my soul knows well,

Sure is the presage of evil, the sign of the doom ;

Tt cannot, roay not {ail us.

"They needs must suffer,

Or else there is no truth in mortal dreamng,
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And vain 3 prophecy,

Unless this dream prove tiue,

epoade

Alas, that gngient-fount of sorrow,

Since Pelops drove fus fatal car,

[Tath well’d incessantly,

And 1RC land groaneth still,

When trom that golden chariot Myrtilos

Flung headlong, violently, shamcfully abus’d,

Sank to the waves, and was engulf’d, and slept,

There came upon this house sorrow and shame and
anguish,

Haunting it stll.

Enter CLYTALMNESTRA

cLy. So, 1t appears, you rove again at large?
Aegisthus 1s not with us to prevent
This public shamung of your friends and kindred.
Aegisthus is not here! What do you care
For me? Oh, you have told your story times
Enough to many cars, that T am harsh
And impudent, using my authority
To wrong you and your cause. It is not true.
I am not impudent. And if I speak
Harshly of you, what have you said of me?
Always your father 1s your theme, your father,
And how I caused his death. I know. I did 1t.
[ have no such thought 1n me as to deny it
And yet not I alone, but Justice slew him,
And you would fight for Justice if your mind
Were sane and nghteous. Why, this man, your father,
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For whom you make such weeping, had the heart—
e, of all men and Greeks'!—to sacrifice
Your sister. He, who sow’d the seed, he slew her’
He had not felt the pangs that gave her life.—
Ah -
T'ell me, come tell me this, What was the cause?
Why did he sacrifice her? For the Greeks?
She was my child What 1ight had they to kill her?
For Menelaus? What? Tor a brother’s sake
To kill my child-—must he not pay for that?
WVenelaus had two children.—By what law
Should she be kidt’d, not they? They were his sons,
And Helen’s-—D1d not Helen make the war?
Or had the King of Death grown passionate
To taste my children’s flesh-—not hers, but mine?
Or had your curséd father so much love
For Menelaus’ children, none was left
For his and mine? Then was he not a fool,
Unnatural and insensate? You deny it,
And yet I think he was, and she who died,
If she could speak to you, would tell you so.
T think of what I did with no regrets,
No heaviness of heart. I seem to you
Wicked and wrong? Be just before you blame me.
EL. You cannot say that any bitterness
Of mine provokes you now to answer me.
Have I your leave, in my dead {ather’s name,
And for my sister’s sake, to speak the truth?
cLy. Ireely, and had you always spoken so,
1 could have heard you without bitterness.
BL. "This is the truth. You say you kill’d my father,
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Justly or not, could there be anything

More shameful to confess? But I shall say
You did not kill for justice, but for love

Of a base man. You arc living with him now

Go, ask the Virginal Fluntress, why the winds
At Aulis stopp’d the fleets—No ! T will teli you.
We must not question her. This was the cause,
"They say my father, hunting m a grove,

Startled a dappled hind from cover, aim’d,
And hit and kill’d, and boasted foolishly.
For that the child of Leto in her wrath
Stopped the Greek ships and made my father pay
Her price for a dead tavourite—his child.
So came that sacrifice; no other way
T'o bring his men safe home, or cross to Troy;
Theretore, and not for Menelaus’ sake,
Reluctant, but compell’d, he offer’d her.
Was 1t for Menelaus? 1 will meet you
On your own ground. Was it? What then?
you,
Therefore, the right to kill him? By what law?
Take care. If you lay down this principle,
This ruthless law of vengeance, you pronounce
The sentence on yourself. If fe for life
Were always to be taken, you yourself
. Must be the first to die, if you have Justice.

No, Justice was the pretext, not the cause.
Think well. Instruct me, if you will, what cause
Compels you now to your worst shame? You live
With that polluted man, you sleep with him,
And with um, long ago, you kill'd my father

Have
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You bear him children——while the innocents,
Your lawful husband’s children, you have banish’'d
Is that to be approved? Or will you tell me
You do 1t for your daughter? To your shame
You do 1t —~Why should honour wed and bed
With enemites, because you loved your daughter?
Your daughter may not even speak to you
Planly, o1 else you clamour and protest
That she reviles her mother—Mother? No,
T'yrant you are, and mistress, but not mother!
What 1s my hfe? What have I had from you—
You, and your mate—but only persecution?
‘What of your other child, who just escaped you,
But only just escaped—what of Orestes?—
In exile. And how ofien have you said
I cherish’d him to punish you and kill you?—
Yes! If I could, I would!..,So, I have said it.
Publish me to the world unnatural,
Abusive, vile and utterly lost to shame.
If I am all these things, be proud to know
You have a chuld so worthy of her mother!
cHO 1 see you grow too passionate Is regard
Still left for right and justice in such passion?
¢LY, Pray, what am I to thunk, or what regard
To have for her, 2 woman grown, who heaps
Such outrage on her mother? Not a crime,
You see, too black for her—she has no shame
EL. No shame? You may be sure I am ashamed
Although you think not so, I understand.
T know that what I do passes all bounds
And is unworthy of me, but your hate
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Forces me, and your evil deeds compel me
To forget shame because my life is shameful.
cLyY. 1 and my talk and actions, it appears,

Move you to wild and wanton words.

L. The words
Are youss, not mine, because the sin was yours:
And waords are only echoes of the fact

cLY So bold? By Artemis, the Queen, I swear,
You shall pay dearly, when Aegisthus comcs.

EL. You bid me speuk, and then grow passionate,
You see, you cannot bear to hear the truth,

cLY You have had licence—will you not allow
Even a decent silence for my prayer?

EL. Yes, pray 1 bid you pray. You shall not blame
My clamour any longer I have done.

CLY [to an aitendantf]. Laft high the oflering. As we

conseciate
These fruits of earth to heaven, so may the god
Release us from the fears which now possess us.
Phoebus, Defender, lend thine ear, to catch
My secret whisper—those who listen here
Are not my friends. [t suits not to reveal
All that is in my heart, while she is near,
Lest the outrageous malice of her tongue
Spread slander through the city. Thus I speak;
Listen, and understand. This night T saw
Strange shapes and doubtful dreams. Lycean King,
If they be good, I pray thee grant fulfilment:
If they be evil, let my enemies
Be haunted by them, There are some who plot
And plan to thrust me from my wealth—prevent them.
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Let me continue safe as now, and sway

The house and sceptre of the sons of Atreus,
Happy among the friends with whom to-day
[ live, and with my children—such of them
As netther hate nor hurt me cruelly.

Hear me, Apollo, Lord, be gracious to me,
And as we pray, so may we all be answer’d.
The rest I will not speak. Thou art a god,

1 bid thee read my stlence All the world
Should hold no secret for a son of Zeus,

While CLYTAEMNESTRA still stands in an attitude
of supplicatron at the altar of Apollo, the SERVANT
of Orestes enters

sEr. Ladies, is this the palace of the lord
Aegisthus? I would know with certanty.
cHO. You may be certain. You have guessed aright.
sER. And if T guess, that is Aegisthus’ wife—
Her looks are royal—shall I still be right?
cHo. Nothing more certain, sir. Yes, that is she.
SER. Joy to the Queen. Madam, I bring you news,
Sweet news, from a friend, for you and for Aegisthus.
cLy. Good words. We greet the omen, and we thank you.
But tell me first, who sent you?
SIR Phanoteus
'The Phocian—and there’s matter in my tale.
cLy What is it? Tell me. I am very sure,
Your news, from such a friend, will prove right welcome.
$ER. In brief this is the news: Orestes dead.
EL. Ah woe is me! Oh, I am lost, quite lost.
¢LY, Do not listen to her, stranger. Did you say—?
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18 THE ' ELECTRA ' OF SOPHOCLEb

sER. Orestes dead, I said, and say so still
EL. Forlorn and utterly wretched! Lost, quite lost!
¢Ly. Look to your own concerns You, stranger, tell me,
And tell me truly, in what way he died.
str. | was sent for that, and T will tell you all.
To Delphi, to Apollo’s festal games,
The pride and glory of assembled Greece,
Ile came Ilc heard the herald’s thrilling cry
Summon the runners for the race came first
He rose in beauty, radiant. all the throng
Was hush’d 1n wonder" so he ran the course
From first to last victorious, crowned at length
With perfect honour. Oh, the tale were long
If T should tell you all T have not known
A man so valiant, so victorious,
Fast as the judges order’d each event,
Winning, and winning yet again. At last
He was acclaim’d by all, an Argive born,
His name Orestes, son of that great prince
Who gather’d Greece for war, King Agamemnon.
So fell these things. But when a god intends
Destruction, even the strong may not escape.
Next day at suniise, when the lists were set
For the racing of swift-footed steeds and cars,
In a throng of charioteers he also enter’d
One was Achaean* one from Sparta: two
[From Africa, well-skilled in horsemanship
And he was fitth, driving a team ol mares
From Thessaly: then an Aetolian
With chestnut steeds: next a Magnesian,
And after him an Aenian, with white horses,
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50 THE ‘ ELECTRA’ OF SOFHOCLES

The eighth: {rom god-built Athens came the ninth,
And from Bocotia the tenth and last.

