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INTRODUCTION

Tie Greek drama s the most convincing testimony we
have to the fact that great hterature is timeless and there-
fore always modern. Homer carries a still greater burden
of years, and Sappho's songs have come 1o us in scarred
and jagped fragments, like the remains of buried statues;
but one was a simple stosy, dieatly told, of war and the
besuty of women and the Jove of friends and family, and
the other a passionate cry from a woman’s heart, These
are permanently moving things, and in Homer and Sappho
there is htde of the débrs of bygone lecrary conventions
10 hide the weasure. The drama is different. T, too, tells
stories of clemental buman pass.ons, but it must spesk o
us across tweaty-five hundred years, pot only in 2 language
that for half that time has been a stranger to the lips of
man, it must speak also through an art form mors forcign
to us than even its names apd staries.

The deamane 15 peeuliar among hterary forms in the
strength of the conventions which it develops, conventions
upon which the author leans for support and by which he
i lrited 0 the exerase of tis genius. The dramatisy,
instead of speaking direcly to his reader, must depend
upon 2 group of actors to present his story to the audie
eace, slsoin the group. Unless, therefore, he 1s writing a

doser-drama™~and the Greeks never did—the author
must govern himself abways by the ciccumstances surround-
’:;i l‘:l:;l:tfom}:,m& of his pi‘ue, Chicf among these are

on when the Fh‘lml* to be performed and the
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cry of the King is heasd from behind losed doors, and
smoment ber Clytemnestra appeats in the doorway, hele
ing the dripping knife. But weate never shown an interic
swene. This condition made it necessary for the authors
sepresent only stch scenes a5 could plausivly :.:nke place ou
of doors. Certainly much more of Atbenian hfe wa
carried on in the open than we shoud judge from our own
tut even 0 this condition had 2 definite effect upos the
choosng and handling of the story. Another effect of the
ovtdoor theatre was that the audience was larga~pethaps
as much 28 ten or fifteen thousand—and widely diffused;
consequently the action presented ony the stage had to be
simple and impressive, rather than swift and complicated.
In the Athenian theatee the faesse of gestuce to which we
are accustomed would have been obseured by distance, and
words spoken s zapid ar violent action would never have
seached thewr heasess, So used do we become to our own
theatrieal conventions that we are bkely o overlook the
fact that the Athenian stage had no curtain, yer without
that smple appliance most of our plays could pever be
preseared. Without curtain or wngs or fly, scene shifting

was & difficult of not amposable

mater, and dramatists,
therefore, developed ion of

the presenting all
action a5 taking place 1n one spot—what we have ¢ome to
call the umty of place, When we wisk o 1ndicate a Tapse.
of ume, we lower the curtain. The Greek dramanst faced
he same problem in prestnung s action, but he could
not yse the same solution. Without a cusem, s play had
10 go on, and be wses the chorus to cover the lapse of tme
wath song and dance, I dgamemnan, for instance, be-
tween the anoouncement of the herald and the arrrval of
the Ling several days elapse while the charus is singing
15 ode.
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hie brings about Ais owa ruin. Graduslly the t}zon:!s'db
clined in impottance unl in che last plays of Enripides
snd Aristophanes it is distinetly secondary, but x}{e real
Geeck drama could not exist without it Thcf: Yyric pas-
sages express not only the spidt of the oceasion, bur the
attirode towards hfe which the chicf actors in the story
illustrate dramatically. X
This rapid summary of the circurostances surrounding
the Greek drama of the Afth century s.c. may help 1o make
the form more inteliygible, bue the strangeness remains.
The Greek play was written in poetry, whereas the natural
vehicle for ours is prose; its action was simple and impres-
sive, whereas ours tends to be complicated and subtle; it
was severely hmited 2s to the number of actors and changes
of scene, whereas we are very free in both respects; it was
carried on by means of long speeches with lutle movement,
we use sharter, more natural speeches and freer movement;
and, finally, the Greek play was builc about a chorus for
which we have no counterpart whatever, With this knowl-
edge the plys may be mare effective as plays, but if che
Attic drama could not spesk to us withour our recon-
structng an entirely different civitizanon, it would be an
i’;f'“ﬂ‘i"g relic, but in vo sense 3 bving voice in modern
e,

The permanent appeal of the Attic drama atises from the
fact that it presents with the vividness of the greatest art
an attitude towards hfe at once so honest and so intelligent
that the minds of men, however far they may be deceived
by fancy or philosophy, mua always return to it at the
end. By virtue of samething that looks almost tke racial
genius the Athenians of the fifih century succeeded in
lu_uking upon Tife with a level gaze, They faced it neither
with bravado and bluser, nor with fear and rembling; not
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with an ignorant assumption of power over i, nor with 2n
equally ignorant and covwardly feeling of inferiority. They
found # not always pleasant; 1 fact more ofter it was 2
dark, uncertamn batde wath the odds agatnwt them. “Ab!
What is mortal hfe?” sings the chorus in Agsmemnon,

“When prosperous,
A shadow ean o'erturn 1t, and, when fallen,
A throw of the wet sponge blurs the picture out™

And again:
“Who but a god goes woundless all the way?™

But they do nat seck o escape the danger, nor comphin
of the unequal struggle, nor delude themselves with dreame.
They accepted hfe as they found i, not 35 good or evih
Dut 35 a fact and of they quesuoned, it was How? gor Why?
They took ther plots from old-ume lepends of the lives
of men, and in therr dramas they presented hie not as it
should be, but as it was and 5. Therr heroes may be good
or evil, but the pocts are not deluded with a belief iy poctic
sustice.  There 1 po nobler character in berature than
Antigone, but her very aohainty drives ber 1o destraction.
Nor are men made good or evid by force of circumstance.
Curcumstance may force the tragedy, but the characters
are good or evil n therr reactson to the Greumusnces, and
the circumstances themwehes are fot cntiaized, they are
presented. It 1s 2 common belief that fate donunates the
Greck drama, and that consequently  does o partray
men and women as free moral agents. Nothing could be
farther from the truth, The Greels recogmized, as we
our moments of widom alse recogmze, that the outcome
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of mag's life is determined by circumstances over whichs
fe has no contrel, but the virtue of his character is 2 matter
quite apart from this and altogerher his own affsie, The
murder of Agasaeranon is part of the fulfillment of the
carse on the house of Atsens, but Clytemnestrs 15 evil of
herself, not made sa by fate. ‘The kall of Qedipus is the
fulfitlment of a prophecy, but Oedipus in his reaction to
the circumstances shows himselt 2 good man.

In this courageous acceptance of Jife as st is, the Greeks
succeeded 1o umting the passion for truth and the sense of
wonder wth a tompleteness to which our only modern
pacallel is the truly great scentific mind, which will have
nothing but truth, and knows that to find wuth 7 must
aceept, not yudge, the facts of nature. The natural cesult
of this honest mtellectalsm was 2 serenity of spirn that
brings to the end of the mast terrible of Graek teagedies,
not “consolation,” ndeed, but “calm of mind 2l
spent.” Honegt wtellectuabism, and 1s dant simp
and serenity, these are the spuritual content of the four
Athenian d bt their
with each poet.

pssion
P

is different

Acschylus is the oldest and perhaps the noblegt of the
dramatsts whose word has been preserved. Cestanly he jy
the most severe, and 1 Agamemnon he has presented his
story with a dramauc intensity that has never been sur-
passed 1 the hstory of bterature. Nowhere, except it the
boding beauty of the first scene of Hamlet, 35 there an-
ether such openty

g seene a8 that which discovers just bek
the dawn the watchman heg 25 vl upen

b ping hus yearlang vigil upon
e Atndac’s tower, In a few packed hpes gh: ﬁnslz;:
Bamut of hus emotions during the years of watching, snd
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at the end there flashes on his tired eyes the beacon which
tells that Troy is taken at last. He summons the house,
bue his joy 1 dunmed by premonttions of disaster, and the
chorus of old men, as it recalls the events of the years of
waiting, finds st hard to “let the happier note prevail”
Clytemnestra enters, queenly and omunous, and the pas-
sionate imagery with which she traces the flash of the
beacon from headland to headland, even her honeyed words
to the herald and the chorus, increases our sense of a tre-
mendous power, aot all far good. Even the triumphant
Agamemnon scents disaster i the magnificence of his re-
ception, and the waihing figure of the captive Cassandea
has scarcely vamshed down the erimson carpet when to
the wrembling chorus comes the deathery of the king
Here is the chmax of the acuon, but we have vet to sz¢ the
consummarzon of evil as Chytemnears, hufe m hand,
stands sn1 the doorway, taunting the okl mea and hoastng
of her enme .\ gorpeous settne, sotion swife and terrible,
and tremendous poctry, all m the shadow of the great Aes-
chylean idea that:

“The iesue of improus deeds s evid snll,
With pleateous increase, hhe 0 hhe socceeding”

By the original cnme of Atrews sn feeding Thyestes a
banquet of lus own chiddien “the 1ac n wedded
calamuty,” but the judgment of the sy v gana Cly-

temnestra:
“The offence n thine,

Whatever spirit of hoarded recompense
From elder ages may have weought wah thee.”

Evil breeds evil, is the eternal law, but under ot the human
character 1s morally responsible.  Aexchylus presented men
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women acting under what to him was the funda-
:gml taw of lifcé;; there is erincistm of the characters, but
50 sttemp to explain ot justify the Lm:.

T the drana of Sophocles, Aeschylus’ younger contempo-
rary, is represented the highest degree of Greck detachment.
He sat, says Teanysen, “bke 2 god, holding o f'orm of
ereed, yet contemplariag oWl He is not primarily con-
cemed with the Jaws that gavesn ffe. With hum the first

interest 18 man—

“Many wondess these be, but naught more wondrous thas
man,™— .

and man he represents not in vindication of any moral law,
but as in s strength and weakness he steers his course
through the dark waters of expenente. Tt may or may not
be s faule thae he 15 caught in an cddy and sucked
down~that 1 of kide consequence—what matters is that
he hold hts helm steady. The cnd may be ruinous, but it
is often glonous. Sophocles knew that Ife is as phiiless to
ignorance a3 1t 15 to wickedness, and, bke a true Greek,
he finds no fault with the fact. He may present man as the
eipless vicum of an unpust univesse, bur his purpose s 1o

pertic u8 10 conternplate the eiernal wonder of humanity,
a3 Pope later described at,

“The glory, jest, and siddle of the world”

Oedipus, a3 has been s2id, 15 2 good man: he has shown
himself a wise king, and with the soblest intentions he
pulls down the sky upon his own head. We, who know the
wholz stary befose he dors, wemble wih expectancy as
atep by step be gathess the forces for hus own desteuction,
aad whea finally blind and mad, with blood streaming
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from his sightless sockets, he rushes from the scenc, we sit
transfixt at the malevolent power of cire ¢ and the
awful capacity of the human soul for suffering. Horror
there is, and pity, but there is also admirauon, and most of
all there is wonder, staggening wonder at man and the
ways of man in life. Ibsen in Rosmersholns used the same
sort of plot, and there, too, the unravelling of the past
drives the present action to dwsaster, but with what a differ-

. ence. Ahways with Thsen, society is the villain, there is
something wrong with the umverse.  Sophocles has no
complant to make; there is nothing wrong, there is oaly
what is, and that tus play presents.

With Eunpides, the last of the three, there comes another
and greater change. Lahe Sophocles, he found no taw, but
he was worried about 1, and lus plays are 2 passionate
vindication of man. Where Aeschylus presented the vindi-
ation of the woral law, and Sophocles the wonder aad
mystery of man, Eurypdes plead man's cause aganst the
forces that destroy lum. Medea 45 the story of a woman
wronged. Her story ts tnteresung because she i interesting,
not as 1t 15 the story of manhind It was the nature of
Greek tragedy 1o preseat heroie but tvpical characters in
extraordinary but tymcal crises. Medea 13 a ste ange, exotsc
woman 1 a2 tying atuauon, and her solution v entirely
her own. Hers 18 perhaps the most ternble diphiv of pas-
sion in hilcrature, but it lacks the unnersility dhacwenae
of Grech drama. The old Greeh ragedy win clearly
changing m the hands of Furipedes, and that, ns Jdoube,
accounts for hn contemporary falwre- he won only five
first puzes 1n a long bfe, notwalstanding thae he war
ranked as the first poet i Greece. His reward has been 1o
become the most popular Greek dramaunt 1o madern

readers.
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With Aristophanes we bave another end, bﬂt‘ for ws he
35 alto 2 beginnipg. He was the last of the writees of the
old comedy, and he is the only one whose work has 'bcm
prescrved. ‘The old comedy of Athens is tragedy with a \
grinning face; not that it is bucesque of the great themes,
o even suncrurally reserobles aragedy, but Greek camt,?ly
it sunply thar same honest ineliectualism used in the in-
terests of laughter.

Comedy, by its very nature, 1s Intellectual. The comie
rouse had teason for her handmaid, as the tragic muse has
passon. One can feel withour thinking—in fact one usually
docs—but one cannot cecagmze zn i ity even of the
most obvious sort without the exercise of reason, It is only
natural, that when the comue spint took hold of a people
as inellectust as the Athenans of the fifth century it
rased peals of laughter such as have rarely been heard
unce. Tt was another aspect of hwr pasnon for tuth that
the comic spunt should be free. Nothng and o one was
safe from it; war and philasophy, poets, statesmen, teades
men, sties, and women of every vanety wiere Victims of
the jibes of Assstophanes, He did nor hestate vo smothet
with ndicele the greatest man 1n Athens or the lst solema
undertahing of the state, He 1 the spiric of Dionysos,
wioe and spring asd the riotous joy of the free creative
tmpulse, and bus oaly serious purpose is to raise a Laugh.
s comedy 15 imtellectual, but it makes no snobbish pre-
temse. He knew that shapeick is funny and that there can
be 2 heaty lsugh without wousness 10 4 lewd smtion,
and he vsed bath with a verve and audacrty that sweeps
away all mocal obyeeuons. With all hus coarseness there
At 2 speck of moray polluion in Anstophanes. He is
the great smnd at play, turning the world upside down for

the fun of it as Rabelais did, but all wirh a pohshed art
~
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from his sightless sockets, he rushes from the scene, we si
transfixt at the malevolent power of circumstance and the
awful capacity of the human soul for suffeing. Horror
there is, and pity, but there is also admiration, and most of
all there is wonder, staggering wonder at man and the
sways of man in life. Ihsen in Rosmersholm used the same
sort of plor, and there, too, the unravelling of the past
drives the present action to disaster, but with what a differ-
ence. Always with Ibsen, society is the witlain, there is
something wiong with the universe. Sophocles has no
cormplaint 1o make; there is nothing wrong, there js only
what is, and that his play presents.

With Euripides, the last of the three, there comes anather
and greater change. Like Sophocles, he found no law, but
he was worried about it, and his plays are 2 passionate
vindication of man. Where Aeschylus presented the vindi-
cation of the moral law, and Sophocles the wonder and
mystery of man, Euripides plead man’s cause against the
forces that destroy hum. Medea 15 the story of a woman
wronged. Her story is interesting because she is interesting,
not as it is the story of mankind. It was the mature of
Greek tragedy to present heroic but typical characters in
extraordinary but typical crises. Medea 1 2 strange, exotic
woman ift a trywng situation, and her soluton 1s enurely
her own. Hers is perhaps the most terrible display of pas-
sion in literature, but it lacks the umversahity charactersstic
of Greck drama. The old Greek tragedy was ceady
changing in the bands of Eunpides, and that, no deubt,
aceounts for his contemporary fallure—he won only five
first prizes in a long lfe, notwithstanding that he was
ranked as the first poet in Greeee.  His reward has been 1o
become the most popular Greek dramatist to modern

readers.
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With Aristophanes we have another end, bus for us he
is also 3 beginning. He was the last of the writers of the
old comedy, and be is the only one Whafc work has }accn
preseeved.  The old comedy of Athens is tragedy with 2 ,
grinning face; not that it is burlesque of the great themes,
or cven structurally resembles tragedy, but Greek comedy
is simply that same honest mtellectualism vsed in the in-
terests of laughter. X

Comedy, by its very nature, 15 intellectual, The comic
rmuse had reason for her handmand, as the tragic muse has
passion, One can feel without thinking—in fact one usually
docs—but one cannot recogmze an incongruity even of the
most obvious sort without the exercise of reason, Tt is only
natura), that when the comic spit took hotd of a people
as intellectual as the Athenwns of the fifth century it
raised peals of laughter such as have rarely been heard
since. Tt was another aspect of their passion for truth that
the comc spuest should be free. Nothing and no one was
safe from it; war and philosophy, poets, statesmen, trades
men, slaes, and women of every \aricty were victims of
the yibes of Anstophanes. He did not hesitate to smother
with eudicule the greatest man in Athens or the last solemn
undestshing of the state, He is the spirit of Dionysos,
wine and spring and the riotous joy of the free creative
wmpust, and Yus only serious purpose s to rase 2 laugh.
s comedy is intellectual, but it makes no snobbish pre-
tense. He hnew that slapstick is funny and that there can
be a hearty Lugh withoue viciousaess in a Jewd situation,
and he used both with a serve and audacity that sweeps
away all moeal objections. With all hus coarscness there
ot 2 speck of morad pollution in Aristophanes. He is
the great mund at play, tuening the world upside down for
the fun of it 2y Rabelars did, bue all with 2 polithed ant
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to which Rabelais was a stranger. We cannot produce in
English the lyric beauty of fus verse, but he is the supreme
example of the master poet turned clown, “Monkeys and
nightingales in the tree-tops,” has been given as the symbol
of his spirit; for us the antics of the monkeys remain, but
only the faintest echo of the song of the bud,

This is the message of the Attic drama-this hopest in-
tellectuatism, this passion for twuth, this serene and level
gaze on hife—and thas has always been the modern spirit,
For seven hundred years, ever since the first glimmer of the
Renaissance, great spirits here and there have been strug-
gling to make it prevail. T Is the striuggle 1o free the in-
tellect, to tear from it the veils of hope and fear, so that it
may Jook clearly and wunafrad upon the face of life aad
know it as it 15, ternible and pitful and glorious and utterly
ponsensical.  Once for a short ume in Athens rwenty-five
hundred years ago this vision was achieved, and from that
brilhant age rise the tragic figures of kings and queens to
show what men saw in it: cthe stfled cry of Agamemnon
from behind the palace doors; Cassandra praying for the
fate of the ever-mournful nighungale; blind Ocdipus, once
spore 3 king at heart, walking out alone from Colonus to
vanish from the world; and lest the sparit of man grow teo
proud with the dignuy of sorrow, from the reeds along
the river Styx comes the mocking chorus of the Frogs.

Paur Lannog

Uzpana, lutxoss,
Jenuary, 1929.






AcAME.\mo'v.
ASSANDRy,
Azcxsmvs.

ScEN}:\Argos, before the

Palace of the Atridae,
Tn«m~Aftcr the fa] of Troy,
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Ascas s aill the merropolis of Hellas, and the palace is
occupied by the two sons of Atreus, Agamnemnon ‘“l‘d
Menelaus, as joint kungs, They have murried sisters, Cly-
temnestra and Helent, daughters of Tyndarcus. But Helen
has been carried off by Paris, and the two brothers ase
descrbed as having together departed on the Trojan expe:
dition, Dot the Rect was delayed at Aubs, 2and Agamemnon
s induced to sacrifice his doughter Tphigenia, or Iphia-
nassa, ‘This act has awakened an inextinguishable hatred
in the breast of her mother Clytemnestra, who remains in
sole possession of the vast palsce of the Pelopidae—that-
home which has already witnessed the hanquet of Thyestes
acd other nameless mquities. She sends away her son
Orestes, and, amongst the harror-bresthing silences, remains
alone, possessed with the one thoughe, the one constant te-
solve, to take condign vengeance for her child.

But whilc alone in the patace, she is not alone in her desire
of revenge.  Acgisthus, the son of Thyestes, is bound in
honour 10 be avenged for his brothers, whom Atreus mas-
sacred. He has returned to Argolis, but is still an outeast
from the palace of the Pelopidae.

Duning the sbsence of Agamenanon and Menclaus these
two hatreds have coslesced 1 one~Clytemnestra, rockless
of ali but vengeance, Acgrsthus, likewise loving res enge but
not insensible to the charms of the Lin. gdom and the Queen.

Thewr plot 15 favoured by the eircumstance that, when
Agamemnon returns, his brother Menelus 15 sull absent,
having been imtercepted by a violent storm. Although sus-
picion 13 nile, there has been :o avert act cither of aduliery
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or usurpation. But after one of his secret visits, Aegisthus
has left with Clytemnestra his sword, {Choeph. 1008}

After entangling her husband in she rich hangings, or
carpetings, over which she has persuaded him to walk in
entecang the palace, the Queen dispatches him with the
stvord of Aegisthus.

The King had brought home with him Cassandra, the
daughter of Priam, This insult serves to whet the Queen’s
revenge.  And the character of the prophetic maiden, her
destined victim, stands in pathetic contrast to that of the
royal murderess,

The King's death-shrick is, of course, the crisis of the play,
and more than justifies the gloomy prescntiments which
damp all actempts at cheerfulness on the part of the Watch-
man, the Chorus, and the Herald. For this culminating
horror the mind of the spectator has been further prepared,
first by certain lurid Bashes of Clytemnestra’s demoniac joy,
and then by a scene in which the growing apprehension of
the event is mingled with the most poignant tenderness of
pity, as Cassandra, the captive princess, whom Apolio bas
inrpiced and forsaken, praphetically describes both the pawt
abommanans of the house of Atreus, and the cruel doom
that is diately unpending over Ag: and her-
wif,




AGAMEMNON
WATCH AN
Yasx the gods deliverance from the toil
Of these long watchings, ough twelye weary mooans
Couched on the Atridac’s housc—kop, Lkea dog, .
With head on hand, ang everwakefy,] e,
Thaye conned the nightly concotirse of the stars
t shine Majestical i, yon clear heaven,
N a .

The g, 7
Al hnl! thoy bight 1 dnknch, hszingc: e it seen.
Of day indeed, author of many 5 tong

H
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And dance in Argos, born of this event!
Sol, solf
T ery aloud to Agamemnon’s queen
‘That from her couch she spring with speed, and rise
Clamour of joy to hail this beaconlight,
For Troy is taken; so the fires declare.
Nay, Tl begin, and dance by way of prelude.
Marking my master’s game, Tl cry ‘Huzzi}
Good luckl Three sixes, thrown by Bonfire-blaze!
Good luck, do 1 say? "Twill be some joy 1o hold
The kind hand of this kingdom’s Jord in mine.
Beyond that, I am silent. A strange weight
Oppresses heart and tongue.  Could the house speak,
Tt might have much to tell. My lips will open,

. With my good will, only to those that know,

cHORUS (enserng)

Nine years arc gone, and the tenth 1s here,
Since he whom Priam had cause to fear,
Meaelaus, wreaking a mighty wrong,
And Agamemnon, in glory strong,

With twofold sceptre and throne secure
Gifted by Him whose gifts are sure—
Two sons of Atreus Ieagued in power,
Of Argive youth led forth the flower,
Well armed for 2id, the Aegean o'er,

In a thousand ships from yonder shore,

Shouting they weat, with hearts aflame

Far the furious War-god's eager game,

Like eagles, that aver their eyre wheel,

Driven wide by the sudden pang they feel

For their eaglets torn from the long-watched nest,



Agamemnon

Oaning their path in wilg unrest .
With Pens for mr—bhd:s,—u'ﬂ one on high,
Panor Apollo, hearing the cry

$o mightier Zeus, who guards the home

Om outrage of Buests thae idly roam,
‘Gainst Papyg both the Atridae broughy,

©" 3 Woman, ywhose MATiage vows iwere Daughy,
Brnadu'ng a flood of toils, ta floyy

or Greek ang Trojan with
When the knee Outwearjed should
And the spear 03pped 1 ghe virgin thruse .
Each hoy, hath Proof of ¢he daily state,
But the ¢ng shall be o¢ s ruled by Fate,
No lae Libateon, o 'ncense-fume,

121kt 0 5300 O 2 ruthless doom

© M0 who hyg angered, through Mad desire,

The Powrry that byey, Ut need ng fir,
Now W&, discargeq (hrough Time’s decay
Dmpc from the ro))

t

Cman, Supportng, 4 Weakness

Our chylg ke
F






Agamemnon

Joint Jeaders of the youth of Hellas, then )
©On shipboard led agatnst the Teucrin fand
With sure of vengeance in cxch speat-armed handi—
Awarlke ngnd Tovo eagles on the rights
Full in the army’s sight, .
Hard by yon royal roof they took their place ’ .
(One black in alf his plurnes, one flecked with white),
Gorging together an 2 brooding hare,
Q'estaken in her latest chase,
A creature of despairt
Then be your burden sad with sounds of wail,
But fet the happrer note prevail.

The carchul prophet saw the Atidae twain,

And sraghtway 1n the hare-devourers scanned
Those warkke leaders wath thewe differeag straing
Then ths be spake prophetic: “Yonder band

In ume shall toke the land
Of tayal Priam. and the public store
Wheresnh the towers of Troy were filled before,
Stera face through viotent shocks of armid power
Shall piulessly ransach and devour.
Oxly, may »o offence from Heaven dutam
The brdle of Thon's plain,
Thac bedhant army, crossed by heavenly ire!
Since holtest Artems, vath wrath Gerta’en,
Frawns ax thev feast on yon poot trembler’s brood,
Those wingid minions of her Sure,
She sbhers the eagles’ food!
Then be yaur burden 334 with sounds of wail,
But et the bappier note prevail,

“The beavteous goddess, shough so kind
To aantinge of the ras ening lion-tace.
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And tender sucklings of all beasts of chase,
Doth yet accord her mind
To fair fulfilment of the favouring sign.
Ah{ but on Phocbus yet 1 call,
Healer in dangers all,
Lest for the Argives, with intent malign,
She raise contrarious winds of dire delay,

Minded anather victim to exchange

In sacrifice unauthorized and strange,

Attended with no festival,

Breeding dark strife within the hall,
Hardening the wife against the husband’s sway.
A mindful keeper of the house shall burn
Ta avenge her offspring at her lord's return.
Such sords of doom, mingled wath fortunate chings,
Calchas outspake, touching our race of kings.
‘Then be your burden sad with sounds of wail

But Iet the happier note preval.

Zeus—by what name soc’er
He glories being addressed,
Even by thar holrest name
T name the Highest and Best.
On Him 1 cast my troublous care,
My only refuge from despar:
Weighing all ¢lse, in Him alone T find
Relief from this vain burden of the rmnd.

One etst appeared supreme,
Bold with abounding mighs,
But bke a darkhing dream
Vanished i fong past nigh,
Powerless to save; and he is gone
Who flourished since, in turn to own
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His conqueror, 1o whom with soul on fire .
Man crying atoud shall gain his heart’s desire;—

Zens, who prepared for men
“The path of wisdom, binding fast
Learning to suffering. In their sleep
“The mind is visited again
With memory of aflicrion past.
Without the will, reflection deep
Reads lessons that perforce shall last,
“Fhanks 1o the power that wields the sovran ear,
Resistless, toward the etérnal shore.

Asd the elder leadec then
Of all the Achacans, blaming ot
“The propher, but with quivenng ips
Beading hus spirit to the strain
OF that unlooked-for, adverse lot—
What umt the Achacans b their ships
Were sore dustressed with aaxious thaughe,
By baffling winds, that drained that opulent host,
Storm-stayed on Auln’ weary coast.

For fronting Chalkis' bay,

Helpless 25 logs the Achacan galleys s

While blasts of dire delay from Steymon's mouth,
Awsthors of hunger, weanness and drouth,
Driving poor wights from hospitable shores,
Dondthung e Yoss of time through waste of stores,
Sparing nor shups nor cordage, wore away

The fower of Argise youth—

And when the prophet cnied,

Yorang 2 plin to cuse the army's pain,
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What cased that coundil, eager for the suife,
That on her lip the nome of father hung,
“That unpofluted was her virgin fife,
Sa pure, so bright, so young!
The father bade these priests, after the prayer,
Abose the ahtar, face to eanth, on high,
Like Kindling theee to Lft her ruthlessly,
With garments drooping round her, 2nd the faie
Sweet mouth to bridle with speech-wifling foree,
Lest some Exint cry, heard 1 that ritual's course,
Might bang dusastrous doom
Upon her father's bome,

She shed to earth her veil of saffron dye,

And smote her sacrificers one by ane

With pity-kindhng arrows from her ¢ye,

Willing to speak, 2 if some arust hand

‘That dumb fair prece had done,

How often in hes own dear land

She chatmed the feasters i her father’s halt,

With fresh young vorce hionouring his festival,

And wath her loviag presence graced the store

Of scathless plency on that palace-flvor!

What fetowed then 1 5w not, nor will xelly

‘The mystic artx of Calchas won their way.

Wor oa things Future boots it now to duwelly
Farewell to tha! Clear, in the history's close,
"Teill dawn with the new day.

nowiadre belongs of vight to those

Who resd the lessan of the fact they feel.

Yore thinking were foresorrowing.  May the whee
Bring round good fortune! such the wishfol mind
Of us, List guards of Argos lefe behind,
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Wy aughtby Athos Zenys Promontory;
Thence high alae, frglncing o'er the sea,
0z pine sped on the tray cller-flame,
Mikjg Srange sunrise on Makistus height,
o, ready for shay dawn, neglected not

radiant power, O'erleapt
18 flats, ang) ke a brllant meon
Slvering he forehead of Crthaeron, waked
A fresh relyy of courier torches there:

Nor wag the far-sped con-flame denjed;
Pt Fednforcing gy beyond command,

t mountain 8u3td wpreared o royal blaze,

To tho ond Gorgoprg' bay and seryke
The moung of Acgiplancrys, where 1t roused
Loya Tenewal of the appointed fige,
h uaspaning hand,
ddke Pyramid of flyme,

Past the forelang that looks forth
il ot reacheq the heighe
t cowns oy ary, ths Arachnian hall—

Whence, bstly, on the Atridae’s roof lights down
t bnest offspring of the Ida flame,

a
In brighe Suceessive coy,
shoued Victoryl*

ang
token | Procliim,
Sent by my huthang from the heart of Troy,
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Fnter CLYTEMNESTRA

Leavzr of Cro. Queen Clytemnnestra, we are come ¢
render

Qur duties to thy royalty. For when

The kingly throne ts vacant, it is meet

The consort of the prince should have all homage.

‘We are here with loyal hearts intent to learn

I some good tidings coming to thine car

Have prompted thine auspicious sacrifice.

Speak, if thou wilt. If not, we rest content.
Cry. ‘With glad intelhigence,’ the provesb saith,

‘Ler Morning issue from the womb of Night”

A joy beyond your hope ‘us yours to hear,

Qur Argive host hath taken Priam’s town,
Cno. How? 'Tis increcable. Speak yet again.
Cry. Troy ss 1n Grecian hands.  Are those words plan
Cuo. Unlooked for joy brings tears into mune eye.
Cuyv. Those tears attest your loyalty of heart,
Cro. But hast thou proof that may be trusted, lady?
Cuy. Unless some god have been decerving me.
Cro. Hast thou then hearkened to some flanerin

dream?

Cry. No stumbrous fancies work on my behef,
Cuo. But some speech-omen, hghung on thy soul—
Cry. Shoufd that clate me hke a gnl?  Ye mock mel
Cuo. Say, then, how long sgo the ity fell.
Cuy. In the same nughr that now brings forth the day
Cro. What messenger could bear the news so swiftlyi
Tey. "The Fire-god Tadned ‘e ‘nether Srom Mount 1da.

Fire was the post, and beacons were the stages,

First 18a sent him to the Hermaean blufl

OFf Lemnos, whence the flaming torch that rose
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Would run my counsel. But may good prevail
Without a flaw! The blessings of my home
Are manifold, and 1 would keep them sill.
[Exit Cryreswesmna
Leaser o Crea, All praise to thee, Zeus, king supreme!
snd, O night, kind protectress, to theel
How rich swere thy splendours, when over the bulwarks
of Troy
Thou didst drop the wide net of destruction, that nonc,
great or small, maa er boy,
Fled beyond, bus was taken o perished, none erepr through
the meshes of doom.
A praise to the power tverlasting that punishes perfidy
homel
Long since on the string was the asrow, that neither toa
flecbly should fly,
Ner idly o'es head of the sinner should mount, as i€ aimed
at the sky,
But should pierce through the bosom of Paris~The bour
and the death-stroke ase comel

CHORUS

From Zeus came down the stroke that lowered their pride.
So much may be discerned beyond dispute,

They fated a3 he determuncd.  One denied

Gods could be thought to care, when man or brute
¥ad trampled d'er the grace of holiest things.
He‘knm net resezence. But the trwh is shown

In judgement falling oa proud warrior-kingy

Whe, when their halls wese bursting with excess
Beyond 1he Vit of tree happiness,

Defied sl laws 10 gods or mortals konown.

3
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He stands dishonouted, silent, murmuring aot,
Soulstricken before that unremovid blot,
While longing far the lost one over scas

Shalt banish all heart’sease,

That some unbodied ghost shall seem

To rule the house, as in a dream.

The lovehest forms of stone

To that deserted one

Are hateful. In the spirit's hatless void

All sense of beauty sinks destroyed.

“Yet visions of the might, born of regret,

Bring 10 his saddencd soul a vain delight.

18 it not vain of, when one thunks to reap

Staangs 1oy, the cherished object flests from sight
(Esen while with gladdening tears the eyes are wet)
Qn wings that follow with the sizps of sleep?”
Sach homefelt wounds wathin the palace wall
Arcbleeding. Ay, and would that these were alll—
Nuy, everywhere through Grecian lands is scen,

1n each maw'’s home, much heartcorroding teen.
Fro Gretian Yands together forth they went,

Exch by therr loved ones sent,

And now the soul of friends is sore

To think whotn they shall sce no more.

Whem they sent forth they know,

But to therr butter woe,

No welllaved form, but urns of crumbling eacth
Return to each man's natal bearth,

Arew, grim usurer of blood and breath,

That swings b halance o'er the fiedds of death,
Sends b::\f from Yhum to their friends

(For warrion” Yous 10 fust amends)
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Where is the limit? Let hut sorrow cease
And all within be peace,

The wise in heart shall be well satisfied.

For wealth ne'er proved a fartress for the man
Who, mad with having, insolently ran

At Right's high altar, in his impsous thought
Minded to hurl it into noughe.

But strong Delusion, Sin's disastrous child,
Brooding o'er future trespass, works her will
Remediless. Not to be reconciled

Nor yet concealed, the bane is shiming sulf,
As in the assaying peers the base allay,

With lurid brilliance ruinously clear.

Even sa he fares, who, like a wanton boy,
Chases the bird that mocks his eager hand,
And on his people brings a cureless brand.
Loudly he prays, but none in Heaven will hear,
God strikes ta earth the man of unjust ways,
Qurcast from hope of praise.

So Paris, harboured in these halls, defiled
‘With base ingratitude the Atridac’s home.

He wranged the chicftain of yon stately dome,
Stealing with robber guile the beauteous wife,
Unfaithful cause of future strife.

She left unto her friends 1 Argos here
Clashing of shields, armung of ships and men,
And, taking to the city of her new lord
Destruction for a dowry, hghtly then

She passed the portal, sinaung without fear,
Wihlst eminous voices there that fiight deplored:
“Woc for the palace home! Woe for her spouse!
Woe for her wifely ways within the housc!
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Mer yet would T be conquered, and behold
‘The bife § shared of old

Subducd to erangers, and my country's folk
Writhing beneath an alien yoke.

Good pews delivered by the beacon flash

Shot through the tity a rumour swift and rash,

Yet who can tell if things be 33 they scem,

Or God bave sent us 2 deceitful gleam?

Twere childish or insensste to allow

One's heart to kindle at that chessing glow,
And quench it when a word
Of differing note is heard.

Notie but 3 woman, framed of hopes and fears,
Should yreld assent before the f2ct appears.
Persuasion soon mvades the female’s realms:
Her judgment's pale is quickly overthrown;
Techly she holds 2n unresining helm:
Bur Exding scon to nothing the renown

Told by 3 woman's tongue

Wil pot endure for Jong.

Enter the Heanp
Lowom or Cuo, Hal
Now we shalt know for certain how 1o deem
Of those boight signals of transmitted fire,
Whether wruth s 1 them, of Gus light of joy,
Dreamlike, cajoled sur minds with empty hope,
¥see 3 herald coming from the shore
With oliveboughs o'ershadosed, and the dust
(le.yj: ahinsty neighbouring nster) tells me plai
Thiz is po voieelers phantom-messenger
ST' O femee-
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Their ashes blackened by the funeral fire,~
Poor dust! so heavy not with gold bur grief,
Affording to the dumb desire

Of tears but scant relief,

Then as with tender heed they store away
Each precious burden in its vase of clay,

‘They groan, while pramsing one for skill in fight
And one for his brave conduct in the strife, -
‘Fallen to avenge another warrior’s wife,!

This last is murmured low,

While silent wrath doth grow

*Gainst Atreus’ sons, great champions of their right.
Others, with hmbs unravaged, i the shade
By Ihon's bulwarks made,

Rest undisturbed;~—the hostile land they hold
Hides them bencath her kindly mould,

Ah! dangerous are the murmurs of the towal
A nauon’s curse lises in the people’s frown.
One thought of mine mght yet doth shroud:
It would be spoken, but not Joud:

Great bloodshed draws the gaze of Deny.

The dark Eninys 1 long lapse of time

Grinds down to helpless poverty

Him who 1 ways of cnme

Hath flourished, but 1 dim reverse of doom
Shall stain the lustre of that odious bleom;
And, once among the lost, he hath no more foree,
Danger is theurs, 100, that ate prassed by all.
Fram jealous eyes the fire of Heaven doth fall.
Mine be the moderate fot

That eavy blasteth not!

1 would not run the royal conquerar’s course,
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Such yoke is case upon proud Shon's peck

By the elder son of Atreus, who this day

Returns, 8 happy warsior, of all men

Most to be honoured, having wreaked in foll

The rage of Helen on all the Trofan name,

Not Paris, or all his people leagued int one,

May boast their suffering hghter than their deed.

Proclaimed 2 thief and robber, he hath lost

Mare than his booty, having razed to the earth

His father's house and ravaged his own and.

Priam’s sons have paid the penalty vvice d'er.
Cro. Hal! herald of the host; 1 bid thee joy.
Hu. Yea; from this moment I could welcome death.
Cito. Didst thou s yearn for this thy fathesland?
Hrr. So that warm tears stand in mine cyes for glad-

Cio.

Hex
Cao

ness.
‘Then ia that trouble ye were not unblest.
Let me be master of that speech.  Explain,
feing wuched with fove of those who longed for
you.
Hex Mean you the hind yearned tkewise for her sons?
Cio. Ayl these dim souls have often sighed for you.
Hee, Whenee came this cloud upon your spiries?  Telll
Cun, Silence hath fong been our best remedy.
Hax. How? Feared ye any man, your lord awny?
Cno. In thine own wordsmwe could have welcomed
death,
Her, Uspake that in oy joy. Yoo locking backward,
Deubrless, onr hap sas chequered with some woe,
Wha, save the gods, cternally command
gnf:x:ﬂ!‘ unn;l:gl;d? Were 1 now ta tell
¢ tinds and hardships ¥
Ly o bupa 'neath the open sky,

ks, hned and bare,
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Of smoke and blaze from monntain bonfire sprung,
But will speak audibly,—~whether of joy,
Or—but I waive the less auspicious word,
May that fair token now be crowned with goodl-
Whoso prays otherwise for this our state,
Heaven vistts his soul's trespass on himself,

Her. O Fatherland of Argos, dearly loved,
In this tenth year I tread thy hallowed ground:
‘Though many a hope hath snapped, this anchor holds
Beyond exp T had long despaired
Een of kind buris! w my nauve earth.
Hail, Argive country, Argive hight, and thou,
Zeus over alll—thou too, great Pythaan king,
Let thy keen darts no longer fly our way.
Enough they vexed us before Troy. But now,
Apollo, heal and save us!  Yea, all ye
Gods of our thoroughfares,—thou above all,
Hermes, dear herald, whom we heralds worship,—
And ye, great warnors of old time, whose sprruts
Followed us farth,~receive again from war
With kindly thoughts this remnant of the host.
O well-loved palace of our kings, and ye,
Dread thrones of judgement, and grear Powers that face
*The morning, with your brightest glances greet
QOur Sovereign in hus trumph of to-day.
He comes, long waited for, bringing to you
And aft this people glory out of gloom,
Light for long darkness. Then salute hum well
Who well deserves 1t, having ransacked Troy,
And dug the pround there with the spade of Doom,
That, by the righteous will of Zeus most high,
Temples and altars are no more, no more
A germ of Life in afl the desolate land.
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The first night-messenger of fire to tell
“That Troy was taken, Ilion overthrowsn.

Men chid me, saying, “Dost thou now believe,
Persuaded by a bonfise, Troy is fallea?
Haw ke a woman to be thus elatel®

Yet brought ¥ mine cblation, and glad cries
T female notes were sounded here and there
About the city,~as with incense poured
They wathed, at every shrine, the odocous flame.

Wow, why ask more of thee? I shall hear all

From mine own husband whes be comes. 1 will haste
Nobly 1o meet my lord's return, What light

Is sweeter 10 3 woman's cyes than that

‘Which floods the opening gate when Heaven brings home
Her hushand from the war?  Bear back this word.
Lethim come quickly, Joved of all the land.

And may he find the wife he left behind

Unchanged, still faithful; watchiog o'er his home,

Like a good house-dog, fieree to his enemies,

But kind 20 him; and holding unprofaned

So Jong, the pressure of bis last embrace.

Of joys with other men, or guilty word,

1know no more than of the blacksmith's art.

Such boast, instinct with honest truthfulness,

A neble wife may urter without blame.

{Exiz
Cio. Herald, thine ear, a sound int er,
Hath tsught the the fir moarings of e aacen,
Bux. tell us now, we pray thee, of the prince
This land delights to honour, Menelaus—
Comes he with you in safety to his home?

Hox, Were 1o uner false glad tidings here,
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Lamenting each day's lack of every store;

Then on firm land, still worse, to lodge i* the field,
Close under the enemy’s wall, with rain from heaven
Or detvs from the damp meadow, drizzling over
Our clothes, our bodies, and our clotted hair:—
Or should one tell o’ the storm-wind, striking down
The falcon from her pride, with icy power
Swooping from Ida's snows; or of the heat,

When idle Qcean in his bed at noon

Lay motionless, and not an air mighe breathe—~
But nol Why grieve o'er troubles that are past?~
So past for some, as never any more

They will care to rise from where they lie. But we,
The living, why should we to-day count over

The lost, or mourn mahignant Fortune's power?
Farewell, say 1, to sorrow! We survive;

Our gain d'erweighs past trouble, and to-day

On land, or coursing over seas, we call

‘This morning’s sun to look upen the host
Returning with triumphant spoils from Troy,

By us at length subdued,—to hang them up

In ali the temples of Hellenic gods

A bright and everlasting monument.

Hear this, ye peaple, and cxtal your State

And our great leaders, duly rendering praise |

To Zeus, first author of these gifts. [ have said,

Enter CLYTEMNESTRA
Cave. Your happy tdings have prevailed o cheer me.
The old are ever young enough to learn
When good approaches. And thy words bring good,
To our queen and palace first, and then to me.
Cuy. Long since I raised the shout of joy, when came
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To wreck our illstarred navy, “Twas i the night
Came the onset of the billowy adversary,

Big with dusaster, for the Thracian blast

Smaote ship ‘gainst ship, that gored and bf‘“EEd cach
Her neighbour, buffeted with swilling brine

And raging tempest, dill they passed from sight
Like kine 2 madman drives. On that wild scene
“The sun ansing cloudless, showed vs all

The Acgean strewn with wreaths of floating wreck,
And bodies of Achaean men. Our vessel,

Some power divine, os pleading with the storm

Or thwarting hum, made scathless. "Twas no mariner,
But saving Providence, stood by our helm,

And steered us, neither to 2 boisterous road-stead,
Nor on the breakers of a rock-lanced shore.

‘Then, rescued from thar watery death, amidst

Fair daylight, not behieving our escape,

Our thoughts were mradful of 2 new distress,
Mouramg the wreck and havoc of our flect,

May Heaven sull work us good! So much is clear
H any of those we parted from sull breathe,

“They reawn of our death as we of theirs.

And a3 for Menelaus, let us hope

He sbove all may be preserved, and come

Back 1o his home. Zews walls not yet, we trust,

B race should perish~and will find some means
Te keep him sll in bfe. Somewhere the sun
Beholds him, and hus eyes enjoy the day.

Wow, Argaves, T have told you alf the truth,

CHOLUS
Who gave the dllomened name,
Sofravght with terror foc the tume 1o be,

&
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Short-lived were that delight for those I love,

Cuo. Ah then! et what is good be Iikewise truel
Goodness and truth dissevered are soon known.