They took their places where the judges, set

T'a do that office, by the lot assign’d them.

"The trumpet sounds! They start, with a shake of the reins
And a shout to the horses, All the course 15 fill’d
With noise ol ratthng cats and rising clouds

Ot dust and racers struggling in close pack—

No stinting of the goad—on, on, to pass

The huirymng nval wheels, the flymg foam

Of panting steeds, whose labour’d breath bedews
The track of the car, the back of the charioteer,
Boldly he drove close by the stone that marks
The turning, to the trace-horse on his right
Giving free rein, but pulling on the left;

And all the cars drove safely on and on

For six completed courses. Suddenly,

At the seventh course, just as they made the turn,
The Aenian’s colts refused the curb, and bolted,
Colliding with a car from Africa,

And from that first mishap car after car

Crash’d and was overturn'd, and filled the plain
Of Crisa with confusion and with wreckage.

The man of Athens understood. He wrench’d
His horses from thetr course, and cunningly
Drove clear of all that surging sea of trouble.
Last came Orestes, holding back his team,

And trusting {or the victory to the end

Now, now he saw no rivals left but one!

He rous’d his horses with a sharp shrill cry,
Hatly pursuing. Neck and neck they drove,
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Furst one and then the other, as the cars
Sped on together, leading by a head,
Course after course: and all this while the youth
Unfortunate drove safely and drove well.
At last the moment came when thoughtlessly

[le slack’d his left rein as he took the corner,
And struck the pillar, and his axle snapp’d;
He fell back trom the car, a prisoner,
Caught in the leathern remns, and, as he fell,
His horses left the track and bolted madly:
Upon which sight, the assembled multitude
With one great shout of wonder and of grief
Acclaim’d a youth, so nobly valiant,
So greatly suflering. High in the air
His madden’d horses flung him, then to earth
Dash’d him again and yet again, At last
His comrades brought the horses to a stand
And foosed the blood-stain’d body, now so changed
That those who loved bim best would not have known him.
They gave him to the fire. Their messengers
Are on their way to bring you what is left
Of all that greatness, ashes and an urn,
For the last honours in his father’s realm.

That is my tale, and it is pitiful,

Even to tell. For us who witness’d all,
It was a sight sadder than I have seen.

CHO, Alas, alas!
The offspring of our ancient master’s house
Hath fallen, and is utterly destroy’d.

cLy, O Zeus, what shall I say? Is this thing good,
Or terrible, though it save me? Must my life
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-

Be saved by such a grief? Alas, it hurts.
ser Madam, what grief 1s there for you in this?
cLy. Itis strange to be a mother Though they hurt,

These children that we bear, we cannot hate them.
sER. It seems, then, that I brought my news in vam?
cry. No, not in vain, Why should you say in vain?

If you have come with proot, if he be dead,

That child of my own hfe, who left my breast,

And would not have my care, but lived abroad,

And grew a stranger—he had never seen me

Since he left Argos, but with fearful threats

Tormented me—he said I killed his tather—

Until sweet sleep never by night or day

Visited me with rest, and tyrant time

Kept me alive as one condemn’d to die.

This day has made an end of all my fears

Of him~and her‘—she plagued me worse than he;

She Irived with me, and she has drunk her fill

Of my sheer heart’s blood—Now I am exempt

From all her threats, and I can live at peace.

EL. Ah; Woe is me! Now I can cry alas,

Orestes, for your fortune—laid so low,

Insulted by your mather. Is this well?
cLy. Not well for you! But, as for him—all’s well.
EL. Avenging spirit of the lately dead,

Hear her!
cLy.  The Spirit of vengeance heard the voice

Which had the right to justice, and avenged—

EL. Be bold! Be blasphemous! while your good Luck
holdg-—
¢y, And whatshould break my Luck? Can you? Can he?
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56 THE ‘ELECTRA’ OF SOPHOCLES

EL. No, we are broken, lost We can do nothing.
cLY [to thesErvanT] Ifyou have stopped that clamorous
tongue, we owe you
For that good office, friend, a rich reward.
siR. By your leave, T will go, if all indeed be well.
cLy. Nay, we remember what we owe ourselves
And our good iriend who sent you. You must stay,
And welcome. Pay no heed to her. Come 1,
Leave her to cry her wrongs and mourn her dead.
[Exeunt CLYTAEMNESTRA, the SERVANT, and attendants
kL. Friends, do vou think she grieves? Where are the
tears?
The mother’s cry of bitterness? She went
With laughter on her lips  Oh, woe is me,
Orestes! You are dead, and T am lost,
Lost, empty-hearted! You have stiipp’d away
And carried to your grave that one last hope,
That you might live and come again some day
To vindicate our father and to save me.
What can I do now? I am quite alone,
My father lost—and you—and I once moie
A drudge among these deadly enemues,
My father's butchers Ts it well with me?
No, I will not go in. However long
T live, I’ not go in, but lay me down
Ilere at the gate and pine away the time,
Friendless and helpless. If it breaks their peace,
Why, let them kill me. I shall thank them for it.
To live is pain. I do not wish for life.
sfr, 1
cno. Where ate the bolts of Zeus
And the fire of the Sun-God?
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58 THE ‘ELECTRA’ OF SOPHOCLES

Can the gods sce these things, and leave the dead in darkness
And not be moved?

EL. Ah!

CHO. Weep not, chuld

EL Alas!

cHo. Make no presumptuous outery.

EL. Nay, thou wilt destroy me.
cHo How so?

EL, I{ thou dost even hint at any hope

For those who manifestly are departed into Hades,
Thou wilt but trample on my misery, and mock my teass,
ant 1

cno. I hope, because 1 know the princely Amphiaraus,
Though swallow’d in the eaith by teason of a woman’s

golden snares,

Now, in the realms below—

EL  Ah me, ah me!

cHo. Ruleth in plenrtude of princely power.

EL. ‘Alas!
CHO. Alag!
Because that murderouys woman—
EL, Was slamn
CHO Yea, she was slain.
gL. L know, I know A champion arose to help the
moutner.

But I—1 have no helper now. For he that was, is gone,
15 taken {from me.
str. 2
cno, Thou art unhappy, and thy fortune is unkind.
£L. I know, I know these things too well,
Has not my lite of sorrow and confusion,
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6o THE ‘ ELECTRA’ OF SOPHOCLES

Ruinously sweeping through the months of r'anguish,‘
taught me?
co. We have seen the cause of thy lamenting,
£L. Then do not seek to wean me any longer from my
sorrow, {or to-day, to-day—
cHo. What wouldst thou say?
EL. There 1s no longer any hope
Of succour from my noble brother,
ant 2
CHO. All must die
sL. Nay, not as he died, trampled by the racing steeds,
Caught 1n the reins and dragg’d to death

CHO Ah me,
A mystery inscrutable.

EL. Is 1t not so?
Like one I knew not, far from my arms—

CHO Alas!

EL. He hes 1n death, and I have not lamented
Nor brought him to his grave.

Euter CHRYSOTHEMIS, joyfully and i haste

CHR. Joy, sister, joy has banished every thought
Ot maiden modesty, and bids me haste
To bring you news of happiness and peace
From sorrow and from tears.

EL. Where will you find
Comfort for me? How can you cure a grie{
Past the physician’s skill?

CHR. Sister, sweet sister,
Orestes has come home. Listen. As surely
As I stand hete with you, he has come home.

EL. Alas, child, are you mad, that you can jest
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62 THE ‘ELECTRA’ OF S8OPHOCLES

At yout own grief and mine?

CHR No, in the name
Of our great father’s house, I do not jest
Orestes has come home,

L. Alas, poor child,
Who has abused your faith? Who told you this?

cur. I learnt it for myselt. 1 have the sure
And certain evidence of my own eyes.

kL What have you seen, poor child? What has inspired
This feverish, hopeless, brainsick tantasy?

cHR. Listen, 10 God's name, first, and then pronounce
Your verdict on my wisdom or my folly.

L Well, if it makes you happy, tell your story.

cur. Yes, I will tell you everything. I came
To our great father’s grave, and there I found
Fresh streams of milk from the high barrow’s top
Trickling, and all the monument was gay
And garlanded with flowers When I saw it,

At first I stood amazed. I looked about,
Afraid—~Was someone lurking there? The place
Was still and silent. Over all was peace.