Her. Ttell the simple truth, The man is lost,
Gone from the flect. His ship is no more seen.

Crio.  Say, launched he forth from Troy in sight of mes,
Or did a storm, that troubled alf your host,
Snatch him away?

Hizn, You hit the centre there,
Condensing in bricf words a world of woe.

Cuo. How? What report from other mariners
‘Was noised about him as alive or dead?

Hix, One only can with surety answer you,
The Sun, who nourishes Earth’s various brood.

Cuo. How mean you that the storm assailed the feet
And proved the exéeutar of wrath from Heaven?

Her. A day of blessing ought not to be stamned
With news of bale. Heaven®s honour should be clear,
An evil messenger with darkened brow
That broughr you tidings of an army's fall,

A twofold horror, doubly charged with woe,
First for the country’s wound, then for the homes
MWhose men had been devoted to the scourge
Loved of the War-god, armed with death and dole—
The tongue so laden with calamities
Might chant this hymn of heavenly wrath.
- But I,
\Vho come with news of peace and bright success
Yo a city smiling with prosperity,
‘Why must I dash my good with ill, by telling
Of the dire storm Heaven sent to plague our flect?
Fire and the sea, those ancient foes, were Jeagued
{a firm alliance visibly fulfilled
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She that in wild despaie
For generations fait
Herself bad nursed, .
Fiad spent Jong years of wailing ‘mids: the fray.

What image fics Troy's fall?
A man, 1 will sy,
Cherished within hss hall
A cub, for phay,
Just weaned, but hardly, from the loness,
The prelude of his hie
Was fa7 from cruel strife;
“The darling of young bays, a thing of spartivencsst
Even old men fele the charm;
Oft in the nesthing arm
"Twas dandled, Irke to human babyhood;
When stroked, he made reply
With fondly brightemng eye;
When bunger pressed, he crouched and f2wned for food.

Bur as wath pme he grow
He showed his stock,
And with dire outrage slew
‘The homebred flock,
So making if} recurn for all that eares
Till all the peaceful floor
With blood was dabbled o'er:
The household slases beheld in mute despair.
The selipronided feant
Of that unhidden guest
Spread havee round him wheresoc’ss be tnoved.
Sent by wme god to eacth
. To pligue 3 sinful hearth,
A pricst of At self dhat nusshog proved.
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So true to her career of blame?
War-won, war-wed, war-wakening Helent?
Was he some prophet-spirit unknown to fame,
With sure presentiment
Fore-speaking Time’s event?
*The name of Helen tells of ships aflame,
Of souls to Hades sent,
Of countrics ravaged, cities overthrown,
From out the delicately curtained bower,
Borne by the West-wind's earthborn power,
In Paris’ nimble galley forth she went,
And when they touched on Simois’ shore,
With cytisus and myrtle overgrown,
A many-shielded pack
Following the viewless track
Of their swift oar,
Came bent on slaughterous feud and fierce arbitrament.

That bond, so rightly styled,
Bound Itium with a chain of endless care,
Sent by some spirit of anger wild
Resolved on rumn, minded to prepare
Revenge for hospitality defiled
On those who sang that day
The lawless marriage-lay,
Provoking wrath hard to be reconciled.
Her new-found brethren gay
‘Thought not if Zeus approved the enforcéd song.
Now they and theirs have learned a different strain,
And Priam’s ancient town with pain
Groans heavily from forth her ashes grey,
Calling on Paris the accurst, .
The guilty cause of unforgiven wrong;—

'
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“The light of Righteovness in smoky homes
Shines unimpaired, honouring the huseble lox; .
From gilded halls impure, as Barth she soams,
She turns hee gaze to bless the pious coty
The pdvies of viches falsely staapt with praise
Wins not her worship by its spurious blaze;
Her judgement ever paints to the far goal
Whercto she leads all Yives with sure conteol,
Shaging the hour to suit with distant days,

Enter Acmsrzanox, in a chariot, with Tassawoxa beside
him R
Leuons or Cvo. King of Argos and scion of Atreus, de
stroyer of Thes” town,
With what words shall I greet thee asight, how award thee
they meed of renown,
Neither shonening thy merts unduly, por amlessly rush-
ing beyond?
Our race it tranygressedh in judgement. Too many wesk
mortals are fond
Of the seeming of night, not regarding how Justice offended
may frown,
Men are ready with nghs for the fa1) of a fnend, while 1he
heart is unwrung;
And with smiles for success, where the fice is compelled to
sccord with the tongue,

Bar the shepherd who tells o'er hus flock, with due heed can-
rot £l to discern

The eyes l}:l 1 waterish kendness pretend with affection to
teen,

T bnow, for § with not dusserable, when once thou didy
manthal the host
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Even so methinks there came to Troia’s town,

One tempered like the calm on windless seas,
A face to smite the soul but ne’er to frown,

A joy luxurious, crowning wealth with ease. R
Love there in bloom entranced the passionate mind.

But soon she turned and made a bitter end
Of nuptial, in old Tion’s hour of need;

By Zens who purssheth where guests offead
Brought thither as a bane to Priam’s seeds
Kinship unblest! Companionship unkind,

Sad bride of tears, fell fury unconfined!

Wise lips declared, and 'tis an aged saw,
That man’s prosperity, maturely grown,

Hath offspring that succeeds by Heaven's high faw,—
From happy fortune misery full-blown:

A different thought by me shall be confessed;
The issue of improus deeds s evid still,

With plenteous increase, bike to hike succeedings
Not so begets its race the nghteous will,

But the fair life fair fortune aye is breeding.

Na evil brood disturbs that peacful nest,

The house of the upnight evermore is blest.

The pride of former years engendereth pride
Youngly insulting o'er calamity:

Or soon or late, what matters? When the nde
Of time brings on the day of destiny

For that fell birth, even then is born the Power,

Unb\-st. rcsml:ss making w; :\rrmrs cower,

1 d whose o'ershadowing gloom

Veils all the house with darkness of the tomb;

Such parentage hath bloomed in such fell flower.
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“The Tight of Righteousness in smoky bomes
Shines unimpaiced, honouring the. humble lotg
Frem gilded halls impure, s Earth she roams,
She turns her gaze to bless the pious cot;
The pdwer of riches falsely stampr with praise
Vins aot ber worship by its spurious blaze;
Her judgement ever paints to the far goal
Whereto she leads all hves with sure control,
Shaping the hour to suit with distant days.

Enter Acnymatio, in a chariot, with Cassasora beside
kim R
Learex of Cro. - King of Argos and soon of Atreus, de
saoyer of Thos' rown,
With what words shall I greet thee aright, bow award thee
they meed of renown,
Neither shertemung thy ments unduly, nor aunlessly rush-
ing beyond?
Our race oft transgresseth 1 judgement. Too many weak
mortals are food
Ofthe swemung of right, not regarding hav Justice offended
may frown.
Men are ready with sighs for the fall of 4 friend, while the
bheart is uawrung;
And with emiles for suceess, where the face is compelled to
accord with the tongue,
But the shepherd who tells o'er his flock with due heed can-
fex £l to discern

The eyey l!:;;n waterish kindness pretend with affection to

Then keow, for 1 will not dissersble, when "
g ke, ance thou dide
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Even so methinks there came to Troia’s town,

One tempered ke the calm on windless seas,
A face to smute the soul but neer to frown,

A joy luxursous, crowning wealth with case.
Love there in bloom entranced the passionate mind,

But soon she turned and made a bitter end
Of nuptial, in old Ihon's hour of need;

By Zeus who punisheth where guests offend
Brought thither as a bane to Priam’s seed:
Kinship unblest! Compamionship unkind,

Sad bride of tears, fell fury unconfined!

Wise hips declared, and "us an agéd saw,
That man’s prosperity, maturely grown,

Hath offspring that succeeds by Heaven’s high law,~
From happy fortune misery fall-blown:

A different thought by me shall be confessed;
The issue of impious deeds 15 ewsl sull,

With plenteous increase, hke to like succeeding;
Not so begets 1ts race the righteous will,

But the farr life fair fortune aye is breeding.

No evil broad disturbs that peacful nest,

The house of the upright evermore s blest.

The pride of former years engendereth pride
Youngly insulting o'er calamuty;

Or soon or late, what matters? When the tide
Of time brings on the day of desnny

For that fell birth, even then is born the Power,

Unbl=st, resistless, making watriors cower,

Infatuare Boldness, whose o'ershadowing gloom

Veils all the house with darkness of the tomb;

Such parentage hath bloomed in such fell flower.
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The light of Rightcousness in smoky harnes
Shines unimpaired, honouring the humble lot;
From gilded balls impure, as Earth she roams,
She turns her gaze to bless the pious cot;
The pdwer of riches falscly stampt with praise
Wins not her worship by its spurious blaze;
Her judgement ever points to the far goal
Whereto she leads all lives with sure control,
Shaping the hour to sujt with distant days.

Enter Aceesxon, i @ chariot, with Cassaxora Besids
him .
Lyapez or Cro,  King of Argos and scron of Atreus, de
stroyer of 1lios” town,
With what words shalt 1 greet thee aright, how award thee
they meed of renows,
Neither shortening thy ments unduly, nor aumlessly rush-
ing beyond?
Our cace oft transgresseth in judgement. Too many weak
mortals are fond
Of the seemung of right, pot regarding bow Justice offended
may frown,
Men are seady with sighs for the fall of a friend, while the
beart 1s uawrung;
And with smales for success, where the face is compelled to
accord with the tongue.
But the shiepherd who tells 'er his flock with due heed ¢an-
not fai to discern

The eyes déx n waterish kindness pretend with affection to
urn,

Then know, for T will not dissemble, when once thou didy
g
marshsl the host
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Thou hadst levied to fight for fair Helen, providing at in-
finite cost

Forced courage in soldierly bosoms of thousands prepared to
be slain, )

Unlovely to me looked thine image, unskilful thy hand to
maintain

‘Thy spirit’s true course, as thy bark on that weltering ocean
was tossed.

But now from my soul's depth arises a voice of warm wel-
come for those

Whose labour, of doubtful beginning, is fortunate here at
the close

And in time thou shalt clearly discover, of all thou didst
leave in command,

Who have failed or been farthful in keeping their charge
and protecting the land.

Acas. Argos, dear country, and my country’s gods!
Ye claim my foremost word. Without your aid
{ had ne'er returned, nor wrought on Priam’s town
This righteous retribution. Yea, the gods,
Moved by the unspoken pleadings, one and all
Gave sentenee for the slaughterous sack of Troy.
The blood-stained Vase had all the votes. I’ the other
‘Hope lingered,” while no plenishing hand came near—
Her smoke still shows the desolate eity’s fall.
*Tis Ruin's altar, whence the dying ashes
Of wealth ¢ d spout forth vol breath,
For this we are bound to recompense the gods
With mindful thank-offerings. Our vengeful snare
Held firm, that none escaped, but glorious llium
Was, for 2 woman's sake, ground into dust
By the apparition of the monstrous birth
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“That, whilst Orion sank, one sutuma night,
%zapt from the Herse in Asgive panoply.
A ravening Lion, o'cr the walls he sprang, |
And Tapped rich largess of the blood of princes,
So far forth 1 address the gods. Meanwhile,
Uhbear io wiod your moderate words, and like
The spirit they convey. Your thoughts are mine.
Few men are born 50 tempered, as to Jook
Without some envy on a prosperous friend.
The venom of unkindness, Yodged within,
Clings to the heart and doubles all annoy;
While men not only mind their own distress,
But groan at ather men’s prosperity.
How well 1 know, and cenrld deseribe, the friend
In name, the mircor of carpanionship—
Jadeed 2 saitror, a mere fecting shade.
Odysseus only, who sailed aganst his will,
Once yoked with e, was cver staunch and true,
T2y 5t of one of whom to-day I know not
1t he be dead or yet alive,
For the regt,
“Touching the city and the gods, we will call
Our harger ouncil, and deliberate there
In fult assembly, studying to preserve
Whatever 1 the preseat state 15 well;
And where some cure is needed, we will try,
With remedies gently admunistered,
Though sometimes sharp and paméul, to prevent
All dangerous malady—Now, to my hall,
Where my first gresting shall again be made
To the kind gods, who sent me safely forth,
A,“d bring me hame in peace. May Victory,
Siace hither she artends us, hese remaint
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Re-enter CLYTEMNESTRA

Cry. Ye men of Argos, elders of our state,
T will not shame to tell before your face
My wifely love. The fear of man wears off
With time. My heart instructs me to declare
How, while your sovercign tarried before Troy,
My life was doleful. *Tis no light distress
To sit at home forlorn, the man away,
Malignant rumours ever in one’s ears,
One crying he came; another, he had brought
Dishonour, worse even than his death. Moreover,
Had he as many wounds as loose-tongued Fame
Gave forth, a net had fewer holes than he.
And had he died as often as "twas said,
A second Geryon, with three bodes, he
Had donned a threefold mantle of earth,—I pass
‘The abyss of ground bencath him,—in cach form
Dying once at least. Vexed by such wild reports,
T had often tied the noose above my head
Which others tock perforce from off my neck.
Hence, too, Orestes is not here, our son,
The pledge of both our loves. Nay, marvel not!
Our kind ally and friend, Strophius in Phocis,
Keeps him in ward. "Twas he admonished me
Of a twofold danger, thine bencath Troy-wall,
And of this Argive realm, lest popular fury
Upset the Council;—as mankind are apt,
When one js down, to trample him the more.
None can suspect a shallow pretext there.
As for my tears, they spouted till the fount
Ran dry, and kept no drop. But on my bed
Mine cyes were worn with watching, early and late,
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Grieving because the fires of thy return
Were still unkindled, And amidst my dreams
The gnat's small peremptory tones would wake me,
While secing more dangers than the time could hold
Asuiling thee, But now those weary days
Are over, and T shout, exernpt from care,
“Here stands the watch-dog of the fold; the mainstay
“That saves the vessel; yea, the lofty pillar
That holds the soof from ground:—an only son
Retuening to his father; or, to mariners,
Firm land appearing beyond hape, fair day
Scen after tempest; to the thirsty traveller,
A spring of running water 'mid the sand.
‘To escape from wretchedness is always joy.”
Such terms of greeting have 1 for my lord.
Lt envy rest aloof, since in the past
‘We have borne much misery. But now, dear king,
Light from that car, not serting foot on earth,
Thou, that hast wrodden down the strength of Troy!
Maidens, why tarry ye, that have command
To pave the floor of his path with cloth of grain?
Let there be made forthwith a purple road,
‘That, to complete the Day's surprise, great Justice
May Jead hita to hus home.
. For what remains,
Considerate thought, not gwing way to stamber,
Shatl order well whate'er the gods deeree.
[The female antendants

Acve. Daughrer of Leds, guardian of my Hall,
Thy “"?C"mﬂ Tike mine sbsence, hath been long.
Yet praise that rightly squares with my desert
Must come to me from others,

Fusthermore,
Donex, 3 pray thee, like some

eastern slave,

35

prepare to lay the carget
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walking on webs of price.

In loxury, & {His dippers ore remoyed
So, that s sewded. But receive, T pray thee,
This sranger-woman kundly, Heaven still smiles
When pawer is used with gentleness. No mortal
15 willingly 2 captive, but this maid, .
Of countless spoils the flower and crown, was given
To me by the army, and attends me home.

[He descends, while Cassavmea remaing upont the car
Now, since you have subdued e, 1 obey,
“Thus paceng over purple to my hall.

Cur. Of purple, neath the inexhausuble sea,

Enough remams to garnish many 2 sealm
With precious dye for raiment oft renewed,
‘We too, my monarch, by the help of Heaven,
Possess our share. No poverty is herel
Thad vowed to wrample many a gorgeous robe,
Had oracles emowed it on our house,
Tn hope of bringing home thus glorious head.
Our root was «ill ¥ the ground  But now returns
The folisge, that gives shadow from the heat.
Thy comtng is our warmth in winter time:
But at the season when Zeus turas the grape
From sour green sap to wine, "tis thady and cool
T the palace, whale wts lord 15 watking there.

[He goesin
Zews—thon fulfillest all—fulfifl my pragert
And 1ake good heed of all thau doest hereint

[Exit Cormovesaa
CHORUS

What means this haunting Fear
Incesan hovering near
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To scare my prescient heart with vague unrest?

This hymn, unhired, unbidden, of bodings drear?
‘Why may not Hope renewed

' With bold belief of good

Regain her wonted seat in my dear breast?

Away, dim dreams! Cease from your vain annoyl

The time is past, when on the sandy coast,

Together. moored, the ships their beauty lost,
Ageing, or cre the host

Might reach their haven ’neath the walls of Troy.

Not by report I learn
Our hero's home return,
Mysclf the eye-witness, I beheld him come.
Yet ne'ertheless my spirit doth inly burn,
And holding firm no more
Hope's confidence of yore,
Sings without lyre that self-taught strain of doom.
Not idly stir these inward monishings
Within the throbbing heart that beats on thought
Of judgement, with prophetic dreams distraught.
Yet may they come to nough,
And let my fears be unaccomplished things!

Great health is prone to end in boundless woe.
Diseasc weighs hard on the thin partner-wall.

And when that neighbour hath looked in, we know
The man's full fortune but prepares his fall.

His ship in her fair course with sudden shock

Strikes on the viewless rock.

Even then, if caution from a timely sling

Some portion of his wealth to the ocean fling,

His vessel, lightened of her fateful load,

Shall save her timbers from the raging flood,
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Her fsbric shall not founder in the deep. .
Heaver's ample gifts with the revolving years
Shall banish husger with it brood of fears.

Full harvest from rich furrows they shall reap.

Pat once fer blood of man drop to the ground

Before his time, and darken all the sod,
What spell 1o call 1t upward shall be found?

What Jeech so wise? Though he were all but God
Who learned the secret of restoring breath

“To mortals sunk in death,

Zews put an end to that for evernore.
“The bound is set, 2nd none may pass it o'er.
Else ere the tongue could move, the heart should speak
Of the sore burden, that now bids her break,
As, darkly mutering her dim desire,
O'erfranght with pamn, she may not hope to unwind
The savelled ponderings of her secret muad,
That aaly burns a5 with consuming fire.

Reenter Cuymevestaa

Cry. In wnth thee too, Cassandra! Get thee inl

Since Heaven s mercy hath consigned thee bete

To share our household's Tustral waters, one

Of many laves that stand around our hearth.

Come from that carsage. Be not proud. Descepdl

Have we not heard, Akmena's offspring ooce

Way sold 2 slave and felt the galling yoke?

But when musfortune brings one 1w this pass,

;l‘u nohsmﬂhboﬁ: (o serve an antent house;
mnce they who have har y

Make cruel masters and el peond ther hoge

exceed the bound.
Thou hast such greeung as J use to a slave,

39
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"To scare my prescient heart with vague unrest?

This hymn, unhired, unbidden, of bodings drear?
‘Why may not Hope renewed

' With bold belief of good

Regain her wonted seat in my dear breast?

Away, dim dreams! Cease from your vain annoy!

The time is past, when on the sandy coast,

Together moored, the ships their beauty lost,
Ageing, or ere the host

Might reach their haven neath the walls of Troy.

Not by report I learn
Our hero’s home return.
Myself the eye-witness, I beheld him come.
Yet ne'ertheless my spirit doth inly burn,
And holding firm no more
Hope's confidence of yore,
Sings without lyre that self-taught strain of doom.
Not idly stir these inward monishings
Within the throbbing heart that beats on thought
Of judgement, with prophetic dreams distraught.
Yet may they come to nought,
And let my fears be unaccomplished things!

Great health is prone to end in boundless woe,
Discase weighs hard on the thin partner-wall,

And when that acighbour hath looked in, we know
The man’s full fortune but prepares his fall,

His ship in her fair coursc with sudden shock

Strikes on the viewless rock.

Even then, if caution from a timely sling

Some portion of his wealth to the ocean fling,

His vessel, lightened of her fateful Joad,

Shall save her timbers from the raging flood,
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jce of mourning.
né;: e of Agi! Apolle} Apoliol
Al Al O Apoliol
Cra. Aga‘mps;c summons with that sound of woe
The god whose ears detest it
Casseons © my Apollo
Buildert Destroyer!
Builder of Troyl Destroyer of mel
Once more thy heavy hand with exse hath ruined me.
Cro. Hark] She wall prophesy of her despair.
A captive, yet she holds the heavenly firel
Cass. Apollol Apolio!
Troybuildes! Destroyer of mel
“Hal What is bere? What roof? Whither hast thou
braught me?
Cyo. The Auided’s palace. 1 thou kpow'st it net,
1 eell thee plarnlys and thou wilk find &t true.
Cass. Ah)
Nay, bur a Hideous den, abhorred of Heaven;
Guile-stained with strangled lives, with Kinsmen's blood;
A place of sprinkled gare, of clatted harrar!
Aht Fangh!
Cuo. Her scent 1s keen, this stranger’s  Like a hound
She snufls for blood. And she will find, 1 doubt me. ,
Cast. Yeal There, thesel therel Hese's evidence enonghl
Smell? Nay~1see, T hear them! Little chitdren
Whose theoats are cut, still wailing of their murder,
And the roan flesh, 3 father tasted—swallowed!
Cho. We hiave heard of thy renown m prophecy.
But yet forbear. There needs no prophiee here,
Cass. ARl wehatis this? Oh me!
"What strange new grief is risen?
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Cno. She hath said and thou hast heard. Her words
are clear.
And now thou art in the fatal toils, perchance
Thou mayst obey her. But, methinks, thou art loth,
Cry. Well, if she be not, like the immigrant bird,
Possessor of a strange outlandish tongue,
My words must find their way and move her will
Cro. (ro Cass.) Go with her] What she sayeth is for
the best.
As things are now. Come down, and leave that car}
Cey. 1 have not time to waste out here with her.
By this the victims at our midmost hearth
Stand ready for the slaughter and the fire;—
Rich thank-offerings for mercies long despaired.
Then, if thou wile abey me, do it with speed.
But if thou wilt not understand nor speak,
Declare it with the gesture of thy race!
Crio. "Twould scem she needs a clear interpreter.
Her ways are as of a creature newly caughe.
Cry. Sure she is mad, and follows crazy thoughts,
Who, leaving her own city newly ta'en,
Comes hither, and hath not the sense to pace
In harness, till she foam away in blood
Her spirit upon the bit.
Uil not demean myself
By throwing more words away. [Essz Cuyreawesta
Cuo. But I, unhappy one,
Will not be angry, for 1 feel for thee.
Come, leave that car deserted, yield te Fate,
And prove the unaccustomed yoke. Descend.

Chss. (fron: the car). Ai,ail O Apollo! Apoliol
Ciio. Wherefore ghat cry to Phocbus? Not for him
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Yet when was soothsaying bright?
What sound of cheer have prophets for the world?
1lls are their stock-in-trade; words are their tools,
With chanted strains of woe
"They strrke vain terror into mortal mind.
Cass. Woe! for my hapless doom!
To fill the cup, I sell my own s2d talel
Why hast thou brought me to this place? Oh miseryl
To dic with thee? What else? 'To dicl to dicl
Cro. Thou art dustraught, or elst possessed. Some god
Beats thee away 10 sing of thine own doom
A wild untutored song, ke her
The brawn sweet nightingale,—once a princess yonder,
Insatisble of waihing, her sad heart
Siill set on sorrow, mourrung evermore
For ltys, Ttys! “Tis her bfe. She blooms
With musery.
Cass. Oh! for a lot Iike hers!
“The dear-vorced maid, to whom kend gods have giveo
A feathery form and wasgs!  Safe, calm, sweet fifef
Mine, to be cleft in twain with twoedged brand.
Ciio. Whence this returning trouble of thy soul,
This god-fraught, vain distress, the ill-omened cry
That peals 1 tesrifying song?
Whence comes thy music, whenee thy thrilling lay?
What umits hath thy Heaven-inspired way?
Who set them?  Who hath givea the evit word
< P‘»thr&wuh thy breast 15 stirred?
sss. Pans, thy wedding hath destroyed
Yea, and thy sistert—0O sﬁmnda,m;”m, th b
Qur fathers drank of thee, and by thy shore
1 grew, I flaurshed, oh untappy It

But now by duk Cocytus and the banks
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A deed of might]  She plans it there even now
Beneath yon roof, a plague
Hard to remove, not to be borne; an act
Of hate for love; and succour bides aleof,
Far, far away!
Cro, 'This prophecy is dark to me, The last
Was clear. Our city rings with that old woe.
Cass. Wretch! Wilt thou do it? Ah mel
The lord of thine embrace,
When thou hast bathed him that his bright limbs glow,~
How shall I tell it? "T'will come!
*Tis here! She lifts her hand; she launches at him
Blow following blow.
Cro. I understand not yet. The oracular word
Blinds with jts riddling purport: T am perplesed.

Cass. What apparition? Oh the pain! What is it?
Some net of Death and Hell?
Nay, 'tis the snare o' the chamber, th’ accessory
O’ the murder. Let yon pack that ravins on the race
Howl, ‘Out upon the butchery! Stone her! Stone her!’
Cuo. What cry of ban-dogs bid'st thou curse the house?
Thy speech appals me. To my heart runs back
The death-drop, that when life is ebbing fast
From mortal wounds, and his last beam is pale,
Falls with his setting. Oh! how swift 1s sorrow!
Cass, What do I sce? Ah, keep away the cow
From the lordly bulll  Look, look!
She hath caught him in the garment, smites, and gores him
With that black weapon of hers. He falls, he falls
I' the watery tun, the guileful, fatal cauldron!

Cro. 1 would boast of little skill in prophecies;
But I may guess, this raving bodes no good.
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A brother's bed, by 2 hateful brother mounted.
Siy, was that shaft well aimed? Or am 1 proved
No seer,—a forward babbler at the door?”
Declare this on your cath: Have I, or not,
Learnt one old secret of this house of sin?
Cuo. How should an oath, the noblest-ever sworn. .
Prove healing in this case?
N Howbeit, 1 marvel,
Reared overseas, thou shouldst portray the state -
Of a strange people, as thou hadst heard and seen.
Cass. Prophet Apallo thus empowered my soul.
Cno. Was he, although 2 god, smit with thy love?
Cass. Time was, T had blushed to utter such a word.
Cuo. Wellbeing is duntier than adversity.
Cass. Sweet was it when he wrestled for my heart.
Cuo. Came ye to close embraces, as men use?
Cass. 1 promused Phosbus, but belied my troth,
Cio. When fired already by the Spirit Divine?
Cass. Already 1 forctoid my country’s woe.
Cito. H;\\' :ou\dxt thou "scape the wrath of Phocbus,
then
Cass. No man believed me from that fatal hour.
glm. To us, methinks, thy words seem true.
ASS,

Oh! chl
Alas! my miseryl
Agin the ternble whirlwind comes! the pain
Of truth's deliverance, troubling all within me.

~

Sc?l lh‘e beginning of sorrowst What are these
What dreamlike forms kneel on yon reof? Young bays,

As they'd been shin by those who should have loved them,
Halding 2 burden pitcous to be borne,

Gohbets of ficsh, their very own, their entrails,



‘4 Four Famous Greek Plays
Of Acheron, my prophecies shall sound.  ~
Cro. Now speak'st thou plainly. Even a child migh
know;
And when I hear that word,
Thy plaintive notes strike me with cruel stings
- Of pity and wonder for thy life of pain.
Cuss. Troy, thou art fallen, never to rise, Thy woes
No sacrifice abated nor reprieved
Of all my father slew before the towers,
Poor herbfed victims! ‘Troy is fallen in fire;
And ], on fire, erclong shall fall in blood.
Cro. That strain agreeth to thy former words,
Some god of cruel mind
‘With mighty force impels thee to this dirge,
As if thy life were doomed. The end T know not.
Cass. No longer, like a newly married girl,
My word shall peep behind a veil, but flashing
With panted vehemence to meet the day,
*Twill dash, against the shores of Light, a sorrow
Of mightier volume.
1 will expound jt. Mark mel
No riddling now! Bear witness if ye find me
Keen to discern or agile to pursue
‘The trail of long-past crime.
There bides within
A band of voices,—all in unison,
Yet ncither sweet nor tuneful, for their song
Is not of | blessing. Ay, a revel-rout,
' Ever emboldencd with new draughts of blood,
Within these walls, 2 furious multitude,
Hard to drive forth, keeps haunt, all of one kin.
They cling to the walls: they hymn the primal curse,
Their fatal hymn; then in due course they spuen




Cass.
Croo.
Cass.
Cro.
Cuss.
Cro.
Cass.
Lykian

4

Agamemnon 47

Ye pray, while others slay; or are about it.

What man can be the auther of this woe?

\What man? Far wide indeed that darmw flew!
Yea, for 1 cannot guess who is to do it.

And yet 1 have learnt too well the speech of Hellas,
So hath the Pythoness, Yer her words are dark,
Oh paint What burning fise] It comes, it comesl

Apollol  Woe! me miserablel

This human lioness, couching with 2 wolf

While the noble lion was away, will kit

Me the unfortunate, a fair prize, to make

One mare ingredient in her chalice of bane,
Sharperung her hushand's death-knife, she declares
My death, too, shall requite his bringing me.
—~Why wear 1 still these mockeries of my soul,
‘This wand, these fillets round my peck? 1 tear ye
Thus! Go to your destruction ere I diel

To picces with you! Lead the way! T follow!
Enrich some other life with misery)

Seel seel Apoliol he is stripping from me

‘This prophet-mande.

Ay, thou didst visit me

Thune eye beheld me, even 1n these hallowed weeds,
lnsulted, spurned, with those who loved me well.

By our encres who swept 1 bike 2 flood.

They called me beggar-priestess, soning seer;

1 bore it—~dying with hunger, poor, distnayedl .
And now the Seér of seers, Prophet supreme,

Durobing here hiy prophetess, conducts me

To this dark ending, For my father's altar,
What waits me now? 9

‘The block H
“The hot st blaw thay ¢ block, the bloody kaife,

ends the sacnifice,
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Cleacly discernible,~the heart, the liver,
Of which their father ate!

For this, 1 say,
Vengeance is plotted by a craven lion
That tumbled in the lordly monarch’s lair
In his absence,~so kept house for Aim,—alas!
My master. Once a captive, one must bear it!
He ruled the fleer, and razed the towers of Ilium,
But knows not what the monster-woman dares;
‘What sequel to her garrulous speech and face
Of welcome, brightening as the moon,—~like A2
Lurking in night,—she'll work with wicked speed.
The man-slaying woman! To what horrid form
Shall T compare her, and be true? "To Scylla,
‘That raging mother of death, dwelling in rocks,
Now rending the poor mariner, but once
A pitiless curse to her own?—or Amphisbaena?

Heard ye her triumph? Even as warriors shout
‘Who turn the battle, so the woman cried,
Seeming to joy in his return from war,

Ye are still incredulous. It makes no difference,

What is to come, will come,—and soon. Thou, secing,

Shalt pity, and say, ‘Her soothsaying was too truel®
Crio. Thyestes’ banquet of s children’s flesh

1 understood, and shuddered. Fear possessed me

To hear it truly given, cach point observed.

But as 1 listened further, T was lost,
Cass. Agamemnon’s death, I tell thee, thou shalt see.
Cito. Unhappy onet Speak no illomened word!
Cass. This time T summon not the god of healing!
Cro. Death has no healer. But be it far, T prayl



Agaremnon . 49

Cass. ‘These halls exhale with murder! drip with death!
Ciro. *Tas but the reck of hauschold sacrifice.
Cass. *Tis Iike a charnckroom. It steams with gore.
Cro. Other than Syrian perfume find'st thou, thea?
Cass. Nay, 1 will go within, and thers bewail
Agamemnon’s fate and mine. 1 have done with hfe
©h strangers! friends!
1 shrink not idly, bike some timorous bird
Before a bush! Bear record in that day
When 1 am dead, and for this woman shin
A woman’s life is taken, and, for the man
Whose wife was naught, 2 man shall meet his doom.
Ye hear my bast request before 1 die
Cyo, Poor maid! We pity thy propheric fall.

Cass, Once more 1 would speak, not now with tears, bus
firmly,

Touching myself. To thee, O Sun, I pray,

Locking my last on thee, that whea the Hour

hhere, and vengeance tarries not, 1 too,

A captive prey,—soon quelled,~may be avenged, [Exit
Ciro. AW! What 1s mortal life? When prosperous,

A shadow can g'erturn it, and, when fallen,

A throw o' the wet sponge blurs the picture out,

This 13 mare piecous than the ruin of pride.

Who bath €cr been content with his triumph, or spoken
to Fortune this word,
~While men point with the finger of envy ac halls ke hath
reared far his pride,~
*"Tis enough! Come not hither againf®

Tothisk d i
s mg{ \}_;_e' :yx:mm:h have given 1o vanquish the gloty
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Yet shall we die not unchserved of Heaven.

He livss, who shall avenge us, Come he shall,
‘The mother-slaying scion of his race,

Redeemer of his site’s renown. From far.

‘The wanderer shall return, and put the cope

On these home troubles. For the gods in Heaven
Have sworn a mighty oath, his father’s fall
Shall draw him from his alien dwelling-place.
Why do I linger thus and mourn, since first

I saw my city's ruin; and again

Her captor, judged of the gods, reccives this doom?
I will go forward! T will dare to diel

Hail, then thou gate of Helll

But first, one prayer!

Oh, grant mg, all ye gods! a mortal wound!
‘That with no struggling, while the deathful stream
Flows painlessly away, these eyes may close!

Cro. Deep-thoughted, deeply suffering maid, thy words
Have far extended. If thou know'st thy doom
For certain, how canst thou, like god-driven victim,
Walk boldly toward the altar of thy death?

Cass.
Cro.
Chass.
Cno,
Cass.
Cio.
Cass.

It may not be avorded. "Ths the hour!

But every moment’s respite has sotae worth.

The time is come. Small gain were flight to me.
A bold heart hast thou for thy bitter woe.

None but the wretched hear such benison.

Yet mortal life is graced by a noble death.

Woe for thee, father, and thy noble sons!

[She is approaching the palace-gate—then turns away
Cuo. What terror turns thee backward from the gate?

Cass. Ah woe!
Cro. What's thine abhorrence? or why criest thou

thus?
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Crio, 13, Let's talk no mose of this until we know.

Barren conjecture s a treacherads guide. 5

Lsoms ov Cuo. The sur of all your counsels, then, is
thise .

That we make eestain how it goes with the king.

. They are approaching the gate, when CLYTEMNESTRA
is discovered with the dead body of AcEyivoN
enveloped tn the embrordered web

Cuy. 1, who spake much before to serve my nieed,

Wil here unspeak it—unappalled by shame.

How els¢ prepare the hosule net to slay

Oncs foe, supposed one's friend, and fence it high

Beyond derleaping?—Time, and thought still brooding

On that o3 quarrel, brought me to this blow.

*Tis done, and here | stand: here where 1 smote himi—

1 sa contrised it,—~that Tl ne'er deny,—

As neuder loaphole nor defence was left him.

1had set round, bike a stakenet for fish,

A libyeinth of hangings, with no outlet,

A Lmb-embarrassing wealth of woven folds.

T smore bum, twice- and with the second groan

He sank: and when he had faflen, T gave 2 third

Last steoke, to crown the szenfice, and grace

Pluto, preserver of the dead, Even then,

His soul on wing for Hades, s keen breath

Smote me with drops of slaughter, whose dark dew

Refreshed my spust, even as the bladed corn

That wells w the ear, delighteth in Heaven's rain.

Such--oh ye Arpive dlders who stand here~

Sixh is the fact. Whereat, an i ye vall, .

Rejoice yel Howsoe'sr, it is my boast.

Yes, were Ybation meet O'er buman victi,
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And, favoured of Heaven, with honour he comes from the
war to his home,
But if now to requite ancient murders he dic in the midg
of his joy,
Who shall boast to be free from disaster? -
Acay, {withm) Ahl Abh! 1 am mortally suicken
here, in the palacel
Cro. 1. Hush! who cries that he is wounded, stricken
with a mortal stroke?
Acam. Oh me! Again I am smitten, to the death!
Cro. 1. It was the king. That groan concluded all,
*Tis finished!  Let us join safe counsels here.
Cuo. 2. Then, hear my judgement. Sound swe an alarm,
And draw the city to the palace-gate!
Cro..3. Nay, let us break within immediately,
And prove the fact before the knife be cold.
Cro. 4. ‘That hikes me better. Let us act, say I,
T some way. "Tis no tine for fong debate.
Csio. 5. One may sce plainly, when such signs appeafy
Treason and tyranny are near at hand.
Cuo. 6. Ay, we lose tume, whilst others are in act
And wiumph o'er our solemn feebleness.
Cro. 7. 1know not what to say. To advise is hard,
Since counsel 13 forestalled by action here.
Cio. 8. Hard, say youl So think I' *Twere hard, I
trow,
With reasoned words to raise the dead to Iife.
Ciio, 9. Then must we aff our days be over-awed
Yo their subjection who have stained the throne?
Chio. 10, To die were more endurable thap so.
Death i¢ 2 milder doom than tyranny.
Csio. 11, Are we diviners, to conclude from groans
He, that so cried, fell with 2 morta stroke?



Agamemnon
Ye are swift and harsh in judgement,

Even as ye Jigy; but 10 as, bein

g assured,
t force must wip the da

While furig light s i thine eye,
Tatoxicare with 1mprogs butchery,
navenged, with g lover a¢ hand, in thy Destiny’s day,
With bloy, for blaw the forfeit they shale pay.
? Then hear fune oath. gy mighty Jus)

his man, look not
20 tnmate, whyleg our hearth
A

Ofqueress, thay shared hys i)ed
" the o ' ~she 106 noy lies
ey have FECOMPpense, Yoy
. :;_ ot her, she tuned her |,

N 1anl ke for h i i
50 ded the dypmyeyt S wailing theie oL
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Here "twere most righteous. Such a cup of death
He filled with household crime, and now, rcturning,
Has drained in retribution.
Ciro. Wondrous bold
Of tongue art thou, to boast thus o'er thy lord!
Cry. Presume ye, as though my thoughts were womas-
ish?
I dare your wisdoms. Ye know all, and—blame me
Or praise,—~'is one to me. This corpse, I tell you,
Is Agamemnon, once my lord;—his death
The work of this right hand, proud to have wrought
A masterpiece so righteous, Ay, 'tis true.
Cro. Woman, what evil food
From either element, of earth or sea,
Solid or liquid, mingling with thy blood
Hath prompted thee
To kill such sacrifice, and then
Fling back from thee the muttered curse of men?
Hast thou cut him off? Thou shalt be cut off from the
state;
Our citizens shall hate thee with firm hate.
Cur. That is your sentence. I imust fly che land
With public execration on my head.
Wise justicers! what said ye, then, to him
Who slew his child, nor recked of her dear blood
More than if sacrificing some ewe-lamb
From countless flocks that choked the teemuing fold,
But slew the priccless travail of my womb
For a charm, to altay the wind from Thrace? How sy
rou?
Should hc)not have been banished by your voice
To purge the suate? Yet, hearing of my deed,
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Ere the grief from old wounds hath sbated, fresh fountains
of bloodshed are burst. .
Cio, Mighty and fell of wrath
Declar’st thou then the Genius of the race;
Recalling a disastrous history
Of dure offences irremediable
And endless. Zeus the causes~—for what in man
Eludes the awthor of the Eternal Plan?
Oh hing, my king, how shall T weep for thee?
What words of affection shall flow from my heart?
Thou art there 1n that web of the spider, dishonoured in
death,
Oh horror! oh murderous guile]
Dishonoured, and cleft with the sword,
"The warm Life yet running from theel
Cur. Ye prochim it my deed. Yet bewarel
Say not I was wife to the king,
*Tis the spint of Vengeance awsking from slecp .
For the banquet by Atreus of old to Thyestes cruelly given,

Puning on 1h; resemblance of her that was queen to the
dead,

That bath visited alf upon him,
And hath dﬁmﬂy repnd a grown victim for little ovss
1N,

Curo. That thus is not thy work

Who will bear witness?  The offence is thins,
Whatever spinit of hoarded recompense

Ffmn elder ages may have wrought wih thee,
ot yet accomplished 15 the course of strife,

The clotted gkt of infane gore yet cries

For hindred streams of bloody sacrifice,

Al from one sautce, Lfe readered sl for dife.

Oh ¥ing, my king, how shall 1 weep for thee?
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New savour to the softess of my bed.
Cuo, Q for some speedy stroke,
Not of sharp agony nor lingering pain,
To bring on us the unawakening slecp!
Since he, our gentlest guardian, is subdued,
And through a woman’s guilt—A woman slew him!
Infatuate Helen, who alene didst send
So many souls to Hades before Troy!
A life worth alf the rest thy sister’s deed
Hath quenched ia darkness. From one Yietle seed
Is grown a strong and ever-spreading tree
Of man-destroying strife and misery.
Cry. Pray oot {or your death, averhuedened with what
hath been done;
Neither turn your displeasure on Helen, of Hellas the bane,
Who sped many souls to destruction and caused uneadur
able paint
Cuo. O demon of the home,
That with alternate violence doth fall
On cither branch of Pelops' ancient hne,
‘Thou to my bitter sorrow wieldest here
Man-braving boldness in o woman's mind.
Like hateful raven, o'er her husband's corse
She stands and croaks at us, in accents hoarse,
Her proudly inharmoious funeral hymn,

Cy. At length there is truth on your lips. Ye name
rightly the Fiend overgrown
Whose seed in this mansion was sown.
#Fis of him that the blood-lapping lust at its core hath been
nursed,
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"The dus praise o'er his grave, pouring tears with each word
sorely wrung
By decp thought from the truth of his souli
Cur. Hase no care. "Tis nat yours to provide. 1 wall
bury the man whom 1 slew. .
No train from the palace shall wal round his bier. Bur
s daughter, to yield hun his due,
Running forward to welcome her sire ot the quickly pavsed
ford of the dead,~
His Inhwanassa,—shall open her arms and <hall cling,
Wit 2 diss, to the Ming!
Cho. Reproaches cross. The batide 1s hard ro judge.
Rabber 13 tobbed, slayer slam. Revenge is suce.
Furm stands, wivle Zeus remaws upon his throne,
Qne v, “Who docth shall suffer.” Who may cast
The brood of curses from yon voof?  The race
e joined and welded 0 ealamuty.
Cor. Theretn thou hast prophesied aright. Bue 1
Heee snake my compact with the hellish Power
That haunts the house of Atreus. What has been,
Though hard, we will eadure. But let him leave
This roof, and plague some other race henceforth.
With kindred-harrowing strife. Small share of wealth
Shall amply serve, now 1 have made an end
Of rmutual murdenng masdness 1 this hatl,

Enter Arcistrs

Atc, Sweet day of tecompense, | hail thy lightt
Now, lords of yon wide 'hcf: en, 1 rcmgmze ¢
Your yursdiction der the gniels of men,
When 1 beheld tha man, @ my great joy,
Laid 1 yoa shrond of the Erinyes,

So punished for bis father's act of guile.
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What words of affection shall flow from my heant?
‘Thou art there in that web of the spider, dishonoured in
death, .

Oh horror! oh murderous guile!
Dishonoured, and cleft with the sword,
‘The warm life yet running from thee!
Cry. Prate not of dishonourl ‘Deserving’ were rathet
the word.
Had ¢ not prepared for his house an encumbrance of woe?
Let him not loudly plead there below
That in paying the price of her death whom a nation de-
plored,
The branch 1 had reared from his loins, he is shin with
iniquitous sword.
Men shall reap what they sow!
Cuo, 1 am baffled and amazed, and know not whither
To turn me now the house begins to totter
Lashed with red rain, that saps it to the fall.
I fear it! Thas is no mere drizzling shower.
Fate now is whetting Justice’ heavy sword
On a new whetstone, for fresh deeds of harm.

O Earth, Earth! would thou hadst covered me,
Ere I saw in fus low-lying bed,
*T'wixt the sides of yon bath-tub of sihver, the king whom
I Jove!

Who shall bury his corpse, who lament him?
Wilt thore have the heart,
Having slain thine own husband, to peal forth his dirge
And atone with Dight breath for the heavy offence thou
hast done?
Ah, who shall be found to repeat for the man now divine
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*The due praise o'er his grave, pouring tears with each word
sorely wrung
By deep thought from the truth of his soul? .
Ciy. Have nocare. *Tis not yours to provide. 1 will
bury the man whom [ slew.
o tean from the palace shall wail rouod his biec. Bur
fus daughter, to yield him his due,
Running forward to welcome her sire at the quickly passed
ford of the dead;—
His Tohanassa,~shall open her arms and shall cling,
Wih a foss, to the king!
Cio. Reprasches cross. The bane 15 bard to Judge,
Robber 15 robbed, slayer slatn. Revenge s sore.
Firm sands, while Zeus remains upon his throne,
Ore liw, "Who doeth shall suffer” Who may cat
The brood of curses from yon roof? The race
s 10med and welded to calamuty.
Cux. Theran thou hast prophesied aright. But §
Here make my compact with the hellish Pawer
That haunts the house of Atreus, What has been,
Though bard, we wall endure.  But Yot him Yeave
This roof, and plague some other race henceforth
Wik kindred-harrowing snife. Small share of wealth
Shall amply sene, now 1 have made an end
Of mutmal-murdeting madoess in this holl.