I moved towards the tomb; a lock of hair

Lay on the edge of the pyre.—Oh! my poor heart
Thrilled at the sight of it. I seemed to see

The bright familiar vision of our dreams,

I knew it was a sign from dear Orestes.

I took it in may hand. I said no word

Untimely; though my eyes were full of tears,

1t was for joy I wept. I knew, I know,

1t must have been Orestes. None but he

Or you or § would bring such offerings,
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64 THE ‘ ELECTRA’ OF SOPHOCLES

I

Or care to bring them, and, 1t was not I,
Nor you; I know how watchful cruelty
Forbids you even to approach the gods,
Nor was it she, our mother. In her spirit
Is no such thought. Besides, we must have known 1t.
These honours of the grave belong to none
Except Orestes. Dear, be confident.,
The face of fortune changes You and I

Have known her frowns: pethaps to-day may bring
Blessing for bane, and joy for suffering.

BL. Ah, fond simplicity! T pity you.

CHR. Are you not glad?

EL. You do not know how tar
You travel trom the truth, in what a coil
You are bernused. -

CHR. I know what I have seen.

EL. Your brother’s dead, poor child, with all our hopes
Of happiness. You must look no more to himn

cHR  Alas, who told you this?

L. 'The man who stood
Beside him when he died

CHR. Where 1s this man?
Oh, I am in a maze

EL. He 15 within
Our mother makes him welcome,

CHR. Oh, alas!

Who was it, then, that brought those offerings
T'o grace our father’s tomb?
FL, They were a gift,
I think, from one who honours dead Orestes.
cHR. I came to you so full of happiness,
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66 THE ‘ELECTRA’ OF SOPHOCLES

So eager with my news I did not know

[Tow far we were from joy. And here I find

All the old griefs, and worse than all we knew.
BL Yes, 1t is ttue And yet there is one way,

One hope, if you will do my bidding, still,

T'o htt the burden from us.

CHR Can I call
The dead to life agan?
. BL. I am not mad.
1 do not ask tor that
CIIR What can I do
That you would have me do?
EL. You must be strong,
To do what I shall ask.
CHR. T'll not refuse
If anything can help.
EL. There 15 no way
To prosper without paimn Think well,
CHR I know.

Yes, I will help you with what strength I have.
EL. Then listen to my purpose. You and I—

You know it—have no friend to help us now,

Not one. Death came to rob us, and he took

Our friend, and you and I are left alone.

For my part, while I heard my brother lived,

1 kept my hope. I told miyself, some day

He will come home to quit my father’s murder,

Some day. But he is dead. I must not hide

Anything from you now. I look to you

For courage. Will you shrink, or will you help

Your sister to avenge your father’s murder?
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6] THE ‘ELECTRA’ OF SOPIHOCLES

Ilelp me to kill Aegisthus? There’s no way,

No hope, except in action What 1s left

"T'hat you can look tor? Your inheritance

Is gone already. You may weep for it,

And mourn the long lost years, the desolate waste
Of your virgimty—You can never hope

To marry now—Aegisthus is no fool.

Fe'll have no children got on you or me

As mmisters of revenge-—no hope of that.

But if you take my way, what then? Why, first,
You will do right; you will entreat our dead,
Father and brother, both, religiously;

And then, as you were born noble and free,
You shall be free and noble, and shall wed
Worthily. Honout wins the world’s regard.

It you are ruled by me, think, you will get

For both of us such honour and such prase,

No citizen or stranger, when he sees us,

But will acclaim us thus —* Behold, good friends,
Two sisters who, t0 save their tather’s house
From ruin, made no question of ther lives,

But braved a prosperous enemy, and dealt
Death to the strong. All glory and all love
Should grace them, and their excellent bravery
Be crown’d m all our public feasts with honour.’
This, while we live, and when we die, what then?
Fame that shall never die! Let it be so,

Dear sister. Be persuaded. Help to bear

Your father’s burden. Sufter with your brother,
And save yourself and me  Life without honour
Is shame, not hfe, for us who were born noble,
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70 THE ‘ELECTRA’ OF SOPHOCLES

cHo. You have much need, both you who speal and you
Who hear this plea, of judgment and discretion,
cHR Discretion? She 1s bramnsick, every thought
Of prudence quite forgotten, or the need
Of caution would have check’d her. Itisyou [to ELRcTRA]
Should think. What can you look for? what success
Could wait upon so rash an enterprise
As this to which you call me? You forget
You are a woman, and your enemy
Is strong and flourishing, day alter day
Uplifted on a flooding tide of fortune,
While ours still ebbs and fails. This is a man
Whose ruin none can compass, and himself
Tiscape disaster, What we suffer now,
Alas, we know. But if such talk as this
Be once reported to him, worse will come.
What can 1t help or profit us to win
The empty name of honour if we die
Shamefully? Death is not the worst, but when
The tortured crave release, and cannot die.
I do beseech you, then, before you bring
Destruction on us both, and quite uproot
The remnant of our house, be well advised.
Control your passion. All that you have said
Shall be as 1f unspoken. I will keep
Your secret. Only be advis’d. Your strength
Is weakness. Learn to bow before the strong.
cHO. Be ruled by her. Life has no better gift
Than wise discretion and a prudent mind.
EL. I knew you would reject me. You have said
Nothing unlook’d for. I must do my task
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>2 TIE ‘FLECTRA’ OF SOPHOCLES

Alone We cannot leave this wotk undone "
C1iR. Ah!
Would you had shown such mettle on the day
Our father died! You mught have ended all!
L. In spint [ was the same: 1n thought a child.
cur, Cherish the same thought now DBe a child still,
EL. This counsel means you will not help?
CHR. T think
T'hings ill hegun can hardly end in good.
1t [ envy your discretion, and 1 loathe
Your cowardly heatt.

CHR I shall be patient still
When your time comes to prase me.
LL. Never, never!

cur. Wait. The long lapse of time will judge between ys.
L. Leave me. You do not help. '
('HR, And yet I think
I could, if you could only understand.

L Get you gone! Tell your mother everything!

cHR. No! I am not so much your enemy.
EL. Yet think what infamy you would offer me!

cHR. No intamy. It 1s my care for you.

EL. Are you to judge what’s right? Are you my guide?
cHR. When you are your sane self, you shall be mine,
EL. Strange, how you find good words, yet miss the truth,
cHR. That’s the true cause of your own malady.

kL. What? Can you doubt the justice of my cause?
CHR. Justice may sometumes end i grief and wrong,

eL. That 1s no rule of life for me to follow.

¢HR. Yet you will find its truth, if you do this thing,
rL. I shall do this thing You cannot frighten me,
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car. Must 1t be so? Can you not change your furpose?
iL. For no base counsel, which I loatlie
CHR, I think
You do not understand me.
EL. I have long
Determin’d this. It 18 no sudden impulse.
cur. Then T will go. Does not your mind approve
My words? My heart cannot applaud your ways.
gL, Go then. I shall not follow If your heart
Indeed be w this matter, still I cannot,
Since to be set on vanity is great folly.
cur. Pursue your purpose, 1if indeed you think
There’s wisdom in 1t Presently, in, the midst
Of evil, you will say I spoke the truth.
otr. 1 [Zxtt CHRYSOTHEMIS
cHo Wise are the birds of ar, and well repay
Their debt of love for life and loving care.
Why are not we as they?
How can we watch them and forget
The self-same debt?
Zeus of the hightming-sword,
With Righteousness enthron’d above,
Bitter and swift is man’s reward
For scorn of love.
O Voice, O mirthless messenger of song,
Cry 1t aloud, the tale of shame and wrong:
Cry, that the King may hear and understand
Even in the dead men’s land.
ant, 1
Tell him, ‘The shame and wrong will not remove.’
Tell him that love is weak and strife is strong.
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His childien tuen trom love
And in the storm of stuife fordone,
Betray’d, alone,
Electra still must mourn—
O constancy uncomforted,
O sorrowful mghtingale, forlorn—
A father dead.
O royal child, O daughter of a King)
She careth not for death, if death shall bring
T'he twofold Fury down. tor so to die
Were true nobiity

st 2
Who would lose a noble name?

Purchage Life for shame?
Child, thou hast the better part,
Service, though 1t break the heart

Evil 1s the weapon, but the prize

Is great As thou art farthful, thou art wise.

ant 2
Live, and triumphant—every foe

Vanquish’d and brought low!

Prosper, since in thee I find,

Though thy fate hath prov’d unkind,
A loyal servant of life’s highest laws,
Faithful to Zeus and righteous in His cause.

Enter ORESTES and PYLADES with the urn
or. Inform us, ladies. Have we heard aright?
Will this road bring us to the goal we seek?
cHo. What purpose brings you here? What do you seek?
or. Where does Aegisthus dwell? That was my question.
CHO. Yes, you are right, and your informant blameless.
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28 THE ‘BLECTRA’ OF SOPHOCLES

or. Which of you will be messenger, and tell ¢
The household, friends are here who will prove welcome?
cHo. This maiden If it be for the house, there’s none
It touches nearer
or [fo ELECTRA] Go within, and say
There are men from Phocis here, who seek Aegisthus.
L. Oh, do not tell me you have come with proof
And confirmation of the news wc heard
oR. I do not know your rumours. Strophios
Charg'd me to come with news about Orestes,
iL. What is this news, stranger? I am afraid.
oR. He s dead In the narrow compass of this urn
We are bringing home the remnants of his body.
£L. Alas! My news was tiue, and I must fecl
The very touch of sorrow
OR. Have you tears
To shed for sad Orestes? You must know
'The truth  All that is left of him 1s here
EL Guve me the vessel Is he thus bestow’d?
Good triend, T do beseech you, give 1t me
That, weeping for these ashes, I may weep
As well for all his kindred and myself.
OR. Take it and give it her, for this request
Comes from no enemy. Whoe’er she be,
She loves him, or was born of the same blood.
EL. [approaching PYLADES and holding out her hands for the
urn] O sad memorial of the life I priz’d
Beyond all other lives, my lov’d Orestes,
How much this welcome home belies the hope
With which I sent you forth, so young, so bright—
O child! and now this nothing, which I hold
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80 THE *ELECTRA’ OF SOPHOCLES

So hghtly in my hand. Would I had died 4
Before T sent you out, stolen from death,
Retriev’d from murder, sav’d, to dwell far off
With strangers  Better had you died that day
And shared your father’s grave than perish’d so,
Miserably in helpless homeless banishment,
Tar from my care. Alas! These hands of mine
Which should have dress’d and bathed you lovingly,
Then from the hungry flames have gather’d 1n
Grief’s precious load for burial—not so!
Some stranger did my office—all T have .
Is this-—a little dust, a paltry win. [She takes it

Alas for all my care, my loving care,
Prov’d uscless now! The labour was so sweet,
Because it was for you, but all in vain.
Your mother never loved you as I loved you.
I was your nurse; none of the household nursed you
And you would call me, ‘Sister,” always, ‘ Sister.’
One day you died, and m that one day all
Has vanish’d, all. You gather’d up my life
And, like a whilwind, left me. Everything
Vanish’d. Our father’s dead, and 1t is death
To me that you are gone. Our enemies
Laugh, and our mother, most unmotherly,
Runs mad for joy. How often you would send
Your secret messages. You would come, you said,
And punish her yoursell. The luckless chance
That haunts us both has stolen hope away,
And sent me for the bright form that I lov’d
These ashes and a shade that cannot help.

Ah me, alas!
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O piiful and strange! ¢
Ah me, alas, alas!

O dearest, by what strange and terrible ways
You travell’d, to destroy me utterly,
Yes, brother, to destroy! Come, welcome me
To this same narrow room which houses you,
My nothing to your nothing. Let me dwell
With you below for ever. Here 1n Iife
We shared and shared alike. Now I would share
Your grave, and nevetr part from you again.
I see, only the dead can feel no pain

cho. Klectra, think Your father was a2 man.
S0 was Orestes. Every mottal soul
Must pay this debt. Let grief be moderate.

or, What shall I say? Alas, I have no words
'To speak, and no more strength to hold my tongue.

EL. Are you in trouble too? Your words are strange.

or. The 1o0yal maid, Electra—can it be?

L. Such as you see—so wretched—I am she,

or. Oh, this 1s hard to bear,

EL. Stranger, you weep.
Surely your tears are not for me?

OR So changed !
Ruined and shamed by wanton cruelty!

EL. In bitter truth, stranger, you speak of me.

or Disconsolate, neglected, husbandless!

EL. Stranger, why do you look at me and weep?

oR. I find I did not know my own musfortunes.

EL. What is there in our talk to bring you knowledge?

or. The sight of you in all this wretchedness.

EL. Yet what you see 18 but a little part,

—
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orR A hitle part? What could be wotse than thus?
EL. My only home 1s with the murderers
OR. What murderers are these? Whom did they k1 e
gL. My father. And they use me as their slave.
orR. Who makes you do them service? Who compels
you?
rL. One much unlike her name. She is call’d my taother,
or. By brute constraint? By shame and hardship? How?
EL. Drute loice, shame, hardship—every kind of wiong,
or. And is there none to help? None to prevent?
¥L None! You have brought me the one helper, dead.
or. Alas! Unhappy one, I pity you.
Bl You aie the fiust who ever pitied me.
or, The wrong they do to you is donc 10 me,
And so 1 sufler
EL. Is 1t possible
You are some kinsman?
OR. I could tell you all,
If these are friends
EL. They are, most loyal friends.
OR. You shall hear everything. Give me back the urn.
BL. No, no! In God’s name, do not take it from me!
oR. Be ruled by me. You shall have no regret.
EL. In mercy leave me what 18 left to love.
OR. 1 say you shall not keep it.
EL. My Orestes!
They will not even let me bury you!
OR, Speak words of better omen, {or your grief
Is much mistaken.
EL. Is my brother dead,
And am I not to grieve?
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OR. It is not you o
Should speak of mourning him.
EL. Am [ 30 shamed,
Deem’d so unworthy?
OR. There’s no shame at all,
And yet there is no cause for you to mourn him.,
EL. What? With Orestes’ ashes in my hands?
or He is not there—A tale—an empty phrase
¥L. O poor unfortunate! Where is he butied?
or. Nowhere. The hiving want no burial.
FL. My son, what have you said? .
OR, Only the truth.
EL. Orestes 18 alve?
OR. If 1 am living,
EL. And you are he?
OR, See if my words are true.
The seal I carry—take it~—was our father’s
EL. O bappy hght!
CR. A light of joy indead!
EL. Voice, you have come!
OR, My voice shall be your answer.
EL. Here in my arms?
OR. Here, where I still would be!
EL. Daughters of Argos, look! It is Orestes!
His death he did so cunningly contrive
That now, by cunning, he is here alive!
cHo, Dear child, we see, and at the glad event
Our eyes are dim with tears of our content
str.
EL. Son of the race,
Tlesh of the flesh that 1 love,
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At last you are here, you have found me,

You see me, whom your heart has long'd to sce.
or. I am here. But watt a Iittle while 1n silence.
EL. What is 1t?
oRr. Better be silent. Somcone within may hear.
L. No, by the virginal untam’d Artemis,

I am too proud to fear a parcel of women

That cumber the house indoors.
or. Ah, but consider Women too can fight.

You know it. In your own life you have prov’d 1t
rr. 1lotrible, horrible!

Why do you wake the thought ot the old evil?

Nothing can hide it, nothing can cure,

Nothing can make me forget,

i oR I know, I know. But the time for memories
7 Will come, when we are free to speak the truth.
ant.
eL. Now is the time—

No, it 15 always the time

To speak of the truth and of justice—
reednm has tarried long  Am I not {1ee?
or You are free now. Look to it. Make your freedom

sure
EL, How can I?
OR. By silence, when it 18 no tume for speech.
EL. How is 1t possible? Must we not speak of it?
Who could be silent? Brother, so long was the watting |
You tarried till hope seem’d dead.
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or. When the gods moved me to the task, T came
£L. Happiness, happiness'
i Sweeter than ever the joy of the glad meeting,
Isita god who bringeth you home?
I count it a sign from God.
or I would not check your gladness, yet I fear
Your spirtt sway’d by such excess of joy.
epode
rL. O happy journey’s end!
After so many days,
Since you have deign’d to come to me thus at last,
Do not, T beg you—you see, I have suffer’d much—
Nay, I beseech you, do not—
GR. What is it you ask?
\i EL. Do not take from me the ight of your countenant
i Nor rob me of the joy I have in you.
or Let any man attempt 1t at his peril—
EL. You promise this?
OR. Why, ves, I promise it
[4 pause; then ELECTRA conftnues very quie
L Dearest, what I have heard I never thought to he:
I have learnt my lesson of silence well. Ah me!
T'o listen and make no sound, to have you here, and to s
The face that I love, and to know,
Nothing can make me forget.
or. No word, save to the purpose, now. No need
To prove my mother’s wickedness. No need
To tell me that the prodigal Aegisthus
Battens on my inheritance, scattering
And wasting. Time's too urgent. None of that,
But only show me this—Occasion calls
e nothina mare—where shall 1 hide myself,
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Or, suddenly appearing, make an end
Of this day’s work by stopping all their laughter.
Stay. When we both go m, you must not show
Your gladness to your mother You must weep,
As if the tale wete true and all were lost,
Our turn has yet to come, it luck be m,
For tree and happy laughter, when we win

FL. Brother, whatever way your heart inclmes,
I shall make mine, since every joy I know
Is nothing of my own, but all from you.
Nor could I choose a blessing for myself
That gave you the least hurt. T would not serve
So ill the spirit of good that gave this day.
You know how matters stand? I think you know—
You have been told— Acgisthus is abroad,
Our mother is within, Oh, never fear.
She shall see no light mn my cyes. The bitterness
Of the old hate is part of me Besides,
Sinee 1 have found you, 1 shall still be weeping
My tears of joy. Have I no cause to weep?
Have I not seen you n this one day’s journey
Dead and alive? What have you done to me?
I am in a maze now. If my father stood
Alive before me, I should think 1t true,
And not a prodigy. Brother, such strange ways
Have brought you home, direct me as you will,
For, had I been without you, even [
Had saved myself, or known the way to die.