Enter Arctsnres

Are. Sweet day of recompense, T hail thy light!
Now, lords of yon wide heaven, 1 fecogmze
Your wesdicuon dex the grefs of men,
When 1 behold s mam, 10 my great joy,
tad i yon shroud of the Lrinyes,

So punished for his Father's act of guile
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Atreus his father, ruling the Argive land,

But challenged of his right, to tell it plainly,

By his own brother and my sire, Thyestes,

Drave him an exile from his country and home,

Then poor Thyestes, coming back fo Argos

A humble suppliant at his brother’s hearth,

Obtained remission of the doom of death.

And Atreus, feigning gladness that these fields

Should not be darkened with fraternal blood,

* Reccived him at a banquet, with great show,
But little heart, of hospitality.

As holding 2 high day of sacrifice,

He set before him—his own children’s flesh.

The feet and hands with tell-tale finger-tips

He kept concealed where by himself he sate

At head o' the board: and with those marks away
My father knew not, but received and ate

. What brought unbounded sorrow, as thou seést,
To all our race. For when he came to know
The horror that was brought, sickening he fell
Back from that carnage with a cry, and laid
This dreadful curse on the Pelopidae,

‘That as he kicked the banquet to the ground,
All Pelops’ line might have like overthrow.
Hence came Ais fall you now behold.

) And 1
Have the best right to have contrived his death,
1, my poor father’s thirteenth child, was driven
Along with him, a babe in swaddling bands.

' Now, Justice brings me home, a man indeed.
And while still out of doors I laid my hand
On this mine enemy, with plans sccure
Weaving the plot that should entangle him
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Sa that to-day T were not Toth to dic,
Sceing him fast in Retribution’s net.

Crio. Acgisthus, to insult over the fallen
Wins not my homage. You confess to have shain
Agamemaon by your will; alone to have planned
This piteous massacre} The peopld’s curse
Awaits thee, be thon sure, with stones 1o boot.

Axz, Thou say’st it! thou, that pliest the nether oar,
While those on the top-bench manage the spearl
“Thine age shall ind how hard a lesson "tis
When old men have to learn obedience.

Bondage and prison-fare combined with €ld
Work muracles 1n healing froward spirits.
Behotd the proverb here exemplified:—

*Kick not a1 goad-pricks, else your heels shalf rucl

Ciio. {to Crx.) Woman, and when the king returned

from wat,
Hadst thou, that kept fus house, shaming moreover
Thy husband's bed, prepared for him this death?
{CLyrestxesTea rermains silent

Are. Apma your tongue Yeads you the way to woel

The opposite of Orpheus’ vorce 15 thine,
He drew all after lum with charmung lay,

But thou, wath foclish clamour rousing wrath,
Shalt be dragged off, that pawer may humble thee.
Cio, Methinks 1 see thee lord of Argive men!

That, when thoy hads devised this massacee,
Too craven wert thyself to strike the blow.

Are. Guile was the woman's function, 1, moreover,
138 wiked suspicion Erom our ancient feud—
et weatth 13 mine to wse, and T will use it
Torvle your city. He that disobeys
Shall be bowed dawn beneath my heavy voke.
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Atreus his father, ruling the Argive land,
But challenged of his right, to tell it plainly,
By his own brother and my sire, Thyestes,
Drave him an exile from his country and home.
‘Then poor Thyestes, coming back to Argos
A humble suppliant at his brother’s hearth,
Obtained remission of the doom of death.
And Atreus, feigning gladness that these ficlds
Should not be darkened with fraternal blood,
* Received him at a banquet, with grear show,
But little heart, of hospitality.
As holding a high day of sacrifice,
He sct before him—his own children’s flesh,
The feet and hands with tell-tale finger-tips
He kept concealed where by himself he sate
At head o’ the board: and with those marks away
My father knew not, but received and ate
- What brought unbounded sorrow, as thou seést,
To all our race. For when he came to know
‘The horror that was brought, sickening he fell
Back from that carnage with a cry, and laid
This dreadful curse on the Pelopidae,
“That as he kicked the banquet to the ground,
All Pelops’ line might have like overthrow,
Hence came Ais fall you now behold.
And 1
Have the best right to have contrived hus death.
1, my poor father's thirtcenth child, was driven
Along with him, a babe in swaddling bands.
' Now, Justice brings me home, 2 man indeed.
And while still out of doors I 13id my hand
On this mine enemy, with plans secure
Weaving the plot that should entangle him
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Sa resolves my woman's wisdom, whether men give heed
or not,
Arc, Can T hear that these should idly from submission
bresk away,
Flaunting proud rebellious phrases in defiance of my sway,
Holding bight the Power that guides us as our Providence

to-day?

Cio. Men of Argos ne'er will cringe in homage w0 2
man of crime,

Azt You shall yet repeat that language, visited in after-
time. '

Cuo. Not if God direct Orestes homeward for his
people’s good,

Are. Well T know that men in exile make of Hope their

. daly kood.

Cio. Do thy worst!  Grow fat, palluting Justice. It is
now thine hour.

Ars, Know that one day for this folly thou shalt an-
wer to my power.

Cito. Boast thee without fear exulung, hike a cack beside
the bent

Cur,

Care not for the idle yelpings of these old and
fechle men,

1 and thou 1ogether ruling with a firm 30d even hand

Wil control and heep 1t order both the palace and the
land.
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No minion of the sidetrace and the stalll
Darkness and hunger, grooming him together,
In harsh consent shall join to make him tame,

Cuo. Thou didst not quell him, coward that thou wert,
‘Thou durst not cope with him; a woman slew him,
Staining our country and our country’s gods!

O that Orestes, if he hives to-day,
Might yet return auspiciously to Argos,
And kill both tyrants in his prime of power!
Arc. So, ye choose that line of talk and conduct] Ye
" shall quickly find—
Ho, brave guards, come rally round me! Here's a field-day
to your mind.

Cuo. Come, let every man make ready for the encounter,

sword in hand!

Arc. Come, I dare the death in combat for mine empire

o'er the land.

Crio. ‘Death!” that word 1s night- I embrace it Fortune,

let the omen stand!

Cry. Dearest one, let stnfe have ending. Add not to

the heap of ill:

As it is, of troublous labour we are doomed to reap our fill.

Woes enow are here already; let not blood a'erpass the
bound.

Back, ye dotards; know your places! Rua in your op-
pointed round,

Lest ye rue the deeds ye ponder; let your rude contenticn
cease!

Might but this be all of sorrow, we would bargain now

for peace,
Harassed by the heavy heel of God that trampled on our

lot.









ARGUMENT

To Laius, Ring of Thebes, an oracle foretold that the
child born to him by his queen Jocasta would slay his
fuher and wed i mother. So when in time 2 son was
born the snfant's feet were riveted together 2nd he was left
to die on Mount Cubaeron. But a shepherd found the
babe and tended him, and delivered him to another shep-
herd who took him to hus master, the King of Corinth,
Polybus being chddless adopted the boy, who grew up
behesing that he was indeed the King's son.  Afterwards
doubting his parentage he inquired of the Delphic god
and besrd tumself che ward declaced before o Latus.
Wherefore he fled from what he deemed his father's house
and in his flight he encountered and unwitungly slew his
fader Lafos Arnving at Thebes he answered the riddle
of the Sphing and the grateful Thebans made their de-
Lveres king, So he resgned 1n the room of Lafus, and
espoused the widowed queen. Children wese born to them
* 3nd Thebes prospered under hus rule, but again a grievouy
rhague fell upon the ciry.  Again the orace was consuled
294 v bade them purge themselves of blood-guiltiness.
Ocdpus deneances the cime of which he 15 unaware, and
undertakes 1o track out the enmnal. Step by sep it iy
Yeought home to hum that he 15 the man. The closing
wene eeveals Jooaa alan by her own hand and Ocdipis
bhinded by hus own act and prayung for death or exile.



DRAMATIS PERSONE

Oeprrus.

Tue Priest or Zzus.
Creon.

Ciiorus oF Tuesan Einers.
TEIRESIAS.

Jocasra.

MESSENGER.

Hero oF Laws.

Secoxp MessenGER.

scene:—Thebes. Before the Palace of Ocdipus.



OEDIPUS THE KING

Suppliants of all ages are seated round the chiar ot the
palace doors, at their head o puiest o8 28Us,
To them enter orvipus.

oDIPUs

Mr children, latest born to Cadmus old,
‘Why sit ye here as suppliants, in your hands
Branches of olive filleted with wool?

What means thus reck of incense everywhere,
And everywhere Jaments and ¥ranies?
Children, it were not meet that 1 should Jexzn
From others, and am hither come, myself,
1Qedipus, your worldrenowntd king.

Hol aged sire, whose venerable locks
Proclum thee spokesman of this company,
Explun yous mood and purpert. 13 it dread
Of il that moves you or a boon ye crave?

My zeal 1n your behalf ye cannor douhe;
Ruthlesy indeed wete 1 and obdurace

1 quch petnioners as you 1 sputned,

et

Yea, Oedipus, may soveresgn lord and king,

“Thons seest how both exuemes of age besiege

Toy pabice altan—fedglings hardly winged,

And preybeards bowed with years; priests, as am 1

Of Zews, and these the Gawer of out you

Mesnwhile, the common folk, with wreathid bought
(T2






Ocdipus the King

Yook to thy laurels! for thy zeal of yore
Our country's saviour thou art justly hailed:
O never may we thus record thy reigni—
“He raised us up only to cast us down.”
Uplift us, build our city on a rock.

Thy happy star ascendant brought us luck,
O fet 1t ot dechine! 1f thou wouldst rule
“This land, a3 now thou reignest, better sure
To rule a peopled than a desert realm,

Nor battlernents nor galleys aught avail,

1 men to man and guards to guard them fail.

oEpreTs

Ahl my poor children, known, ah, hnown toa well,
The quest that brings you huther and your need.
Ye ncken all, well wot 1, yet my pain,

How great soever yours, outtops it all.

Your sorrow touches each man severally,

Him and none other, but T grieve at once

Both for the general and myself and you.
Therefore ye rouse no sluggard from day-dreams.
Many, my children, are the tears Pve wept,

And threaded many a maze of weary thaught.
Thus pondening one ctue of hope 1 caugh,

And tracked 1t up; | have sent Menocceus” son,
Catom, my consort's brother, to 1nquire

Of Pythun Phoebus at his Delphic shrine,
How 1 rmight save the State by act or word.

And now | reckon up the tale of days

Stnce he set forh, and marvel how he fares,

“Fir strange, thas endless umyi
But when he ben 1 oorSy

passng strange,
U1 perform

comes, then 1 were base indeed,
nt all the god declares,
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Crowd our two market-places, or before

Both shrines of Pallas congregate, or where

Ismenus gives his oracles by fire.

For, as thou seest thyself, our ship of State,

Sore buffeted, can no more lift her head,

Foundered beneath a weltering surge of blood.

A blight is on our harvest in the ear,

A bhght upon the grazing flocks and herds,

A blight on wives in travail; and withal

Armed with his blazing torch the God of Plague

Hath swooped upon our city emptying

The house of Cadmus, and the murky realm

Of Pluto is full fed with groans and tears.
‘Thercfore, O King, here at thy hearth we sit,

1 and these children; not as deeming thee

A new divinity, but the first of men;

First in the common accidents of life,

And first in visitations of the Gods.

Art thou not he who coming to the town

Of Cadmus freed us from the tax we pad

To the fell songstress? Nor hadst thou received

Prompting from us or been by others schooled;

No, by a god inspired (so all men deem,

And testify) didst thou renew our life.

And now, O Ocdipus, our peerless king,

All we thy votaries beseech thee, find

Some succour, whether by a voice {rom heaven

Whispered, or haply known by human wit.

Tried counsellors, methinks, are aptest found*

To furnish for the future pregnant rede,

Upraise, O chicf of men, upraisc our State!

1Dr. Kenpzdy and others render
see that abo comparisons of thelr co

#Since to men of experie
unsels are In most Lvely



Ocedipur the Kin}

cuEoN

Let me report then all the god declared.

King Phocbus bids us straitly extirpate

A fell pofhistson that infests ¢he laad,

Acd no more harbour an inveterate sore.
oEDIPUS

Whit expiation means he? What's amiss?

CREQN
Banishment, of the shedding blood for blood.
Thus eain of blood makes shipwreck of our state.
vEDILS
Whom c2n he mean the nuscreant thus denounced?
CREOW
Before thou didst assume the helm of State,
The sovereygn of this land was Lajus.
QEDIFLS
Vheard ay much, but never saw the mas.,
REON
He Jell; and n " is plain:
Poaidh his uk::;;f v\g)?gc‘t:olr;:ym ;cd i plin
omrrs
Where are they? Where in the wide world to fing
The far, faint traces of 2 bygone cnme?
carov

l‘n this bnd: id the god; “wha seeks shall find;
Who 1.2 with folded hands or sleeps is blind™
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TRIEST
Thy words are well timed; even as thou speakest
That shouting tells me Creon is at hand.
OEDIPUS
O King Apollo! may his joyous looks
Be presage of the joyous news he bringst
PRIEST
_ As T surmise, tis welcome; else his head
Had scarce been crawned with berry-laden bays.
OEDIPUS
We soon shall know; he’s now 1n earshot range.
Enter crron
My royal cousin, say, Menocceus” chuld,
What message hast thou brought us from the god?
CREON
Good news, for ¢'en intolerable alls,
Finding right issuc, tend to naught but good.
otorrus
How runs the oracle? thus far thy words
Give me no ground for confidence or fear,
CREON
1f thou wouldst hear my message publicly,
1T tell thee straight, or with thee pass within.
OEDIPUS

Speak before all; the burden that T bear
1s more for these my subjects than myself,



E

Oedipus the Kin}
aEN i
Let e repert then all the god declared.
King Phoebus bids us straitly extirpate
A £l polletion that infests the bind,
Asd no more harbour 21 inveterats sore.
oceorees
Whar expiation menos he? What's amiss?
carax
. Banishrent, or the shedding blood for blood. N
This sain of blood makes shipwrack of cur state,
ommrrs
Whom cn he mean the miscreant thus denounced?
aEox
Before thou didst assume the helm of State,
The savereign of this land was Lafus.
omrrUs
Theard a3 much, but never saw the man.
xxox
He £lL; 2nd now the god's command is plain:
Penish his takersoff, whoc'er they be.
ommts
Where are they?  Where in the wide world to find
The £z, faint traces of 2 bygone arime?
cxEns

1a this hied, id the god; “who seeks shall find;
%o sits with folded hands or sleeps is blind ™
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PRIEST
Thy words are well timed; even as thou speakest
‘That shouting tells me Creon is at hand.
DEDIPUS
O King Apollo! may his joyous looks
_Be presage of the joyous news he brings!
PRIEST
_ As T surmise, "tis welcome; elsc his head
Had scarce been crowned with berry-laden bays.
OEDIPUS
We soon shall know; he’s now in carshot range.
Enter caron
My royal cousin, say, Menocceus’ child,
What message hast thou broughe us from the god?
CREON
Good news, for 'en intolerable alls,
Finding right issue, tend to naught but good.
DEDIPUS
How runs the oracle? thus far thy werds
Give me no ground for confidence or fear.
cxxoN
1f thou wouldst hear my message publicly,
I'll tell thee straight, or with thee pass within.
OEDIFLS

Speak before all; the burden that T bear
Is more for these my subjects than myself.



Oedipus the King

oerrus
+ What trouble can hase hindered a full quest,
Whep royalty had fallen thus miserably?

CREON

The nddiing Sphint compelied us to fet shde
The dim past and attend to rastant nceds.

QEIRIPUS

Well, I will start afresh and once again
Mzke dark things clear. Right worthy the concern
Of Phochus, worthy thune too, for the dead;
Yalio, as 13 meet, will lend my mud
To 2renge this wrong to Thebes and to the god.
Not for some far-off kinsman, but myself,
Shall 1 expel thus posson 1n the blood;
For whoso slew that king mught have a mind
To strike me to0 with his assassin hand.
- Therefore in nghting im 1 serve myself,
Up, children, haste ye, quit these altar stars,
Take hence your supplant wands, go summon hither
The Theban commons. With the god’s good help
Sucress 15 sure; "us ruin o we faik.

[Exeunt oronrus and casow

PRIEST
Come, children, tet us hence; these gracious words
Forestall the very purpose of our smt.
And may the god who sent this eracle
Save us withal and rid us of this pest.

{Exennt vrisst and surerianes
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‘ OEDIPUS
Was he within his palace, or afield,
Or travelling, when Lalus met his fate?
CRFON
Abroad; he started, so he told us, bound
For Delphi. but he never thence returned.
QFptrus
Came there no news, no fellow-traveller
To give some clue that might be followed up?
crEON
But one escaped, who flying for dear hife,
Could tell of all he saw but one thing sure,
OEDIPUS
And what was that?  One clue might lead us far,
With but a spark of hope to gude our quest.
CRFON
Robbers, hie told us, not one bandit but
A troop of knaves, attacked and muidered him,
Orptrus

Did any bandit dare so bold a stroke,
Unless indeed he were suborned from Thebes?

[

CREON

So "twas surmised, but none was found to ayenge
His murder mid the trouble that ensued.



Ocdipus the King

~y

OEDITUS

What rouble can bave hindered a gy qu
When royalty had falfen thys miserably?

CREON

The nddling Sphinx compelled ys to fet slide
¢ dim past and attend to instant needs,

OEDIPUS
Well, 1 will stary afresh angd once again
Make dark things clear, Right worthy the concern,
of Phocbys, worthy thine too, for the dead;
Lalso, g5 4 meet, wil] lend my aid
0 avenge thys vrong to Thebes and to the god,

erefore in nghtung hym | Serve myself,

quit these alyay stairs,

3ke hence yoy, suppliant wangs, 80 summon hither
¢ Theban ommons, Witk e god’s good help

Success 15 SUTE; *tis i of we fajl,

[Exeune OEDIPUS and cppay
PRIEST
8Tacious words
uLt,

0d tay the 8od who seny this oracle
Save yg withal and p g s of this pege,

[Exenns PRIEST gpnd SUPPLIANTY



7 Four Famous Greek Plays

-

OEDIPUS
‘Was he within his palace; or afield,
Or rravelling, when Laius met his fate?
CREON
Abroad; he started, so he told us, bound
For Delphi. but he never thence returned,
QEDIPUS
Came there no news, no fellow-traveller
To give some clue that might be followed up?
CREON
But one escaped, who flying for dear life,
Could 1ell of all he saw but one thing sure,
OEDIPUS
And what was that? One cluc might lead us far,
‘With but a spark of hope to guide our quest.
CrEON
Rabbers, he told us, not one bandit bur
A troop of knaves, attacked and murdered him,
orDIPUS

Did any bandit dare so bold a stroke,
Unless indeed he were suborned from Thebes?

[

CREON

So "twas surmised, but none was found to ayenge
His murder mid the trouble that ensued.



Oedipus the King ~7

. Corpses spread infection round;
Nozé to tend o ourn is found,
Wailing o the altar stazr
Wives and grandams rend the air—
Ng-drawn mean and plercing crics
lent with Prayers and Iitapjes,
Golden child of Zeus, O hear
thine angel face appear]
And gran, that Ares whose hot breath 1 feel,
ough withour targe or stee]
whose vorce 1 as the battle shout,
fay turn in sudden roy,
To the unharboyred racian waters sped,
Or Am phitritd’s bed,
For whay night )
§

y levin bolt, we pray,
ay!

om th
Mighe fy abroad, the champigng of our rights;
Yea, ang the ﬂashmg lights
OF Artern;, Wherewyh, the huniresg Sweeps
Across the Lycian Steeps,
Thee too | call wy 8olden-snondeq hair,
Whose name our land dog, bear,
Bacchyy ¢ whoy thy facnads Evoe shout;
with thy brighe torch, rout,
Whom e adore,
™ god:
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CHORUS

Sweet-voiced daughter of Zeus from thy gold-paved Pythian
shrine
Wafted to Thebes divine, '
What dost thou bring me? My soul is racked and shivers
with fear,
(Healer of Delos, hear!) )
Hast thou some pain unknown before,
Or with the ciscling years renewest a penance of yore!
Offspring of golden Hope, thou voice immortal, O tell me.

First on Athené I call; O Zeus-born goddess, defend!
Goddess 7nd sister, befriend,
Artemis, Lady of Thebes, high-throned in the midst of our
mart!
Lord of the death-winged dart!
Your threefold aid T crave
From death and ruin our ity to save.
If in the days of old when we nigh had perished, ye drave
From our land the fiery plague, be near us now and de-
fend usl

Ah me, what countless woes are minef
All our host 1s in decline;

Woeaponless my spitit lies,

Earth her gracious fruns denies;
Women wail 1n barren throes;

Life on life downstricken goes,

Swifter than the wild bird’s flight,
Swifter than the Fire-God’s might,

To the westering shores of Night,

Wasted thus by death on death
All our city perisheth,



Ocdipus the King

Both of the god and of the murdered King.
And on the murderer this curse 1 lay

(On him and all the partners in his guilt)=—
Wretch, may he pine in utter wretchedness!
And for myself, sf with my privity

He gain admuttance to my hearth, T pray
The curse 1 1aid on others falt on me.

See that ye guwe effect to all my hest,

Fot my sake and the god's and for our land,
A desert Blasted by the wrath of heaven.

For, let alone the god's express cormmand,

Tt were 2 seandal ye should leave unpurged
The murder of a great man and your king,
Nor track 1t home. And now that T am lord,
Surcessor to hus throne, his bed, his wife,

{And had he not been frustrate in the hope
Ot 1ssuc, common chuldren of one womb

Had forged a closer bond twixt him and me,
But Fate swooped down upon tum), therefore 1
Hus blood-avenger will muntain his cause
As though he were my sire, and leave no stone
Unturned to track the assassin or avenge

The son of Labdacus, of Polydore,

Of Cadmus, and Agenor first of the race.

And for the discbedient thus 1 prays

May the gods send them neither umely fruits
Of carth, nor teeming 1ncrease of the womb,
But may they waste and pine, as now they waste,
Aye and worse stricken; but to all of you,

My loyal subjects who approve my acts,

May Justice, our ally, and all the gods

Be gracious and attend you evermore,
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OEDIPUS

Ye pray; tis well, but would ye hear my words
And heed them and apply the remedy,

Ye might perchance find comfort and reliet.
Mind you, I speak as one who comes a stranger
To this report, no less than to the crime;

For how unaided could I track it far

Without a clue? Which lacking (for too late
Was 1 enrolled a citizen of Thebes)

"This proclamation T address to all:—

Thebans, '€ any knows the man by whom
Laius, son of Labdacus, was shain,

T summon him to make clean shrift to me.
And if he shrinks, let him reflect that thus
Confessing he shall 'scape the eapital charge;
For the worst penalty that shall befall him

Is banishment—unscathed he shall depart.