OR. Better be silent. Someone is coming out.
1 heard a sound at the entry

EL. {Joudly]. Go your ways,

~

-
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Strangers, go in. You buing with you a gift .
None will refuse, yet none have joy {rom 1t.

Enter from the Palace the oLD SERVANT

sER Fools! Fools and blind! Have you no mother-wit,
Or do you think Lfe such a paltry thing
As not to be worth saving? On the brink,
Nay, in the grip of peril, when the worst
Threatens, and all’s at stake, you linger on
Tu blissful ignorance. Had I not been here,
Watching the doors, your purpose had outrun
Your persons, and betray’d the truth withmn.
My care prevented that. Come, make an end!
Enough of joytul clamour! Leave your talk
And come. In such a business all delays
Are fatal, Seize the hour, and make an end)!
or How stands the matter now? [f I gom...?
sEr. All’s well—this much at least—no one will know
you.
OR. Ah, so you gave your message? I am dead?
SER. Yes You can count yourself a dead man here.
oR. And they have joy of it? Say you?
SER. I will give
My answer when you act. As things are now,
All’s well with them—all—even what is not well.
EL. Who is this man? Brother, I beg you, tell me.
or. Do you not understand?
EL. I cannot guess.
OR. You know to whose hands you deliver’d me?
®L. What do you mean? Who is it?
OR. That same friend
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By whom you sent me secretly to Phouss. .
EL s this indeed that man, the one true friend
Found loyal on the day they kill’d my father?
OR. Spend no more time 1n questions. 'This is he,
g, O light of joy! Sole saviour of the house
Of Agamemuon, have you come to us,
His saviour and my own? I'riend, are you he?
Dear hands and feet, so faithiul in your task
Of Lindness! Were you here, so close to me,
So long, and gave no sign, but hid the truth,
Most blessed, m a tale that broke my heati?
Welcomne, dear father! Yes, 1 see in you
My father! I have never LnoWn 4 man
[ loved and hated so in one short day.
" sEr. Enough, I think, Blectra. Many days
' And many nights hereafter shall 1enew
4 The past 1 talk, and make the stoty plan
My word is for the men  Are both of you
Ready? The time is now! The Queen’s alone
With not a man in the house. To hold your hand,
Remember, ranges on her side fresh odds
Of numbers and much keener wits withal.
oRr It seems this business, Pylades, affords
No matter for much talk, Let us go in.
Come. As we pass the threshold, we’ll invoke
The keepers of the house, my father’s gods.
[He prays in silence
EL. Hear them, Apollo! Lord, be gracious to them,
And hear me too. Have I not come 16 thee
Often with such poor presents as I had?
So niow, a8 best { can, I do beseech thee

-
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Telp and promote and bless this enterprise, -
Showing the world what wages by the gods
Are granted to reward impiety

[oRrEsTES and PYLADES enter the Palace, followed by

ELECTRA, The doors are shut
str

cHO See where the God of Battle moveth on,
A Spirit of Hate
In the Dreath of his nostrils is blood,
"They have gone within,
The mmplacable hounds, the putsuers of sin.
The dream that ever haunts my soul

Will not have long to wait for its fulfilment.
ant.

The crafty-footed avenger moveth on,

He fights for the dead:

There is blood on his hands, with a sword

He has gone within

The lunurous house of his fathers, to kill.

The God of Guile hath cloak’d the plot

In darkness, and it works. The end comes soon.

Re-enter ELECTRA

£r. The end is now, dear women. Even now
The men are at the doing. Wait in silence,

cHo What are they doing?

EL. She is decking the urn
For burial, and the men stand close to her.

cio  And youu came out—for what?

EL, To watch, for fear
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Aegisthus catch them unawares.
cLy. [withun] Alas!
Home, destitute of friends, full of destroyers!
EL. Someone cried out within. Did you not hear 1t?
cHo. I heard what should not have been heard. Alas!
I shudder— .
CLY. Ah! Aegisthus, where art thou?
EL. The voice again, Listen.
CLY. My child, my child,
Pity your mother.
EL. Did you pity him? .
Or had you any pity on his father?
cgo. O city, O miserable race,
Now is your fortune fading, fading.
cry. e strikes! Ahl—

EL. Strike again, if you have strength.
cLy. Again! Ah!
EL. Would it were Aegisthus too.

cHo The curses are at work. The dead are living,
They are draming back the blood from those who slew.

PYLADES and ORESTES appear

See, they are here! Laok! There is blood on his hands
From the sacrament of Hate—nor can I blame him. "
£L. How is it with you, Orestes?
OR. In the house
All's well, if Apollo’s oracle was well,
BL. Is she dead, unhappy one?
OR, You need notfTear
Your mother will tnsult you any more.
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c1o. Stop, for T see Aegisthus.

EL. Back, my children,
or. Do you sce the man?
L. Yes, yes, we have him! Yonder,

Beyond the city gates, trrumphant!

cuo. Quick! Into the vestibule at once!
Finsh the work so well begun.

or. Have no fear. We are ready.

EL, Quick! You know your plan.
or. Yes, I will go.
EL I stay My chaige 1s here. |

cHo. A few words whisper’d in his ear may serve,
And lure him to the judgment, unsuspicious.

Enter ARGISTHUS

AEG. Where are these Phocian strangers who are said
To bring some story of Orestes’ death,
Wreck’d with his chariot? Which of you knows?
My question 1s for you—you, who were once
So bold. Yes, you must know. It touches you,
I think, most nearly. Tell me.
TL. Yes, I know.
indeed 1 know, or I should have no part
In what concerns my dearest {riend on earth
AEG. Where are the strangers, then? Impart your know-,
ledge.
EL. Within. They found a hostess to their mind.
AEG, And they report him dead? Is that the truth?
EL, Nay, they have stronger proofs to show than words.
aEc. He is here then? We can see him?

BL. He is here,
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And no glad sight to sce

AEG, You give me joy
It has not been your habit.
EL If you find

Reason for joy in this, I give you joy
AEG, Be stlent all Open the gates, and show
To Argos and Mycene such a sight
That any who have nurs’d the idle hope
Of tlus man’s home-coming, may sece him dead,
And learn, before the master’s heavy hand
Is 1wsed for chastisement, to bear my yoke .
gL For me the lesson’s finish’d. T'ime has brought
Discretion, and my master’s will is mine.
[As she speaks, the doors apen and reveal, veiled, on a bier,
the body of CLYTAEMNESTRA ORESTES stands beside 1t
AEG. Thy Wrath, O God, contrived this spectacle!
Nay, we'll not speak of that, lest we oftend.
He wus our kinsman. Lift away the veil.
We'll see hun face to face and mourn his fate,
OR. It 18 your part, not minc, to lift the veil
And see what’s hidden here, and greet your dead.
AEG. Good counsel. I will takeit. And doyou [fo ELECTRA
Call Clytaemnestra here Is she within?
OR. [@s AEGISTHUS removes the veil]. No need to look else-
where. She is near you now
AEG. Ah! What is this?
OR. Do you not recognise?
Of whom are you afraid?
AEG, What are these men?
Into whose trap have I fallen?

OR. . You are slow
\
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To read the truth. You call the living dead.
AEG. Alas! T understand. Tt is Orestes!
OR. You can read oracles well? Yet you are caught.
AEG. Oh, I am lost Give me a little time
To speak a little—
EL. Do not let him talk!
In God’s name, brother, do not let him talk!
A little time? With lives {ast bound to wrong,
What use in time for souls that have to die?
Kill him at once. When you have done it, fling
The carrion to the buriers it deserves,
Out of our sight. Nothing but that can serve
To set me free and blot out all the wrong.
[During the 1 emainder of the scene ELECTRA stands vigid and
silent. Bui she shudders when ATGISTHUS prophesies the future
oR. Go in at once. You ure not fighting now
For words, but for your life.
[oRESTES ponnts with us sword to the Palace~door.
AEGISTHUS does nof move
AEG. Why dnive me in? If what you do 1s good,
What need of darkness? Kill me here and now.
or. No more instructions. Go. You are to die
There, whete you kill’d my father.
AEG. Is it sa?
Must all the evils of the race of Pelops
Be witness’d by this House~—my own to-day
And what’s to come?

OR. At any rate, your own.
I read that oracle well:
"AEG. Your father’s son

Inherits no great skill in reading omens,
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or. You are ready with your answers, but too slow
In starting on your journey
AEG. Lead the way!
or. No, you must go before.
AEG. You are afraid
I may escape?
OR 1'll not humour you
In death, nor spare you the last bitterness.
[AGISTHUS Mmoves towards the Palace, followed by
ORESTES, who turns and speaks just before he enters
When men are of 2 mind to break the law, -
One forteit should be fix’d for all. Were Death
Required, this world would grow less villainous.
[He enters, and ELECTRA follows in stlence
cHo. O Seed of Atreus, through what suffering,
How hardly, by this present enterprise
. Thy Destiny is consummated and thy Freedom won.

THE EXD
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THE ‘PEACE’ OF ARISTOPHANES



TRANSLATOR’S NOTE

uE Lilectia 1s essentially a Tragedy of War, a study of

the ruinous eflects on human nature of hatred and of
the creed, which flourishes most in times of war and civil
stuife, that justice claims an eye for an cye, a tooth for a
tooth and a wrong for every wrong.

Since 1t was the custom mn antiquity for the Tragedies
1o be followed by a gay Satyric Drama, it has been thought
not inappropriate that in the Cambridge festival, 4fter the
serious business of the Tragedy, an extract from the lively,
irresponsible, but wise and humanc Comedy of Arnsto-
phanes should follow, and the play which has been chosen
for performance is the ‘ Peace,’ a gay cxtravaganza, inspired
by the hope of renewed prosperity and amity in Greece,
afforded by the death of the two chiefs of the war-parties
in Athens and m Sparta, Cleon and Brasidas, and the good
progress of negotiations for the Peace of Nicias in 421 B.C.

The text used represents about half the play, as com-
posed by Aristophanes, but except for cuts no liberties
have been taken with the poet’s work.



DRAMATIS PERSONAE

Two sERVANTS of Trygaeus,
TRYGAEUS, an honest masier-vinediesser of Athens.
His two DAUGHTERS,

HERMES, the Lackey of the Gods,
WAR, tfe Bane of Men.

ranNIc, War’s servant.

SPARTAN LEEK.

MEGARIAN GARLIC.

SICILIAN CHEESE,

ATTIC HONEY,

PEACE, PLENTY and FESTIVITY,
CHORUS of GREEKS.
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the rumnous effects on human nature of hatred and of
the creed, which flourishes most 1n times of war and civil
strife, that justice claims an eye for an eye, a tooth for a
tooth and a wrong for every wrong.

Since it was the custom in antiquity for the Trageces
to be followed by a gay Satyric Drama, it has been thought
not inappropriate that in the Cambridge festival, 4fter the
serious business of the Tragedy, an extract from the lively,
irtesponsible, but wise and humane Comedy of Aristo-
phanes should follow, and the play which has been chosen
for performance 1s the ‘ Peace,’ a gay extravaganza, inspired
by the hope of renewed prosperity and amity in Greece,
afforded by the death of the two chiefs of the war-parties
in Athens and in Sparta, Cleon and Brasidas, and the good
progress of negotiations for the Peace of Nicias in 421 B.C,

The text used represents about half the play, as com-
posed by Aristophanes, but except for cuts no liberties
have been taken with the poet’s work,
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SCENE :
The scene is laid wn the stable-yard of TRYGAEUS® house at
Athens.
T'wo SERVANTS are discovered kneading dung-cakes.
1 skR Cake for the beetle! Hurry up!

2 SER. Right hol
"There you are!

I SER Give it him, filthy beast, Now go
And fetch another—donkey’s dung will do

2 seR. Right. Here’s another .

{ SER. Wait a bit. You know

You gave him one—has he eaten 1t, or what?
2 SER. Roll’d it between his legs and gulp’d the lot!
1 sER. Make masses more—make heaps of juicy cakes.
2 SER. [t the audience]. Gentlemen scavengers—order of
the jakes—
Quick! to the rescue! I shall choke and smother!
1 sER. Another—ugh-—another and another!
Make a considerable number more!
2 SER. Oh, stow it!
Can’t stand it any longer Not if I know it.
I'll pick the beastly muck-pan up, and throw it—
1 SER. Throw yourself after it, by all means, do!
And T'll explain the story to this crew
Of little boys and little gentlemen
And the gentlemen in the circle—yes, and then
To the exquisites in the boxes, supermen!
Our master’s mad—not in the least like you,
No, not a bit in the fashion—something new
And quaint in madness. There he’ll sit all day
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And gape ai the sky and swear at Zeus, and say,
‘O Lord,
Put down that broom! Don’t sweep us all away !’

TRY. [within]. Oh dear, oh dear!

I SER. That’s him I hear!
Hush! hush!

TRY. [wetlun]. O Zeus, take care! I greatly fear
You don’t know what you're dotng! Get 1t clear
Before you ruin Greece! Oh dear! Oh dear!

18ER, That’s1t! Just what I told you! Brain quite gon
That’s a fair sample of his goings-on. .
Listen, I’li tell you how the thing began.

He talked to himself. ‘ Oh, if I had a plan
To get right up to Zeus!” That’s what he said,
Then had a ot of hittle ladders made,
And tried to scramble 1o the sky—instead
Ot which he tumbled down and broke his head.
Then yesterday he shipp’d away to some
Accurséd place, fetch’d a great bectle home,
And made me groom it, if you please. Poor luny,
He stroked 1t down as if it was a pony!
‘My feathery steed,” he said, ‘you soon shall {ly,
Dear Pegasus, with me to Zeus on high.’

I'll just look in to see what little game
He's up to now. Good lord! He’s on that same .
Gigantic beetle’s beastly back, of course,
Ridmg him through the air, just like a horse!

Enter TRYGAEUS, ambling gently on the Beetle

TRY. Gingerly, gingerly, dear little beetle,
Slow at the start, learning the art,
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Sweating a little to loosen the sinews (now we are on the
wing),
Practising long, until you are strong, soon you shall have
your fling!
But one thing remember, and bear it in mind—
Now we are making the pace,
I shall leave you at home in the stable behind
If you puff in my face.
[The Beetle puffs, and TryGARUS falls off He remounts
seveval times during the following dialogne
I S8R You ate mad! It’s absurd, sir! -
TRY. Hush, hush! Not a word, sir!
z sER. A ridiculous sight Your mind isn’t tight.
Pray, where 1s this journey to end?
TrY. I am taking my flight over Greece. It’s a bright,
Yes, a splendid invention, my friend!
1 SER. But why should you fly? You are certainly mad.
TRY. Notasound! Notacry! And of language that’s bad
Not a breath nor a word,
But only the glad Hallelujahs be heard
As T mount to the sky.
And bid ev’1y mortal be silent and cover
His drains and conveniences over and over
Again with fresh brickwork wherever I hover.
sErvaNTS., Unless you tell us where you mean to fly, -
We won't be quiet,

TRY, Visiting the sky,
To call on Zeus, I tell you,
SERVANTS. Oh! And why?

TRY. I want to ask about his policy,
Just what he means to do with Greece, you sec?
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1 sER. Not while I live! .
TRY. There is no other way!
2 SER [weeping]. Children, come here! Quick, little ones,
I say!
Your Tather's gomg off, he says, and what are you
to do,
If father slips away to heaven? Oh, beg him not to go!

Enter fwo LITTLE GIRLS, Trygacus’ daughters

LITTLE oinLs O father dear, is this T hear
The truth, or is it quite absurd? .

For you, they satd, were ofl your head
And wanted to become a bird!

And leave us here. O father dear,

Is this the truth or quite absurd?
TRY Yes, children, as you see, it is the truth.

I could not bear to hear your little voices

Crying ‘papa’ and begging me for bread,

With not 4 penny in the house to buy it.

So, if my trip succeeds, T’ll bring you home

Fat puddings—and I'll smack you too for sauce,

cikLs. How will you get to heaven? You won’t find

A ship to take you there.

TRY. No, not a ship,

But this wing’d steed will bear me safely thither.
[He mounts steadily, singing as he goes ]
Speedily, speedily, Pegasus, onward,

Merrily, merrily, makimg the course;
With a shake of the ear as a sign of good cheer
And a clatter emit from the glittering bit—

O my dear little horse,
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What on earth are you doing, diverting your nose,
To the scent of the places—well, well—But, hete goes!
With a fling of the wing,
My brave little beetle shall bear me on high,
Safe home to the palace of Zeus in the sky!
[TRYGAEUS becomes dizzy] Mr Property Man, do please
be careful, do!
Oh, I am so frighten’d! I’m not joking now, Oh no!
[At this point TRYGAEUS is gently lowered to the
platform m front of the Palace of Zeus
That’s better now. We're somewhere near the gods, I
fancy. Whoal
Yes, here we are! The house of Zeus, of course 1t is.
What hol

What ho! Who answets at the door? Hullo, hullo, hullo!