But if an alien from a foreign land

Be known to any as the murderer,

Let him who knows speak out, and be shall have
Due recompense from me and thanks to boot.
But if ye still keep silence, if through fear

For self or friends ye disregard my hest,

Hear what I then resolve- I lay my ban

On the assassin whosoc'er he be.

Let no man if this land, whereof I hold

The sovereign rule, harbour or speak to him;
Give him no part in prayer or sacrifice

Or lustral rites, but hound him from your homes.
For this is our defilement, so the god

Hath latcly shewn to me by oracles.

Thus as their champion I maintain the cause



Ocdipus the King
OEDIPUS
Tell }.h:m, 1 would fain koow _alL

CHORUS
Twas said he fe)y by travellers, ’

OEDIPUS

So 1 heard,
But nene by seen the man who sgy him fali,

CHORyS
WVell, i he knows whay fear 15, fy

e will quai]
And flee before the teeror of thy cyrse,

cur:

OEDIPUS
Words scare not bum wh blenches not g deeds,

0y,
OEprpys
Tﬂr:ms‘ 225 who comprehendesy all,
T of the gy 2nd hudden ™ysterses,
12h things of i

T, Ole oy defenze ang shield,
The PUTPOTT of the S0%wer thay he God
Returncd 1o Us who oughe fyg oracle,
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CHORUS

The oath thou profferest, sire, I take and swear,

I slew him not myself, nor can I name

The slayer, For the quest, "twere well, methinks
That Phoebus, who proposed the riddle, himself

Should give the answer—who the murderer was.

OEDIPUS
Well argued; but no living man can hope
To force the gods to speak against their will
CHORUS

May 1 then say what seems nexe best to me?

©OEDIPUS
Aye, if there be a third best, tell 1t toa.

CHORUS
My liege, if any man sees eye to eye
With our lord Phoebus, ‘tis our prophet, lord
Teiresias; he of all men best might guide
A searcher of this matter to the light.
OEDIPUS

Here too my zeal has nothing lagged, for twice
At Creon's instance have I sent to fetch him,
And Jong T marvel why he is not here.

cHoRUS
1 mind me too of rumours long ago—
Mere gossip.



Aye, for ye all are witless, byt my voice
Will neter feveal my

What her,
Woulds: o,

Ocdipus 11, King

TEIRESIAS

museriecs—or thine

OEDIPYS

thon Enowest, and yet willse nop speak!
b

o betray

Twill gy YeX myself nor thee, Why agk
s idly whay from

us and destroy the State?

TEIRESHAs

me thou shyl, ot learn

Mongery thy silence would Incense 3 fling,
] Rothing Jogee thy tongy, Can nothmg pep, thee,
ke thy g, tzciturmty’
TEmRESIA
Thoy blamg ™y mood ang SECSt Nt thine own
herewl, thou ted; no, they taxest me,
OEDH’US
And

Well, will eome what

who coplg 3y hus choler When pe heard
low tasolenty thou dogy A ?

out the Stage
TEYRBXAS
will, thoug, 1 be myge,

Otnippy
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The messengers have doubtizss told tl;cc-—how )
One course alone could rid us of the pest,
To find the murderers of Lajus,
And slay them or expel them from the land,
Therefore begrudging neither augury
Nor other divination that is thine,
O save thyself, thy country, and thy king,
Save all from this defilement of blood shed.
On thee we rest. This is man’s highest end,
To others’ service all his powers to lend.
TEIRESIAS
Alas, alas, what misery to be wise
When wisdom profits nothing! This old lore
T had forgotten; else I were not here.
OEDIPUS
What ails thee? Why this melancholy mood?
TEIRESIAS
Let me go home; prevent me not; ‘twere best
‘That thou shouldst bear thy burden and [ mine.
OEDIPUS
For shame! no true-born Theban patriot
Would thus withhold the word of prophecy.
TEIRESJAS
Thy words, O king, are wide of the mark, and T
For fear lest I too trip like thee . .,
OEDIPUS
Oh speak,

Withhold not, I adjure thee, if thou know'st,
Thy knowledge. We are all thy supphants.



Ocdipus the King
TEIRESIAS
Didst mmiss my sense or wouldst thou goad me on?
OQEDIPUS
1 but half caught thy meaning; say it again.

TEIRESI4S

Tsay thou art the musderer of the man
‘Whose murderer thou pursuest.

CEDIPUS

Thou shale rue it
“Twice to repeat so gross a calumny.

TEIRESIAS
Must T say more to aggravate thy rage?

otprpus
Say all thou walt; it will be but waste of breath.

TEIRESIAS
1 say thou livest with thy nearest kin
In nfamy, unwiting of thy shame.

OEDtPUS

Thiak'st thou for aye unscathed to wag thy tongue?
TERESAS

Yea, sf the might of truth can aught prevail.

OEDIPUS
With other men, but not wih thee, for thow
Ia ear, wit, eye, in everything art blind,
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TEIRESIAS
T have no more to say; storm as thou willst,
And give the rein to all thy pent-up rage.
OEDIPUS

Yea, T am wroth, and will not stint my words,

But speak my whole mind. Thou methinks art he,

Who planned the crime, aye, and performed it too,

All save the assassination; and if thou

Hadst not been blind, 1 had been sworn to boot

That thou alone didst do the bloody deed.
TEIRESIAS

Is it so? ‘Then I charge thee to abide

By thine own proclamation; from this day
Speak not to these or me. Thou art the man,
‘Thou the accursed polluter of this land.

OEDIPUS

Vile slanderer, thou blurtest forth these taunts,
And think’st forsooth as seer to go scot free.

TFIRLSIAS
Yea, 1 am free, strong 1n the strength of truth,
OEDIPUS
Who was thy teacher? not methinks thy art.
\ ‘TEIRESIAS
Thou, goading me against my will to speak.
OEDIPUS

What speech? repeat it and resolve my doubt,



Oedipus the King

And yet the riddle was not to be solved

By guessawork bt sequiced the prophet’s atty
Wherein thou wast found lacking; neither birds
Nor sign from heaven helped thee, but I came,
The simple Ocdipus; I stopped et mouth

By mother wit, untaught of auguries.

This is the man whom thou wouldst underriae,
Tn hope to reign with Creon in my stead.
Methunks tht thou and thine abertor soon

Will vue your plot to drive the scapegeat out.
Thank thy grey hasrs that thou bast sl to learn,
Whar chastssesnent such asvogance deserves.

CHORUS
To us it sterms that both the teer and oy,
O Qedipus, have spoken apgry words.
This 11 0o tme to wrangle but consule
How best we may fulfit the oradle,

TEIRESIAS

King a5 thou art, free speech at east 15 mine

To make reply; in this I am thy peer.

¥ awn 0o ford but Lovias; bim 1 serve

And ne'er ean stand ensolled as Ceeon’s man,

“Thus thers L answer: siace thou hast uck spated

To taxt me with my bhndness—thou hast eyes,

Yer sec'st not in what musery thou are fallen,

Nor where thou dwellest nos with whor for mate,
Dest know thy hneage? Nay, thou know'st it not,
And ali unwitting art 2 double foe

To thine own kin, che living 20d \he deads

Ay and the dogging eurse of mother and sire
Qo day shall drive thee. hke » rwrrdond meied
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’ TEIRESIAS

Poor fool to utter gibes at me which all
Here present will cast back on thee erc long,

CEDIPUS

Offspring of endless Night, thou hast no power
O'er me or any man who sees the sun.

‘TEIRESIAS

No, for thy weird is not to fall by me.
1 leave to Apollo what concerns the god.

DEDIPUS

Is this a plot of Creon, or thine own?

‘TEIRESIAS
Not Creon, thou thyself art thine own bane,

OEDIPUS

O wealth and empiry and skill by skill
Outwitted in the battlefield of life,

‘What spite and envy follow in your train!
See, for this crown the State conferred on me,
A gift, a thing I sought not, for this crown
“The trusty Creon, my familiar friend,

Hath lain in wait to oust me and suborned
This mountebank, this juggling charlatan,
This tricksy beggar-priest, for gain alone
Keen-eyed, but in his proper art stone-blind,
Say, siceah, hast thou ever proved thysclf

A prophet? When the riddling Sphint was here
Why hadst thou no deliverance for this folk?



Ocdipus g3, King -

OEDIPUS

Thou lov'st 1o Peak in riddles ang dark words,

TEIRESTAS

In reading riddles who so skilled as thou?

Twit me with that wher,

OEDIPYS
ein my Breathess Jies,
TEMRESIAS

And yer gy Very greatness proved thy bape,

No mate £l saved e <

Tis time I Jegy thee. Corge, boy,

Aye, taf,

And Jegg thoy

OEDIPUS
OMmonweals),,
TEIRESIAg

take me home,
OEDipys

¢ him quickly, for his Presence jrkg
me; gone,

st nop Plague me more,

TRIREs[ps

BE3'S weed,
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Beyond our horders, and the ‘eyes that now
See clear shall see henceforward endless night.
Ah whither shall thy bitter cry not reach,
What crag in all Cithaeron but shall then
Reverberate thy wail, when thou hast found
With what a hymeneal thou wast borne
Home, but to no fair haven, on the galel

Aye, and a flood of ills thou guessest not
Shall set thyself and children in one line.
Flout then buth Creon and my words, for none
Of mortals shall be stricken worse than thou,

OEDIPUS

Must 1 endure this fellow’s insolence?
A murrain on thee! Get thee hence! Begone
Avaunt! and never cross my threshold more.

TEIRESTAS
I nc’er had come hadst thou not bidden me.
* oEpteus

I knew not thou wouldst utter folly, clse
Long hadst thou waited to be summoned here,

TEIRESIAS

Such am I—as it seems to thee a fool,
But to the parents who begat thee, wise.

QEDITUS
What sayest thou—"parents”? Who begat me, speak?
TEIRESIAS

This day shall be thy birth-day, and thy grave.



Qedipus the King H

Sore pesglextd am ¥ by the words of the master seere
Are they toue, ate they false? ¥ know not and bridle my
tangue for fear,

Fluttered with vagee sucraise; nar preseat not forure is
<ear.

Quareel of ancient date or in days still near know I nont
Twint the Labdacidan house and our ruler, Polybuy’ soft.
Proof iy there none: how then tan 1 thallenge our King's

name,
How in 2 blood-feud join for an untracked deed of shame?

Al wise ase Zeus and Apelio, and nothing is hid from their
Leny

They ase gods; and in wits 4 man may surpass his fellow

men;

Bet that a montal seer knows more than 1 know—where

Hath this been proven? Or how without sign assured, can
¥ blame

Him who saved our State when the wingd songstresc

came,
Tested and teied 1n the light of us all, Irke gold avayed?
How can T now assemt when a ename 35 on Ocdipns 1aid}

crEoN

Friendy, countrymen, 1 leatn King Ocdipus
Hith I3 agsing me 2 most gosevous charge,
And come 10 yon protestng, 1 he deems
That T have harmed or wiured bhum in sught
By word or deed 1 thus our peesent trouble,
Yeare ot to prolong my span of bfe,

T:}us sihrepured; for the calumny

Hiss nora nngle blot, but blagts wy pame,
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For purple rabes, and Ieaning on his staff,
To a strange land he soon shall grope his way.
And of the children, inmates of his home,
He shall be proved the brother and the sire,
Of her who bare him son and hushand both,
Co-partner and assassin of his sire.
Go in and ponder this, and if thou find
That T have missed the mark. henceforth declare
I have no wit nor skill in prophecy.
[Exeunt werxestas and oEm

CHORUS
Who is he by voice immartal named from Pythia's 1o
cell,
Doer of foul deeds of bloodshed, horrors that no tongue:
tell?
A foot for flight he needs
Fleeter than storm-swift steeds,
For on his heels doth follow,
Armed with the lightnings of his Sire, Apollo.
Like sleuth-hounds too
The Fates pursue.
Yea, but now flashed forth the summons from Parnass
snowy peak,
*Near and far the undiscovered doer of this murder seck
Now like a sullen bull he roves
Through forest brakes and upland groves,
And vainly seeks to fly
“The doom that ever nigh
Flits o'er his head,
Still by the avenging Phocbus sped,
The voice divine,
From Eanth’s mid shrine.



Ocdipus 1, King

Tis thoy oy witless secking o Ppossess
Without following o friends the crown,
Prize thae followers and wealh must wip,

ooy
Attend e, Thou hagy spoken, tjs my turn
To make Teply, Then having hegrg me, judge,

OEDIPYS

Thou any glib of tongue, but I 3,
5 Tk

slow g learn
Of thee

3 Tknow toq well thy Venomous hate,

OEDIPUS

Oargye 90t that they, ATt not a rgy,,

CRFov

URt 2 virgye stubbomnus,
Teason, thoy gey much astray,

1 thoy dost ¢
Umchooled by

DED’PL'S
It thoy dost holq , kinsman may be wrop
And po Pamng folloy, thou oy much to geel,

CrEoy
Therey thoy Judges Tightly, by, S Wrong
Thar thoy lﬂegtsz\(dl me what jr js,

OED’PL'!
Didst they O didst they, Bt advige g, 1
Shoulg allthe Priest) N
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If by the general voice T am denounced
False to the State and false by you my friends.

CHORUS

This taunt, it well may be, was blurted out\
In petulance, not spoken advisedly,

CREON

Did any dare pretend that it was 1
Prompted the seer to utter a forged charge?

CHORUS
Such things were said; with what intent ¥ know pot.

CREON

Werse not his wits and vision all astray
‘When dpon me he fixed this monstrous charge?

CHAORUS

1 know not; to my sovereign's acts I am blind,
But lo, he comes to answer for himself.
Enter oEptrus.

OEDIPUS

Sirrah, what mak’st thou here? Dost thou presume
To approach my doors, thou brazen-facdd rogue,
My murderer and the flcher of my erown?
Corme, answer this, didst thou detect in me
Some touch of cowardice or witlessness,
That made thee undertake this enterprise?
' 1 scemed forsooth too simple to percesve
The serpent stealing on me in the datk,
Or else too weak to scotch it when I saw,



Ocdipus the King

oEDIPUS
Why fuled the seer to tell his story then?

crEoN
Fkaow not, and not knowing hold my tongue.

oEprPUS
Thus much thou knowest and canst surcly rell.

CREON
What mean'st thou? Al 1 know I will declare.

OEDIPUS

Bt for dhy prempting mever had the seer
Ascribed to me the death of Lafus,

CREON

s thon knowest best; but T
ould put thee 10 the question tn my turn,

3 30 he sa
W

OEDIPLS
Question and Prove me murderer 1f thou canst,

oxron

Then let me ask thee, didst thou wed my sister?

OEdIPUS
A s plam T cannoe well deny.

CREOV
And sx thy consor uees she shares the throped

93
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CREON
Yes, and I stand to it
OEDIPUS
Tell me how long it is since Lafus . . .
CREON
Since Laius . . . ? 1 follow not thy drift,
OEDIPUS
By violent hands was spirited away.
CcrEON
In the dim past, a many years agone.
OEDIPUS
Did this same prophet then pursue hus craft?
CcrEON
Yes, skilled as now and n no less repute.
OEDIMUS
Did he at that time ever glance at me?
CREON
Not to my knawledge, not when I was by.
oentpus
But was no search and inquisition made?
cREDY

Surely full quest was made, but nothing learnt,



Ocdipus the King

Asdif thou doubt me, first to Delphi go,

There ascertain if my report was true

Of the god's answer; next investigate

1§ with the seer T plotted or conspired,

And if it prave 50, sentence me to death,

Not by why voice alone, but mine and thine,

But O condemn me not, without appeal,

On bare suspicion. *Tis not right to adjudge
Bad men 2t random good, ot good men bad.

1 would 2s Lief 2 man should cast away

The thing he counts most precious, his own life,
Asspurn atrue friend. Thon wilt Jearn in vime
The truth, for time alone reveals the justy

A villain is detected in a day.

CHORUS

To one who watketh warily his words

Commend themselves; swift counsels are not sute,
orpIrUs

When with swift strides the stealihy plotter stalks
Lmus be quick too with my counterplot,

To wait bus onset passively, for him

1 1ure success, for me assured defeat.

creoN

What ther's thy will?  To banish me the land?
orreUs

Ewould not have thee banished, no, but dezd,

That men may mark the wages envy reaps,

CREON
1 se= thou wilk not yield, nor credit me.
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OEDIPUS

T grant her frecly all her heart desires

creoN
And with you twain I share the triple rule?

OEDIFUS
Yea, this it is that proves thee a false triend.

CREON

Not so, if thou wouldst reason with thyself,
As T with myself. First, I bid thee think,
Would any mortal choose a troubled reign
OF terrors rather than secure repose,
If the same power were given im?  As for me,
I have no natural craving for the name
Of king, preferring to do kingly deeds,
And so thinks every sober-minded man,
Now all my needs are saticfied through thee,
Aud T have naught to fear; but were I king,
My acts would oft run counter to my will.
How could a title then have charms for me
Above the sweets of boundless influence?
T am not so infatuate as to grasp
The shadow when T held the substance fast,
Now all men cry me Godspeed! wish me well,
And every suitor secks to gain my ear,
If he would hope to win a grace from thee.
Why should [ feave the better, choose the worse?
That were sheer madness, and 1 am not mad.,
No such ambition ever tempted me,
Nor would I have a share in such intrigue.



Ocdipus the King

As pescemaker 1 reconcile your feud?
Enter yocasta,

JocAsTA
Misguided princes, why have ye upraised
is wordy wrangle? Are ye not ashamed,
While the whole land fies stricken, thus to voice
Your private injuries? Go n, my lord;
ome, my brother, and forbear to make
A public scandy) of apetty prief, .

CREON
My royal sister, Oedipus, thy lord,

4 bd me choose (O dreag alternativet)
An outlaw's exile or a felon's death,

oEnrUs
Yes, lady; ¥ haye cay,

ght him Practiing
Againg my royal per,

son fus vile args,

cREON
May I peer speed bu die accursed, if T
D any way 9 guilty of thys charge,

JOCASTA
Believe him, 1 adjure thee, Ocdupus,
First for his solemn oath’y sake, then for ine,

And for thupe elders’ sake who wait on thee,
ciores

Hu:rl:lcn. King, reflect, we Pray thee, be n, stubborn by
ent,
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OEDIPUS
{None but a foo would credit such as thou.}

CREON
Thou art not wise,
OEDIPUS
Wise for myself at Jeast,

CREGN
Why not for me too?
OEBIPUS
Why for such a knave?
CREON
Suppose thou lackest sense,
azntrus
Yet kings must rule,
cREoN
Not if they rule ill.
ozntrys
Q my Thebaas, hear him!
crEON
‘[hy Thebans? am not 1 a Theban too?
croRys

Cease, princes; lo there coines, and nooe too s00a,
Jocaua from the palace. Who so fit



Ocdipus the King
ozrPys
Well, fet him go, no marter what it cost me,
O centain death or shameful banishment,
For your sake T relent, not his; and him,
Where'er be be, my beart shall still abhor,
CREON'
Thou art as sullen in thy yielding mood
As in thine anger thou wast troculent.
Such tempers jusdly plague themselves the most.
' CEDIPUS
Leave me in peace and get thee gone.

cREON

1go,
By thee misjudged, but jusufied by these.

[Exst cxeon.
CHORUS

L:u!yl.l lc?:d indoors thy consort; wherefore longer here do
y

JOCASTA
Tell me first how rose the fray.
CLIORUS
Rumours bred unjust suspicions and injustice rankles sore.

J0CASTA

Wese bath at faule then?

cHoRYS






Ocdipus the King
OEDIPUS

He points me oy a5 Laiug’ murderer,

JocasTA
Of his own knowledge or upon repart?

ozres
He s too cunning to commt himself,
And makes o mouthpiece of 3 knayigh seer.

JOCASTA

conscience on that score,
thee that no map,
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JOCASTA
What was the tale?

CHORUS

Ask me no more. The land is sore distressed;
"Twere better sleeping ills to leave at rest.

OEDIPUS
Strange counsel, friend! 1 know thou meanst me well,
And yer would'st mitigate and blunt my zeal.
criorus
King, I say it once again,
Witless were I proved, insane,
If 1 lightly put away
Thee my country’s prop and stay,
Pilot wha, in danger sought,
‘To a quiet haven brought
Our distracted State; and now
Who can guide us right but thou?

JocAsTA
Let me too, T adjure thee, know, O king,
‘What cause has stirred this unrelenung wrath.
oEpIrUs

T will, for thou art more to me than these.
Lady, the cause is Creon and his plots.

JOCASTA
But what provoked the quarrel? make this clear.



Oedipus the King 11

aepteus
He points me out as Latus' murderer.

Jocasta
0f bis own knowledge or upon report?

ocEotrus
Helis too cunning to commit himself,
And makes a mouthptece of a knavish seer,

JoCASTA

Thes. thou mayst ease thy conscience on that score.
Lizen and Il convince thee that no man

Hath scot or fot 1n the prophetic art.

Heze 18 the proof in brict. An orade -~
Once eame to Laius (1 will not say

"Twas from the Delphuc god himself, but from

His mimgters) declanng he was doomed

To pensh by the hand of his own son,

A child that should be born to him by me,

Now Laius—so at least report affrmed—

War murdered on 2 day by hegh

Nonatives, at a spot whers three roads meet,
Asfor the chuld, 1t was bu three days old,

When Lafus, wts ankles prerced and pinned
Together, gave it 1o be cast away

By othera on the wrackless mountain side.

So then Apotla brought 1t not to pass

The child should be hus father’s murdecer,

Or the dread rerror

find 2ccomplishment,
And Laiies be shain by bis own son.,

Such wat the propher’s boroscope. O Line,







/
- Ocdipus the King 02

Jocasta
What ir it, Ocdipus, that moves thee so?

OIDIPUS

Ak me nor yet; tell me the build and height
Of Latus? Was he gl m manhood’s prime?