Enter from the Palace HERMES, a very elegant lackey,
who first sinells, then sees and addiesses the Beetle.
TRYGAEUS 15 Juding under the Beetle’s wings at first

nER. What's this? A human smell? [Beetle puffs at
him] Good lord! Much worse!
What is this filthy brute?

IRY. [popping up]. A beetle-horse.
HER. [still to the Beetle]. You Dirty Dick, who would’ng,
stick

At any nasty kind of trick,

You sink of stink, you stinking sink, come, tell me what’s
your name, sir,

Yes, how you came, and what’s your name?
TRY. Me? Dirty Dick’s my name, sir.
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HER No, no, I meard your family name?

TRY, All Ditty Dicks, the same sir.
HER. Your father’s name Is that the same?
TRY. Yes, Dirty Dick’s to blame, sir.

HER. | take my solemn oath to you, unless at once you
tell me true
Exactly who you are, and what, I'll strike you dead upon
the spot.
TRY. Trygaeus is the name I bear, a simple peasant,
nothing shoddy,
I tend my vines with honest care, no sycophant nor-busy-
body!
HER Then make it clear what brought you here.
TRY. A joint of meat for you to eat. [Points at the Beetle
HER. [delighted and friendly] O seedy one! How was it
done?
TRY. It’s done the trick. Your chops you lick.
We've heard the last of Dirty Dick.
O greedy one! Be off, my son!
Go, find your master Zeus, and say
There’s someone here who wants a chat!
HER., Oh dear, oh dear, I greatly fear
Your destination, if it’s that,
Is far away: for yesterday
The gods went off and left the flat!
TRY. Why, where on earth...?

HER. Oh dear me, no,
They’re not on earth.
TRY. Where did they go?

HER. Aloof on high to the roof of the sky,
Just under the dome.
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TRY. "Can you tell me why .
Ihey left you at home?
HER. I’'m to keep an eye

On the pots and the pans and crockery.
TRY. Why did they go away? What made them do it?
HER. They were so angry with the Greeks. You'll rue it.
They've put in War, they’ve handed him the lease,
With leave to do just what he likes with Greece,
And sought a reluge in the wastes of air,
Tar, far away, because they could’nt bear
You:r quarrels or be bother’d with your prayer. -
1rY. Why did they treat us so? Explain 1, please?
HER. You always wanted War, they wanted Peace.
If Sparta won a skirmish, all the duffers
In Sparta cried, ‘We’ll see that Athens suffers.’
And every time your Athens had a win
And Sparta sued, you sang the self-same strain—
‘Athenal! Zeus! We'll not be taken in!
Just stick to Pylos, then they’ll come agam!’
TRY. Those were our very phrases, I agree.
HER. And so I don’t suppose you’ll ever see
The face of Peace again.

TRY. Why? Where 1s She?
She’s lost, I know.
HER. War’s buried her below
In a deep hole.
TRY. Where?
BER. [pointing]. There! And then, you know,

He piled that heap of rocks above her head,
So that you shouldn’t rescue her.
TRY. You said
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War had a free hand now. What will he do?
HER. I can’t exactly say. I only know,
Last night he fetched a mortar to his quarters—
The most gigantic size in salad-mortars
TRY. What does he mean to do with that?
HER. He means
To smash your cities into smithereens
And make a salad-dressing. I must go.
1 think he’s coming out. There’s such a row!
{Exit HERMES
TRY. What’s to become of me now? Oh dear, oh dear!
I'd better run and hide! Tt s, I fear,
The thunder of War’s mortar drawing near.

The doors of the Palace open and disclose WAR, a small but
very wascible personage, and his servant, PaNIC, a large and
lachrymose creature. WAR 1s making s salad, as predicted.

WAR [to the ingredrents—men dressed as leeks for Sparta,
garlic for Megara, cheese for Sicily and honey for
Attica]. Ah, mortals, mortals, mortals, doom’d to woe |

Your jaws shall ache before T let you go!

TRY. [ from lus lading-place]. Oh what a dreadful mortar—

such a size!—

And War’s an ugly look about the eyes.

So that’s the dreadful bogeyman who gives you such
fright,

The bugaboo who barks at you and bites your legs at night,

wAR. Thrice-wretched Cockaleekie! Three times wretched,

did I say?

Five or ten or more times wretched. For I promise you
to-day
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T will dash you into pieces .
TRY. What care I?
He’s on the Spartan side, so let him die!
waR. Now, Megara, ty garlic! Now for you!
T’ hash and mash and smash you for my stew !
TRY. Oh poor old Megara! Really he’s a touch
Too cruel, Garlic makes one cry so much,
waAR. Now Sicily, we mustn’t leave you out,
My cheese.
IRY, Ie'll grate the cheese up fine, no doubt.
wak And Attic honey, to complete this gear! -
1TRY. No, no, my lad! [ warn you to steer clear.
Don’t waste the Attic honey  It’s too dear,
[YRYGARUS has rushed forwar d i his excitement,
but WAR fakes no notice of hun
wAR Slave! Panic!

PAN, Sir?

WAR You'll find it doesn’t pay
To loaf, my lad. Take that, and that!

PAN T say!

That stung a bit! It gave me guite a twist,
You must have got some garlic on your fist.

war. Now run and fetch a pestle.

PAN. Can’t be done.
We've only just moved in. There 1sn't one,

wiR. Fetch one from Athens. Run.

raN {to the audience]. I have to do it,
Or else, you see, the master makes me rue it.

' [Exit paNicC, among the audienice

1RY. Poor little men! Whatever shall we do?

Look out! A frightful danger threatens you.
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1f that young person‘brings a pestle back,
He'll make our towns a ruin and a wrack.

vaN. [returnng|. 1 say—

WAR. Haven’t you got one?

PAN Sorry, sir,
Athens has lost her greatest warmonger,

Ier pestilent tanner Cleon.

TRY Cleon lost?—
How patuiotic,—when the city most

Necded a loss like that! Our Lady too

3¢ prassed for saving us from that grim stew ! »

wak., Then tun along to Sparta. Never worry.
You'll find one there.

PAN. Oh yes, sir [Exit as before

WAR. Hurry! Hurry!

TRY. Now comes the crisis. What’s to be our fate?

Is anybody here initiate
In the Samothracian mysteries? Then pray
That young man’s feet get twisted the wrong way.

PAN [returning]. Boohoo, boohoo! Bochoo, boohoo,

boohoo!

wAR. What? Haven’t you got it?

PAN. Sparta’s pestle too
Is lost.

waAR. What's that, you scoundrel?

PAN. Sir, they sent hum
To Thrace, where somebody to whom they lent him
Lost him.

TRY. Good Tuck to them! Each heavenly Twin
Be praised! Cheer up, my mortals. Your luck’s in!

wAR. Come, clear away Take everything mdoors. Ill

have to wrestle
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Mysel{ with this emergency and make myself a pestle,
[Lxeunt WAR, PANIC, e/,
TRY. Now, gentlemen of Greece, it 1s time to find releage
From the troubles and the quarrels and the pain.
It is time to rescue Peace and to make the fighting cease,
Before another pestle’s here to hinder us again.
Come, islanders and foreigners and all the population,
Come, tradesmen, farmets, carpenters, no matter what
your station,
We want you all to hear the call and help us save the nation,
Here's fortune’s cup, come drink it up. Oh, hurry, every-
one!
Rope, spade and lever soon shall heave her out, and Peace
be won!

Enter the cHORUS of town and countiy
people from all parts of Greece.

¢Ho. Come hither all, obey the call, and help to save the
nation !
Come, work for Peace, ye men of Greece, O day of
jubilation!
Not marching on parade with the officers ahead,—
What a pretty mess they made with their uniforms of red!
So much the worse for Lamachus,
Who cares a curse for Lamachus?
We'll follow you instead.
Come on, my man, unfold the plan! Your counsel shall
be mine,
We shall not shirk at any work upon a day so fine!
But heave the lever, strain the crane,
And bring her to the light again,
The best of all the goddesses, the Lover of the Vine,
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TRY. Be silent, boys? Don’t make a nose! Postpone the
joyful din!
Be quiet or you'll waken War, who's lurking there within.
CHO, [repeating the song]. So much the worse for La~
machus,
Who cares a curse for Lamachus?—
Hurrah! My little man!
TrY. Whatever is the matter there?
A very sertous affair!
Your dancing and your prancing will upset my little plan!
cno I didn’t mean to dance, but oh! I feel so -happy,
don’t you know?
These merry legs will not be stll, but make me dance
against my will.
TRY Enough, my son.