' Jocasta
Tall way ke,

s and his harr wag bightly strewn
Wich silver

+ and not unbke thee 1n form,

ozDrpDs
0 woe 15 met Methinks umwatingly
T laid bue oy a dread curse o myself,
JocasTa
What sap'e thou? When § Yook on thee, my king,
Teemble,

orntrys

Tis 2 dread Preseniment
That 10 the eng the scer walf Prove not blind,
One further QUEstion to resolve my doube,

JocasTa

Tquail; by ask, and 1 eyl answer all,
Ornrpys
24 he bup foyy aMendan

'3 or a train
armed retanery with

him, bke 5 prince?

pLIT
They were by five in all, gng one of thy
A henald; Ly, in2 mylegy, rod:. -
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oEpIrys

Alas! 'tis clear as noonday now. But say,

Lady, whe carried this report to Thebes?
JOCASTA

A sexf, the sole survivor who returned.

OEDIPUS

Haply he is at hand or in the house?

JOCASTA

No, for as soon as he returned and found

‘Thee reigmng i the stead of Lasus shin,

He clasped my hand and supplicated me

To send hum to the alps and pastures, where

He might be farthest from the sight of Thebes.

And so I sent lum. "Twas an honest slave

4nd well deserved some better recompense.
QEDIPLS

Fetch hum at once. [ fasn would see the man.
JOCASTS

He shall be brought; but wherefore summen him?
OFEpeUs

Lady, I fear my tongue has overrun
Discretion; therefare 1 would quesuon tum.

JOCASTA

Well, he shall come, but may not I oo clum
To share this burden of thy heart, my king?



Oedipus the Kin, g 95
OEDIPUS

And thou shat ey be frustrate of thy wish,
Now my imaginings have gone so far,
igher clam than thou to hear
My tale of dyre adventures? Listen then.
My sire vrag Polybus of Cornth, and

Vet scarce deserving all the heag 11 stirred.
it at some banquet, flown with wine,
At No true son of thy sire”

'8nant at the random slyy

st on my Parentage and did theyr best

To comton me, but sull the venomed bark
Rankled, gor stall the scanda spread and grew,
S prvaly withoy, therr leave 1 went

0 Delphs, ang Apollo sent me back

Partents dire;
d defile my mother’s beq

© oracle 1 tyrned and fled;
And Cornghy henceforyy, 3510 me unhnowy
ve as [ Lpey,

" 18 7egion by the Stars;—
Whither, 1 Qred

0% 0 1 never might
infamy fulflieq.

Y doom of






. -

Ocdipus 25 King
His judgment? But, ye pure and awful gods,

CHoRrus
Wetoo, 0 Ling, are troubled; bup ui thou
Hage Questioned he survivor, still hope on,

oFDrPLs
My hope i famnt, bue il enough surviyes
0 bid me bide g0 comng of this herd,
Jocasta
vouldst thou Jegry of him?
oEprpus

Suppose hm here, whae y

I ey thee, lady;

of hus tale agrees
With thine, 1 shall

have escaped calamuey,
JOCASTA
port did | say?

OEbrpys

And what of spectal ym,

In thy TEPort of what ghe herdsman sid
Latus way slain by i now if he
Stll speal. of robbere, neg 5 fobber, |
Slew ham Ot "one” wyehy “many" €annot square,
But of he 1353 one lonely wayfarer,

The las fig Wanting ™Y guilt is forgeq,






Oedipus the King

Sesles the precipitous height and grasps the throne,
<a t0pples o'er and hes i puin prone;
No foothold o that dizzy steep,
O may Heayen the true patrior keep
Wo burag with emulous zeal 1o serve the State.
God s my belp and hope, on himn T wait,

But the proud singer, or i word or deed,
That will ny Justice heed,
Nor reverence the shrine
images d:vmc,
Peedition seize his vaip imaginings,
Y, urgeq by greed profane,
© Brasps at llgoy gain,
And layy 3 'mprous hand on hotjest things,
Who when such deeds are dage
2 hope heaven’s bolts to shun?
3 fike this o honour can aspure,
¥ dance Iyl gg Yead the sacreq choirp

tbefore all God's tryqhy be not made plain,
O Zeys, feveal thy mught,
King, thou'ny famed anght

Ha wetd, men hu:d 1t not;
Apollo st foryony. 204 fanth prows cold,
Enter JotasTa, -






Qedipus the King

Deserse a like response. But tell me why
Thou comest—u bat thy need or what thy news.

MESSENGER
Good fer thy consort 2nd the royal house.

JocksTY
What may ithe? Whose messenger art thou?

MESSENGER

From Corinth 1. "The message wherewithal

1 stand entrusted thou shalt hear anon.

Twill please thee susely, yet perchance offend.

JocasTa
Declare 1t and exphain this dovble sense.
MESYENCER

The Isthmun commons have resohed 1o make
Thy husband king—so ‘twas reported there,

jocaTa
Whatt 15 not aged Polybus will king?

MESSFRCER
W, verily; he's dead and in his grave.

J0CASTA
What! u he dead, the sire of Ocdipus?

Mrssrvonx
W1 meak falaely, way | die myslf,

pet]
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JOCASTA

Quick, maiden, bear these tidings 1o my lord.
Ye god-sent oracles, where stand ye now!

This is the man whom Oedipus long shunned,
In dread to prove his murderer; and now

He dies in natuce's course, not by his hand.
Enter oenrrus,

OEDIPUS
My wife, my queen, Jocasta. why hast thou
Summoned me from my palace?
JOCASTA
Hear this man,

And as thou hearest judge what has become
OF alt those awe-inspiring oracles.

oEDIPUS
Who is this man, and what his news for me?
JOCASTA

He comes from Corinth and his message this:
Thy father Polybus hath passed away,

OEDIPUS
What? let me have it, stranger, from thy mouth,
MESSENGER

If I must first make plain beyond a doubt
My message, know that Polybus is dead.

OEDIPUS

By ueachery, or by sickness visited?



Qedspus the King

MESSENGER
One touch will send an ofd man to his rest.

oeorPUS
So of some malady he died, poor mas.

MESSENGER
Yes, having measured the full span of yeass.

OEDIPUS

Ot on it, lady) why should one regard

The Pythian hearth or birds that scream § the air?
Dud they net point at me as doomed 10 slay
My father? but he's dead 2nd 1 bus grave

And here am 1 who ne'er unsheathed a sword;
Unless Whe Jonging for his absent son

Killed him and so f slew him 1n o samse.

But, as they stand, the oracles are dead—~
Dust, axhes, nothing, dead as Polybus.

JOCASTA

Say, &id not T foretell tus long agod

ototrus
Thou didse: b 1 was misled by my fear,

JocasTa
Then a w b0 more weigh upon thy soul,

owrres
Hust § oex fear my mother's marrage bed?






Oedipus the King 5

OFBIPUS

Aye, 'tis 0 secret. Loxias once foretold

“That 1 should mate with mine own mother, and shed

With my owa hands the blood of my own sire.

Hence Corinth was for many a year to e

A home ar dstane; and 1 throve abread,

But missed the sweetest sight, my parents’ face,
MESSENGER

Wag this the feae dhat exiled thee from home?

OEDIPUS
Yes, and the dread of slaying my own sire.

MESSENGER
Why, since | came 1o give thee pleasure, King,
“Have 1 not 1id thee of thns second fear?
atpters
Well, thou shalt have due guerdon for thy pains.
FESENGER
Well, 1 confess what chrefly made me come
Was hope 1o profit by thy coming home.
oroiees
War, 3wl ne'er go near my parents more,

JUCTANNY
My 100, %is plain, thou know'st not what thow dosse.

omirus
How s, old man? For heaven's sake tell e all,






Ocdipus the King
OEDIPLS

What teason had he then to call me son?

MESSENGER

Kaow that he ook thee from my hands, 5 gift,

OEDIPUS

Yet, if no ehylq of hts, he laved me well.
MESSENGER

A childless man tll then, he warmed to thee,

oFnrPLs

Afoundling or 5 purchased slave, (hys child?
MESSENCER

Ffound thee 0 Cithaeron’s wooded glens.

OEDIPUS

What lod thee to explore those Uplind glades?

MESSENGER,

My bugness Wa3 10 tend the mountamn focks,

OCEDIPUS

eying for hire?

MESSENGER

A vigran thepherd jour,

Teve, bue thy savionr i that hour, my son,

B¢






Ocdipus the King

oEorrys
The king who ruled the country long aga?

MESSENGER
The same; he Was 2 herdsman of the king.

OEDIPUS

Aed is e living stll for e to sec him?

MESSENGER
His fellowcounteymen should bess know thar,

OEbrrys
Dok any bystander among you know
The herd he speaks of, or by secing him
or 10 the ity apeier straight!
e hour hath €OME to clear this business up.

Cioays

other than the hind
10 10 see; but thyy
queen Jocasta best of 4] could tell,

OEDIPLY
3N We sent 1g ferehp
m the Stranger speaky?

J0CASTY
Wha v the ™32 What matrers Let it be,
Were wase of thoughy 1o weigh such idje words,

ornirey

g clues T canney fail
¢ seorer of my burth,

Madim, dogt know the
€ 1ame of who,

Na, wihy sixh pyia,
obnng 1o Light o,
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CHQRUS
Why, Ocdipus, why stung with passionate grief
Hath the queen thus departed? Much 1 fear
From this dead calm will burse 2 storm of woes.

ofnreUs

Let the storm burst, my fixed resolve sull holds,
To kearn mv bneage, be 1t nc'er so low.

Tt may be she with all 2 svoman'’s pride

Thinks xcorn of my base parentage. But

Whe rank myself as Fartune’s favaurite cheld,
The gaver of good gifts, shall not be shamed.
She umy mother and the thanpng moons

My brethren, and with them I wax and wane.
Thus sprung why should 1 fear to trace my bisth?
Nothing can make me other than I am,

CHoRLS

1y sou prophetic err not, if my wisdora aught avail,
Thee, Cthaeron, 1 shall hall,
A the nurse and foster mother of our Oedipus shall greet
Ere tomorraw’s full moon nises, and exalt thee as is meet,
Dance and wong shall hymn thy peauses, loves of our royal
race.
Fhocbus, may my wards find grace!
©hild, who bare thee, nymph or goddess? sute thy sire was
more than man,
Haply the hill-roamer Pan.
Or dd Lwviag begst thee,
Or Cy

for be houres the upland waldy
%3

Vent's Jord, or Racchus, dwveller on the hilltops cold?
went Hebconian Oread give bim thee, 3 newborn joy,
Rymphs with whgm\h: loves ta toy?






Oedipus the King 1y

CHQRUS
Why, Octipus, why stung with passionate grick
Hath the queen thus departed? Much 1 fear
From this dead ealm will burst 2 storm of woes.

OEBIPUS

Let the storm burst, my fived resolve still holds,
Tolearn my lineage, be 1t ne'er so low.

Tt may be she with all a woman's pride

Thinks worn of my base pareatage. Bul

Who rank myself as Formune’s favourte child,

The giver of good gifts. shall ot be shamed.

She 1s my mother and the changing moons

My bretheen, and with them ¥ wax and wane.
Thus sprung why should 1 fear to wrace my birth?
Nothuag can make e other than T am.

crrorus
1y soul prophetnc ext pov, 1§ my wisdom aught avad,
Thee, Cithaeron, {shall hall,
At ihe murse and fostes-mother of our Oedipus shalt preet
Ere tomorrow's {ull moon rises, and exalt thee 2 is mees,
Dance 2nd song shall hymn thy praises, lover of our royal
tace.
Phocbus, may my sords find gracel
Chuld, wha bate thee, nymph ot goddess? sure thy sire way
more than man,
Haply the hillroamer Pag.

Qr did Lovas beget thee, for he haunts the upland wold;
Or. Cyllends lord, ex Bacchus, diveller on the hilltops eald?
Did soene Hebeoman Oread give him thee, 3 sewborn joy,
Nymphs wuh whom he loves 10 toy?






Qcdipus the King
HERDSMAN

The best past of my life 1 tended sheep.

OEDIRUS
What were the pastures thou didst most frequent?

HERDSMAN -

Cithaeron and the neighbouring alps.

OEDIPUS

“Then there
Thou must have known yon man, at least by fam:?

HERDSMAN

Yon man? i what way? what man dost thou mean?

cEvIPUS
‘The man here, having et bum in past times. o« «

HERDSMAN
Offhand { cannot call him well to mind.

MESSENCER

No wonder, master, But 1 will revive

Hus blunted memories. Sure he can reealt
What ume together both we drove our flacks,
He two, 1 one, on the Cithaeron range,

For three long wmmers; 1 his mate from spring
Til rose Ascturuy; then in winter time

1led mine home, he his to Laius folds.

Tid these things happen as 1 say, ot no?

123






Ocdipys 140 King

HERDSMAN
For merey's sake abyge B0t an old mgp,

OEDIPLS
Arzest the villan, aipe and piniog hipy

) HERDS\(4)
Bur, o g tell g, § am doubly losz,






Ocdipus the King
OEDIPUS
With what intent?
HERDSMAN
To make away with it

OEDIPUS
What, she its mother? -

HERDSMAN
Fearing a dread weird,
oEDIPUS ‘
What weurd?
HERDSMAN
“Twas told that he should slay his g

oEDIRUS
Why didst thou Bree it then to this old man?
HERDS\GAN
Thmugh Ly,
He'd ke 1 1

OEDIPYS

ght to pass, all truef
thee Revermore|

in birth, in wedlock cuesed,
oS, triply cursed,

Ah mef afy mey Al broy,
Q fighe, may 1 behold

stand 3 Wreteh,
A Parncide, jne,






Octipus the King 28

1 raise for thee a dirge as Oer the dead.

Yet, soath to say, theough thee 1 drew new hreath,
And naw thraugh thee 1 feet a secopd death,

Enter ssoonp MESSENGEY.

SECOND MESSENGER
Most grave and reverend seoators of Thebes,
What deeds ye soon must hear, what sights heholdl
How will ye mourn, 1, trueborn patricts,
Ye reverence sull the race of Labdacus
Not fster nor ali Phans' flood, 1 ween,
Could wash away the blood-stains from this house,
The s 1¢ shrouds or soon will bring to light,
s wrought of mabice, net unwitingly.
The worst 1o bear are selfanficted wounds.
cyorus
Gritvous enough for 23 our 1ears and groans
Our pasy eafemities; what canst thou add?
SECOND MESSENCER
My tale 15 quickly told and quickly heard.
Our soveresgn fady queen Jocasta’s dead,
cHORUY
Alss, poar queent how came she by her death?

SECOKD \SESSENGER

By her own hand.  And all the horror of ity
Not having seen, ye cannot apprehend.
Narhless, as far 25 my poor memory serves,
¥ will velate the unhappy lady's woe.
When 1n her frenzy she had passed made
The vestibtle, she hurried straight to win






N Oedipus the King 3t

“No more shall ye behold such sights of woe,

Deeds 1 have suffered and myself have wrought;

Henceforward quenched in dackness shall ye see

“Those ye should ac'er have seeny now hlind to ¢hase

Whom, when I saw, T vainly yearned to know!”  ~
Such was the burden of his moan, whereto,

Nt ence but oft, he struck with hand uplift

His eyes, and at each stroke the ensanguned orbs

Bedewed hus beard, not cozing drop by drop,

But one black gory downpour, thick 2s hail.

Such evils, issmag from the double source,

Have whelmed them both, confounding man and wife.

Till now the storied fortune of this house,

Was fortunate indeed; bea from this day

Woe, lamentation, tusn, death, disgrace,

Al s that con be named, all, alt are theirs, -

CHORUS
But hath he sull no respite from his pain?

SECOND MESSENGER

He cries, “Unbar the doors 2nd let all Thebes
Behold the slayer of his sire, his mother’s—»
That shameful word my §ips may not repeat.
He vows ta fly sdibanished from the land,
Nor stay to bring wpon his house the curse
Himself had uttered; but he has no strength
Nor one te gwde fam, and his rorture’s mare
Than man can suffer, as yourselves will see,
For lo. the pakace portals are wbarred,

And soon ye thall behold 2 sight so sad

“That he who mox abhorred swould pity it, '
Enter otoires Minded,






Oedipus the King

OEDIPUS
b Eriend, still loyal, constant stilt and kind,
*Thou carest for the blind.
Tknow thee nesr, and though bereft of eyes,
“Thy voice 1 recoguize.

crorus
O doer of dread deeds, how couldst thow mar
Thy vision thus? What demon goaded thee?

onrvus
Apollo, Ernends, Apallo, he 1t was
“That brought these s o pass;
But the right hand that dealt che blow
Was mne, none other. Haw,
How could 1 tonger sce when sight
Brought no delight?

cHoRUS
Alas! "us as thou sayest.

oFDIPUs
Say, fniends, can any look or voice
O touch of love henceforth ty heort rejoice?
Haste, fnends, no fond delay,
“Take the twice curwed away
Far from sll ken,
The mman abharred of gods, accursed of men.

aorys
O thy despair well suns thy desperate case.
Would 1 had neves Socked upon thy facel
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cHoRys

Woeful sight! more woeful none
‘These sad eyes have fooked upon.
Whence this madness® None can tell
Who did 25t on thee hus spell,
Prowling all thy life around,
Leapiag with a demon bound.
Hapless wretch! how can 1 brook
On thy musery to look?

Though to gaze on thee § vearn,
Much to question, much to learn,
Horror-struch away I urn.

oTirvs
Ab mel ak woe 1 me!
Ak whither am 1 borne!
How hike 4 chowt forlorm
My oice flits from me on the air!
On, on the demon goads.  The end, ah where?

(=181

An end too dread to el ton darh 1o see.

arpirey

Dark, dark?  The borror of dirkacss, bke a sheoud,
Wrapr me and bears me on through mie and cloud,
Ah e, ah me! What spasmi sths an me shoot,
What pangs of agomnng memon!

et

No marvel of in such 3 plight thou feelnt
“The double weight of past and presnt woes,
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OEPUS

Ah Hiend, still Joyal, constant st} and kind,
“Thou carest for the blind.

Ykrow thee near, and though bereit of eyes,
Ty voice 1 recognize.

CHORUS

O doer of dread deeds, how couldst thaw mar
Thy wision thus? What demon goaded thee?

OEDIPUS
Apolls, friends, Apollo, he it was
“That brought these ills o pass;
But the right hand that deale the blow
Was mune, none other. How,
How could onger see when sight
Brought no delight?

CHORUS
Alasd 'ng as thou sayest.

oEDIPUS
Say, friends, can any lock ot voice
O touch of love henceforth my heart rejoics?
Haste, fnends, no fond delay,
Take the qwice cussed away
Far from alt ken,
The man abhorred of gods, 2ceursed of men.

corus
© thy despair well svits thy desperate case,
Would 1 had pever looked upon thy facel
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Oedipus the King !

oEDIPUS

O Listen, since thy peesence comes to me

A shock of gled sucprise—~so noble thou,
And 1 50 vile—Q grant me one small boon.
Lask it not on my behalf, but thine,

cREON
And what the favour thou wouldst crave of me?

OEDIPTS

Forth from thy barders thrust me with all speed;
$Set me wittun some vasty desert where

No mortal vorce shall greet me any more.

CREON
This had 1 done already, but 1 deemed
It first behoved me to consult the god.

oEbIPS
Hus will was set forth fully—to destroy
The parricde, the scoundrel; and T am he.

CREON
Yea, so he spake, but 1n our present plight
"Twere better to consul: the god anew.

OEDIPLS
Date ye nquire concerning such a wretch?

CREON
Yea, for thyself wouldst cxedit now his word.
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omiPUs

Aye, and on thee in all humilny
T fay thus charge: let her who lies within
Receive such burial as thou shalt erdain;
Such eues tis thune, as brother. to perform.
But for myself, O never Jet mv Thebes,
The city of mv sires, be doomed 1o bear
The burden of mv preseace while T hve.
No, et me be a dweller on the hulls,
On yonder mount Cithaeron, famed as mine,
My tomb predesuned for me by my sie
And mather, while they Ined, that I mav die
Slasn as they sought ta shy me, when alive.
This much T know full sureh, nor discase
Shall end mv davs nor any commen chance;
For I had nc'er been snatched from Jeath, unless
I was predestined 1o some anful doom

Sobe st ok not how Foe deals with me.
But mv unhappsy Jubdren—tar my sons
Be pot concernnd, O Creon, thes sre mes,
And for themsehves, wherc'er they be, can fend,
But for mv daughters tw un. poor anment mads,
Who ever sat beude me at the boird
Shanng my vands, drnheng of -t cup,
For them, I pras thee, care, ando i duou walls,
O might ¥ feed ther wouch ind mke my maun,
Hear me, O prince, my aoble heareed pone’
Could I but blindh rouch them wosh my huads
I'd thind. they adl were mune ay wien | nw,
ANTICONE @nd NMESE are led in
What say 12 can iz be my preniv ones
Whose sobs | hear?  Fax €reon poed me
And sent me my two dachnge’® Can thu be?
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CREON

"Tis true; ‘twas Procured thee this delight,
Krowing the joy they were o thee of old,

OEDIPLS
God speed thee] ang as meed for bringing then
May Providence deal with thee kindlier
it bas dealy with me! O children mine,
Where are ¥¢? Let me clasp you with these hands,
brother's hande, 2 father's; hands that made
ck-lustre sockets of hyg once bright cyes;

om he sprang.”
b men will caqy at you,
Who |I3=n will wed you? one, 1 ween, {:xl: ye
3t pine, poor maids, jn single barrenness,
O Prince, Mmoe:tux‘ 300, to thee 1 turn,
With thee i T o father them, for we
Their natury) Parents, both of us, .






Oedipus the King

CREON

Tis true; "twas 1 procured thee this delight,
Krowing the joy they were to thee of old.

QEDIPUS

God speed theel and a3 meed for bringing them
May Providence deal with thee kindlier

“Than it bas dealt with me] O childres mine,
Where are ye? Let e clasp you with these hands,
A brother’s hands, 2 father's; hands that made
Lack-Justre sackets of his once bright eyes;

Hands of 2 man who blindly, recklesdly,

Became your sire by her from whom he sprang.
Though 1 cannot behold yau, T must weep

1o thinking of the evil days to come,

The shights and wrongs that men will put upon you.
Where'er ye go to feast or festival,

Nao metrymaking will it prove for you,

But oft abashed 1n tears ye will return,

And when ye come to marriagesble years,

Where's the bold wooer who will jeopardize

To take unto tumself such disrepute

Asto my <hildeen’s children sull must cling,

For what of infamy is Yacking here®

“Their father slew his father, sowed the sced
Where he himself was gendered, and begat

“These maidens at the source wherefrom he sprang”
Such are the gibes that men will cast ar you.
Who then will wed you? Wane, 1 ween, but ye
Must pine, poor maids, in single barrenness.