CHO All right! T've done!

TRY. You know that isn’t true.
cHo. Oh dear, I simply hawze to swing one leg about.
TRY. Well, have your fling

This once, Then, that will dol
CHO. [repeating the song, very softly, and dancing on one
leg] We shall not shirk, etc.
[TRYGAEUS /nanages fo get them fairly quiet at last
TRY. Now, how are we to drag these stones away?

FEnter HERMES

HER. You dirty rogue, what are you doing, pray?

TRY. Nothing that’s wrong, as Killikon would say.

HER. Death, you must know, is Zeus’s penalty
For anyone who digs her up

TRY. I see.
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So I shall have to die?

HER. Oh, certamly.

TRY Then lend me hall a crown. That’s the solution,
I’ll buy a pig betore my exccution,

And get myself intated

HER Lord
Of Thunder, Zeus, this tellow—
TRY, Not a word,
I beg you!
LR, I insist on being heard!
TrY. [ brought some meat for you to eat! -

Oh please, dear Hermes, do not shout!
urr  All very well! Unless T tell,
And shout it out, without a doubt

My master Zeus will give me 1lell!

TRY Please, please, dear Heimes, do not shout
Just now. [To the crorus] What are you all about?
You're standing there in dumb despair
Come, shriek and shout and 1aise a rout
Or else he’ll blurt the whole thing out!

cHo. O Hermes, never, never, never, never, never o
But if ever I have sacrificed a sucking-pig to you,
If you tasted 1t with pleasuie, if you bolted it with glee,
Pray, remember at you: leisure 'twas a pleasure due tg me!

TRY. Of course it was. Dear Hermes, lend a hand,
Help us to dig her out. You understand,
We shall sacrifice to nobody but you,
We shall keep the great Panathenaea too
As a festival to Hermes, 1f you do.
We'll give you lots of other things! Look! Here’s

[Produces a gold cup

r
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‘he fitst mstalment—"t1s the cup that chees! .
uER [much moved]. T am too merciful, I know
The sight of gold affects me so
But be 1t as you say
The task is yows to save the mad
Let every person take a spade
To dig the stones away.
cro. We will, we will! Great god of skill,
Direct us in the work
Your master-hand should take command,
Though none of us will shirk, »
1rY. The cup, the cup, come hold 1t up! And, as we
take our station, -
Betare we dig we'll have a big mnaugural libation.
HER. [as Herald]. Silence for the libation Silence all.
Sulentrum! Silentium!
TRY. As thus we pour hibation, let us pray
May Greece be crowned with blessing from this day.
May any man who pulls with might and main
Never see service 1n the ranks again.
cuo. Nay, rather sit and poke the fire in peace
Domestic, with his lady on his knees.
TRY. But any manufacturer
Of armaments, who would prefer
War to continue—' Good for trade’—
May he be captured in a raid
Of pirates who will keep him quiet,
With barley-groats his only diet.
¢HO. May all who make it their ambition
To win a cushy staff-commission,
All slaves, who seek a chance to steal
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2 THE ‘PEACE’ OT ARISTOPHANDS °
way from wotk, be biought to heel,
nd whipp’d and broken on the wheel.
lay everything come right again,
nd all of us be blessed! Amen
Strike up the Hallelujah'!
TRY Please leave out
(he striking! Simply, Hallelujah, shout!
aLL, Hallelujah! Hallelujah!

TRY. [pouring the libution]. To Hermes and the Hours
these gifts! The Graces, Aphrodite, Love!
cio. And War? .

TRY. Not so.

€HO. The War-god?

TRY. No.

cuHo. Now man the ropes and with good hopes prepare
to tug and shove.

wER. Heave ho!

TRY. Now let 1t go!

HER. Heave ho!

TRY. Heave ho!
cHo. Heave ho! Heave ho!

TRY. It seems we're very slow,
cHo. Heave ho! Heave ho!

TRY. Now let 1t go'!

CHO. There’s someone hindering it, T know.

1 sEMI-CHO. Come, gentlemen, we farmers are the only
men to do it.

TRY It’s going better, gentlemen. Now put your backs
into 1t,

2 semI-cHO, He says it's going better. Then let all of us
be workers.
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T44 THE ‘PEACE’ OF ARTSTOPITANES

TRy, The farmers art your only men The rest of them
are shirkers

cho. Heave 1t along, Steady and strong! Now we are
moving fast!

Stick to 1t there! Never despair! Look! We have done

1t at last,
Heave ho, heave ho, heave ho!

oy

[They sueceed i pulling the stones away, and PEACE 1ives
From the pit, accompanied by PLENTY and FESTIVITY

try Our Lady, Giver ot the Grapes, how can X sing
your piaise?
[ want a phrasc to suit the case, a thousand-gallon phrasé™
In such a case theie 18 no phrase that's worthy of your
Grace.
Good morning, Plenty  And good-day to you, Festivity.
Why, what a pretty face you have, Festivity for me!
[He kisses her
Your breath 1s perfume None can tell how {ragrant-sweet
you are.
1t warms the heart, and bids us dwell at peace for evermore.
cro. Itseems that this old gentleman 1s happy, by the way
He's going on.
TRY. Indecd I am, as everyone will say
Who sees me dressed in all my best for the lucky wedding-«
day.
HER. We won’t detain the faimers, eh? Perhaps you’ll
tell them so?
TRY. Oyez, oyez, good pecople alll Good farmers, you
may go.
Resume your farmmg implements, and go into the fields,
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46 THE ‘PEACE’ OF ARISTOPHANES

vlake haste You ncedn’t stop to take your swords and
spears and shzelds,
For everything 1s full of peace and fatness, understand,
30 speed along with a cheery song to labour on the land.
cuo What a day of joy and bhiss! What a happmess 1t 1s
For us honest tarming-men to be going home agamn!
After weary years of waiting I shall greet my vines with joy
And the fig-trees which I planted as a very little boy
TRY. One moment, gentles, if you please,
‘We first must sing the praise of Peace
Think of all our many blessings in the life of long.ago,
Joy and pleasure without measute. Everything to Peace
wWe owe =
For the fruit she gave to you,
Figs and olives, myrtle teo,
For the vintage, sweet and new,
For the violets which grew
On the margin of the well—
How we mussed them, none can tell—
For all these blessings of the past
Praise to Peace, restored at last
cHO. Goddess, throned in earth and heaven, deign to
hear our praise,
Queen of frolic, mirth and marriage, grant us all thy grace.
From our quarrels and divisions,
From our cunning and suspicions
Set us free, that all may hail thee, holy Queen of Peacc,
With a medicine of kindness mixed from all the hearts
of Greece
Make us gentle, and at last
Help us to forgive the past.



TP.

XO.

) BIPHINE 147

! + 2 "8 3 \ v £ 0 /8\ LN n
WS awayvT 1non ITL METTH Taybuo E€LPNVIS TATPAS.
AANG TS ywpeL TNOS Epyor €S aypoy TALWVLoAs.
K A ~ ~ ’ -~
& molbewn Tols Sikaios kal ycwpyols Huépa, 556
¥ . [T -~ ’ \ 2 ¢ .
Rapevos o L8wy mpeveimely Sodhoput TAS auTENOUS
! ~ ¢ W

Tas Te oUkhs, {4s fyod dUTevoy v vedTEpOS,
4 ’ \ ¢ o~ 3 ~ I3
acmacacfar Gupos Hulv éotie moAAGTTE ¥ pOVIY.

3 Y kd [ 7

AN ava,um;a@evq'eq, rqupes‘,

Ti)s StalTns ThHs makaids,

) ~ A ~

v mapely abTy mol Huly,

ToY Te Tahaciny exelvwy,

TRV TE GTUKOY, TOV T pUpTWOY, 375

~ 7 Il

ThS Tpuyos Te TS yAukeias,

Tiis Lwvids Te TS wPOS o

TP hpé oV T ENa® , :

@ hpéaTe, TOY T eAady, 4

Sy moboluey,

k] AY ’ s AY

AVTL TOUTOOV '1'171'3& vuvi

Ty Bedv mpoceiTaTe.

& oepvordTy Buciiera fed,

(&3

wérve Bipnvm, 97
Béamrotva yopdv, Séom oLy ryd pov,

3¢Eas Ouatav v Huerépav.

Aioor 8¢ pdyas xal ropxopuyds,

lva. Avaypdaymy oe ka ey

wradaor 8 Huav TAS UToveias

Tds repirdurous,

als ocropAioped els aAlijhous: 995
pifov & Huds Tovs " EANnuas

mdhey €€ dpxhs

denias yuhg, Kal cuyyrou

Twi TPROTEPY KCPLT AT,



CAMBRIDGI PRINTED BY
W LEWIS, M A
Al 1HIE UNIVIRSITY PRISS