O Poince, Menoeceus® san, to thee turn,

Wuh thee it rests ta father them, for we

Theic natural parents, both of us, are lost,

133
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O leave them not to wander poor, unwed,
Thy kin, nor et them share my low estate.
O pity them so young, and but for thee
All destitute, Thy hand upon it, Prince.
* Ta you, my children, I had much to say,
Were ye but ripe to hear.  Let this suffice:
Pray ye may find some home and live content,
And may your lot prove happier than your sires.
crEoN
Thou hast had enough of weeping; pass within.
oEMIPUS
I must obey,
Though "tis grievous.
CTREON
Weep not, everything must have its day.

QEDIPUS
Well, I go, but on conditions.
CREON
What thy terms for going, sy,
TEMPUS
Send me from the land an exile.
CTREON
Ask this of the gods, not me
OEDIFUS

Rut 1 am the gods’ abhorrence.



Ocdipus 1he King

b
crEON
Then they sonn will grane thy plea
OEDIpys
80 thoy Yieldest ¢ my pI::dmg?
CREON
When | 3peak I megy it so,
OEDIPYs
Lead e hcnce, then, 1 am \\'i]hng
cREOY
Come, by, let thy children go.
OEDIPLg
Rob e 00t of thess MY childrens
Re0y R
" Crave POt mastery i, all,
For the Mastery thy, faised thee Was thy bage and Wrought
thy fa,
c"OXUS
Look 3¢, coy trymen anq Thcb:mx. this 4y Ocdipy, th
grear,
He who knew (he Sphunyg fiddle ang 38 Mughties, i oyr
state.
Vho for all Nimen Bazed poy on hijs fame with
VIO pyeqp
oW, 111 vy












ARGUMENT

Witz the Heroes, who wiled 1 the ship Argo to bring
home the Golden Fleece, came to the Jand of Colchis,
they found that to wn that treasure was a deed passing
the might of mortal man, sa terribly was it guarded by
ymonsters magieal, even firchreathing bulls and an unsleep-
ing dragon, But Aphrodite caused Medea the sorceress,
daughter of Aettes the king of the land, to love Jason theic
captain, so that by her magic he overcame the bulls and the
dragon. Then Jason took the Fleece, and Medea withal,
for that he had pledged him to wed her in the land of
Greeee. Buc as they fed, Absyrtus her brother pursued
them with a host of war, yer by Medea's devising was he
shin. So they came to the and of Talcos, and to Pelias,
wha held the kingdom which was Jason’s of right, But
Medea by her magec wroughr upon Peliad” daughters sa
that they dew their father. Yet by reason of men’s horror
of the deed might not Jason and Medea abide in the land,
and they came 1o Cartnrh. But there all men rejoiced for
the comng of 3 htro so mighty in wor and a lady renowned
for wasdom uncanthly, for that Medea was grandchild of
the Sun god Bt after ten years, Creon the king of the
tind spale to Tason, saping, “Lo, Twill give thee my daugh.
ter to wale, 308 thou shate reipn after e, i thou wilk put
away thy wife Medea; but her and her two sons will 1

tanuh iv.am the band” So Fason consereed. And of this
belell things strange and awlul, which are told hesein,
s






MEDEA
Enter wunse of Medea's Children.

NURSE

Wouty God that Argo’s hull had never fown
“Through those blue Clashing Rocks to Colchisland.
Wor that the ase-hewn pine in Pebon's glens
Ever had fallen, nor Flled with oars the hands
Of heroprinces, who at Pelias' hest

Quested the Golden Fleece! My tmstress then,
Medea, ne'er had sailed to Toleos” towers

Wath Yore Sor Jason riiied through o1 her sovl
“Wor had on Pehias’ daughters wrought to slay
Thesr sire, nor now 1n this Connthian land
Dwelt wah her lard and<hildren, gladdening
By this her exle them whose land received her,
Yea, and 10 all thungs serving fasor's wesl,
Which 1s the chief salvation of the home,

“When wifc stands not at vasiance with ber lord.

Now all 1x hatred- fove 1s ncknessstricken.

For Jason, traitor 1o hus babes and ber,

My muress, weddeth with a child of kings,
Daughtes of Creon ruler of the land,

And, shghted thus, Medes, hapless wife,

Cries on the aathy, invokes that mightiest pledge
Of the right hand, and calls the Gods to witness
What recempense from Jason she receives.






Medes ’

NURsE

o] attendant thou of Jason's sons,
'I‘hg:?eam of faithful servants still are touched
By ibetiding fortunes of their lords.

For I bave sunk to such 2 depth of gricf,

That yearmng took me hitherward to come
And tell to erth and heaven my Tady's plight.

CHILDREN'S GUARDIAN
Ceaseth not yet the hapless one from moan?

NURSE
Ceasel~-her pain scarce begun, far from its height!

CHILDREN'S GUAKDIAN

Ab fooll—it one may sy it of hus lords—
Litde the knoweth of the laest Blow,

wuRsE
Whae is it, ancient? Grudge not thou 1o 1ell me,

CHILOREN'S GUARDIAN
Naught: 1 repent me of the word that "scaped me,

Nurse
Way, by thy beard, hide not from fellow-thralien
Silence, if nieed be, will T keep thereof.

CULDREN'S CUAKDIAN

1 heard one Rying—~feigning not ta hear,

As § drew near the old stone seaty, where sit

’Ihg 3ncients round Peirenc's hattawed fount,—~
Creon, this land's dord, is at paint 10 banish
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Medea 5t

But tho, keep thesc apart 1o the uttermost;
Bring them noy nigh their mother angry.souled,
For late T sary her ghre, a5 ghres o bull,

On these, a5 ‘twvere for mischief; nor her wrath,s
Tknow, shap) cease, unu] jig lighming strike,

To foes may she work i1f, ang not to friends|

MEDER (Sehind ghe scenes)
Ohpless 11 o miseries heaped on mine head)
Ah mel ah met would God I were deadt
NURse

Lo, darlingy, ¢he thing thay I told you!
the hearp of your mother astir{

Pass ye y
With aj

What deedy hall be dyreq of that soy],
l'uughty, when WIong's ponds Prerce her,
5d o conrol
{Eseun: o1
MEPEA (behing the 5
Woel | have suflered,
wiken oy mmfuvc suffered

LOREY rojr) SUARDuAy,
ener) !

fou) Wrongs ¢hyg may



2 Four Famons Greek Plays

Mighty lamentings full welll O ye children sccursed
from the womb, .
Hence to destruction, ye brood of a loathed one forsakes,
forsaken!
Hence with your father, and perish our home in the black-
ness of doom!

NURSE

Ah me, in the father's offences
What part have the babes, that thine hate
Should blast them *~farlorn innacences,
How sorely 1 fear for your fate!
How terrible princes’ moods arel—
Long ruhing, unschooled to obey,~
Unforgiving, unsleeping therr feuds are:
Better hfe’s level way.
Be 1t mune, «f ta greatness  may not,
In gwet and peace to grow old,
Sweeter name than “The Mean” shall ye say not,
And 1o taste af ss sweetness untold.
But ta men never weal above measure
Availed- on 1ts perilous height
The Gods sn thar hour of displeasure
The heavier smute,
Enter ciorvs of Cormnthian Ladies.

CHORUS

1 have hearkened the voice of the daughter of Colchss, the
sound of the crying

Of the misery-stricken, nor yet 1s she sulled  Now the tale
ot her 1,

Grey w 5 for i through the porch from ha
chamber the wail of her sighing;
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And 1 cannon, 1 unnot—bc ghd while the home in affiction
is lying,
“The house 1 have Joved sa well.
NURSE

Home?-home there s none: it hath vanished aways

For my lord ta 3 bride of the princess is theall;
And my lady 15 pring the hivelong day .
Ta er bowes, and for naught that ber friends’ lips soy

On her heart may the dews of comlort Ball,

eves (ehind the scenes)
Would God that the flame of the lightning from heaven
descending, descending,
Might bucn through mie headl~—for in living wherein
any more is my gain?
Alasand alst Would God 1 might bring to an ending, an
eading,

‘The bfe that | toathe, and behind me mught cost all its
burden of paint

cHoRUS
© Zeus, Earth, Light, did ye bear her,
How waileth the woedaden breath
Of the bride in unhappest plight?
What yearning for vamished delighe,

O passondustragghe, showld have might
To sawe ther to wish death nesrer—

"The ending of all dungs, death?
Make thew not for tus supplicatiant
4 d_fme hushand hath vorned and 2dored
ew Sove, thar enrangid he is,
© hartow thy soul ot for this:
Teds Zews that shall right thee, {oris,






Medea

But go thou, and forth of the dwelling
Thy mistress bitherward lead:
Say to her that friends be we all. .
O hasten, erc mischuef befall
*The ords of the pakice-hally
For hes grief, like a tempest upswelling,
Resistless shall ruin-ward speed.

NURSE
L will do it: but almost my spicit despaireth
To win her+ yet labour of love shall 1 be.
But my queen on her thralls as a mad bull glareth,
Or a lioness couched mud her whelps, whoso dareth
With speech to deaw near her, so tameless is she.

He should err not, who named the old singers in singing
Not cunmung, but deft-handed bards, for their lays
Did they frame for the mirth-tide, the festal inbringing
Of the wane, and the feast, when the harpstrings are
ringing
To sweeten with melody lifes swees days.

But the dread doom af maortals, the anguish heartrending—
Never minstrel by musie hath breathed o them peace,

Ner by song with hus haepnotes in harmony blending:
Albeit thereof cometh death's dark ending

Unto many a home that is wrecked by these.
And yet were it surely 2 boon to bring healing
Of sorrow 10 mortals with song; but in vain

Mid the fulness ef feasing nag voices clearpealing
 feasting -pealing,
And the banquet itself hath 2 glamaur, concealing )

From mortals their doom, fiaging spells ver pain.

{Exit ¥unsz






Medes

A master] Deeper depth of wrong is this.
Here toa fs dire risk—will the lord we gain
Be evil or good? Divorce? s infamy
To us: we tmay not even reject a suitorl?

Then, coming to new customs, habits new,

Oue need be 2 seer, 10 know the thing unlearnt
Athome, what manner of man her mate shall be.
And §f we Jeatn our lesson, 3f our lord

Dweli with us, plunging not against the yoke,
Happy our Jot is; clse-—no help but death,

For the man, when the home-yoke galls his neck,
Goes forth, to case a weary sickenced hears

By turning to some friend, some kindsed soul:
We to one heart alone can look for comfort.

But we, sy they, lve an unperilled life

At home, white they do battle with the spear—
Unsessomng fools! ‘Thrice would I under shield
Stand, rather than bear childbirch-peril once.

But ah, thy stery is not ane with miael

Thime 13 thas ey, thine a father's home,

Thine bliss of bfe and fellowstup of friends;

But 1, lone, citybess, and outraged thus

Of bim who kidnapped me from foraign shores,
Mather nes brother hase 1, kinsman none,

For port of refuge from calamity.

Wherelore 1 fam would win of thee this boops—
3 any path be found me, o device,

157

Wherchy 1o avenge these wrongs upon mine hushans

On her who weds, on him who Rives the bride.
VA Grek g7 buidand wy cbe
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Chafed art thou, of thine husband's couch berefc:
§ hear thou threatenest, so they bring me \vu.rd,
*To wresk on sire, on bridegroom, and on bride
Mihief. 1 guard mine head ere falls the blow.
Betrer be hated, woman, now of thee,

Than once relent, and sorely groan too late.

MEDEA

Not iow fiest, Creon,~many a time ere now

Rumour hath wronged and wrought me grievous harnt.
Ne'er should the man whose heart is sound of wit
Let teach his sons more wisdom than the herd.

They are burdened with unprofitable lore,

And spie and envy of other folk they earn.

For, if thou bring strange wisdom unto dullards,
Useless shale thou be counted, and not wise:

And, of thy fame outshine those heretofore

Held wise, thou shale be odious in men’s eyes.

Mysclf too in this fortune am partaker.

Of some my wisdom wins me jealousy,

Some count me spiritless; outhandish some;

Unsocial some. Yt no deep lore is mine.

And thon, thou fear'st me, lest § work thee harm.

Not such am J~O Creon, dread not me—

That apainst princes 1 should dare transgress.,

How hant theu wronged me? Thou hast given thy child
To whomsa pleased thee. But—~1 hate mine husband;
So, doubtless, this in prudence hast thou done. ’
Nay, but T grudge not thy prospenty.

Wed yr, and promper. Bex in this your laad

S«'xﬂ $et me dwell: for 1, haw wronged soe'er,

Will hold ray peace, dermastered by the strong.






Medea
! yaoEA .
teus, Zeus, forget vot him who is cause of thish

cxEON
Hence, passionate fool, and rid me of my trouble.

MEDEA
Troubled am 1 new troubles need T none.

cxEON
Soom shalt thou be by servants’ hands thrust out.

MEDEA
Nay—nay—not this, O Creon, 1 iplorel

caxox
So, woman, thou, it seents, wilt make a coil,

MEDEA
1 wll fiee forth:~—not this the boon 1 crave.

CREON
Why restive then?—~why nd not Corinth aof thee?

MEDEA

Suffer me yet to tarry this one day,

And somenhat for our exile to take thaught,
And find my babes a refuge, unce their sire
Cares naught to make provision for his sons.
Campastionate these—a father too art thoy
Of children—meet it is thoy show them grace.,
Wee for myselt 1 Iret, 31  be banished:

For them tn their calamity 1 mourn.
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hat, when he might forestall mine every plot

}y banishment, this day of grace he grants me
Yo stay, wherein three focs will T lay dead,

Ihe father, and the daughter, and mine husband.
And, having for themn many paths of death,
Which first to tahe in hand T know not, frieads—
To firc yon palace midst their mareiage-feast,

Or to steal softly to their bridalbower,

And through their two hearts thrust the whetted knife.
Yet one thing bars the way~if I be found ,

Crosang the threshold of the house and plotting,

Die shall T mud the mocking laughter of foes.

Best the sure path, wherein my natute’s cunning
Excels, by poisons to destroy them-—~yea.

Now, grant them dead. what aty will receive me,
What ho> vouchsafe x land of refuge, home

Sceure, ana from the avenger shicld my hie?

‘These is none,  Tarrying then 3 Litde space,

M any tower of safery shall appesr,

These deaths by guide and sitence will 1 compass;
Bt of musfortune drive me desperate forth,

Myself will grip the sword,~yea, though | die,—~
And shy, and dare the steong hand’s reckless deed.

Ah, by the Queen of Night, whom I revere
Abave alt, and for fellow-worker chose,
Hecate, dweller by smine hearth's dack shrine,
Wone, none thall vex my soul, and rue it not.
Rurer and woeful badal wll § give them,
Bisrer sroth plight and banushing of me.

Up thenl—tnare naught of alf thy sorcery-lors
Modes, of thy platting and conteving; ©

N b . e
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Proud woman-themes for their pages, heroines worthy their
siging. .

But thou from the ancient Home didst sail over leaguer
of foam,

Oa-sped by a frenzied heart, and the sea-gates sawest dis-

1T,
PsThc Twin Rocks. Now, in the land
Ot the stranger, thy doom is to waken
To 2 widowed couch, and forsaken
OF thy lord, and woe-overtaken,
To be cast forth shamed and banaed.
Disannulled 13 the spell of the vath: no shame for the
broken teath -
s Heltas the wide doth remain, but heavenward its fight
hath &t t3'en.
Mo home of a father hast thou
For thane haven when troublestorms lower,
Usurped 15 thy bridal bower
Of another, 1n pnde of her power,

Tikstarred, oserqueening thee now.
Enter pason

asoN

Not now fiest, nav, but oftumes have 1 macked
What desperate muschuct 13 a froward spirit.
Thou mughiest stay i Corinth, in these halls,
Reanng unfraciiously thy rulers’ pleasuee,

Yet for wild whurling words banushed thew art,
Me ther vex not—~esse ncver, an thou wilt,
Clmouning, “}awt 1t of men most basel”

But, for thy raifing on thy eulers, coum it

Al gain, that only cule oumsheth thee,

Tor me~1 have enven long to appease the wrath
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©Of all deaths worst,—and dashed their house to ruin.

*Thus dealt with, basest of all men, by me,

Fer 2 new bride hast thou forssken me, . .
Though T had borne thee childrent Wert thow childless,
Not past fargiving were this marriage-craving.
Rut faith of oaths hath vanithed. 1 koow nat
Whether thou deem'st the olden Gods yet rule,
Or that now laws are now ordained for mens
For thine heart speaks thee unto me forsworn. .
Ot on this right hand, which thou oft wouldst clasp—~
These knees!—~T was polluted by the touch

Of a base man, thus frustrate of mine hopes!

Comne, 21 2 friend will 1 commune with thee—

Yet what faic deating should 1 hope from thee?—

Yet will 1: questioned, baser shalt thon show.

Now, whither turn 13—to my father’s house,

My lind?-~whuch I betrayed, to flee with theel

To Pelay’ hopless daughters?  Graciously

Theur father's slayer would they welcome home!

For thus it is—a foc am I become

T minc own house: no quarrel T had with those

With whom 1 have now a deathfeud for thy sake,

Fer all this hast thos made me passingblest

Midst Hellas” daughters!  Oh, in thee have I~

O wretched -2 wondrous spouse and leal,

Since from the land cast forth T pass to exile

Torlorn of frends, alone with children lone,

A proud eepraack for aur new bridegroom thise

“In poserty hus babes, fus saviour, wanderl™

© Zeus, ah wherefore hast thoy given to men

Plain wgoy for geld which is bt coumesfeiy,

Nt po stay muck natregraven shows

On man’s form, 1o dicern the base withal?
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Of kings incensed: fain would I thou shouldst stay,
But thou rein'st not thy folly, speaking still

Fvil of dignities; art therefore banished.

Yet, for al} this, not svearied of my friends,

With so much forethought come 1 for thee, fady,
That, banished with thy babes, thou lack not gold,
Nor aught beside: for exile brings with &t
Hardstups full many. Though thou hatest me,
Never can I bear malice agamnst thee.

\MUDEA

Caitiff of cawuffs’~blackest of reproaches

My tongue for thine unmanliness can frame—
Con’st thou to me—dast come, most hateful proved
To heaven, 10 me, to ali the race of men?

Thus is not daring, no, nor courage this,

To wrong thy friends, and blench not from ther eyes
But, of all plagues infecung men, the worst,

Even shamelessness. And ver ‘us well thou cam'st,
For 1 shall ease the burden of mine heart

Reviling thee, and thou be galled to hear

And with the first things first will | begin

1 saved thee chis knaws every son of Greece

That stepped wath thee aboard thine Arge’s hull,
Thee, sent to quell the flameuabreithng bulls
With yohe-bands, and to sow the t hth of death.
The dragon, warder of the Fleewe of Gold,

That sleepless kept it with his manudold coids,

1 slew, and raised dedinverance light far thee.

Myself forsook my father and mine home,

Ard to Tolcos under Pehon came

With thee, more zealous i thy cause than wises
Pelias 1 stew by hus awn children's hands—



Medes X
Then, temperate, thitd, to thee the best of friends’
And to my :hxld:cn-my, but h.C:r me out,
When | <ime hither from Tokoslang

With B0¥ 2 desperage fortune i my train,
Whay Ppier reasure.troye could I haye found
an to wed—], o, exile—yith 2 princess?

h desire,
Nor eger I to muluply mine olfxpnng —
Suffice g}, to

Poor mag stand aloof,_
Seems myne house
T sons, and ¢ these bory of thee beger
kmning in one famly all,
S Thou, whyy “ouldse thy o childrenp
But me profits, through ¢on 10 be bory

* el plinged so il ’
ot thoy wouldgy ny g, r

But yeye Women g, Unreasoning. are

Thay, wcdlock—nghu umn:xpmcdon. all'y well;
UL, of once your sole tefture be

With the best, fatrest 1oy

a
Moy butter, Waould tha
them b,

QIOI':,
Wardy, Tasn, Wordy, tricked Ut ful] o
Y 5 1 apey Bot 1 thy mnd
Unjuge thoy wem'y, bm:ymg thuy thy wife,
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CHoRUs

Awful and past all healing is that wrath
When they that once loved clash in feud of hate,

JASON

Needs must § be not ill at speech, meseems,

Bur, bke the careful helmsman of a ship,

With close-recfed canvas run befare the gale,
Woman, of thy tempestuous-raihing tongue.
I—for thy kindness tower-hugh thou pilest—
Deem Cypris saviour of my voyaging,

Her, and none other or of Gods or men.

Thou art subtle of wit—nay, but ungenerous

It were to tell how Lave, by strong compulsion
Of shafts unesring, made thee save my bife,

Yet take I rot account too stnet thereof;

For, 1n that thou didst save me, thou didst well.
Howbeit, more hast thou recerned than given
From my delinerance, as my wards shall prove—
First, then, 1n Hellas dwell'st thou, 1n the stead
OF land barbanc, knowest justice, learnest

To live by faw without respect of force,

And oll the Greeks have heard thy wisdom’s fame,
Renawn is thine; but sf on carth’s far boura
“Thou dwelledst yer, thau hadst not bved in story.
Now mine be nesther gold mine halls witun,
Nor sweeter song be mune than Orpleus sang,

If my fawr fortune be to fame unknown,

\ Thus far of my great labouss have §spoken—~
This challenge 1o debate dulst thou fling downi—
But, for thy railings on my royal marnage,
Herein will 1 show, first, that wise I wag;



Medea

Jasov
Know'st how to change thy prayes, and wiser show?
May thy good never scem to thee thy prief;
Ner in fair fortune deem thy lot misfortune.

AIEDEA
O yea, insult! "Thou hast a refuge, thou;
But desolate T am bamshed from this land.

JasoN

Thysclf hast chosen this blame none beside,

MEDEA
1—sootly, by wedding and berraying thee!

JasoN
By cursing princes with an impious eurse.

ALEDEN

Ay—and 10 thine house hast thou found me 2 cursel
JasoN

Woh thee no more T swrangle touchung this.

Buz o, or for the children or thyself,

Fer help i enle thou wilt take my gold,

Spesk: readv am 1 to gve with hand ungrudging,

Antd send guesttokens which shall find thee friends

1E chis thow wilt nox, fochsh shalt thou be-

Redrain wrath, and advantaged shalt thou be,

SroEA

Thy friendit—aothing will 1 of friends of thine.
x\‘o whit will § receave, nor offer thou,
No profit §s there wn 2 villain's gifts,






Medea

Jason
Know'st haw (o change thy Prayer, and wisey show?
May thy good ever to thee thy ef;

O yer, msale) Thoy hast 2 refuge, thoy;
But desolate 1 am banysheq from thys land,

MEDE,






Medea

O fatherland, O mine homs,
Mot muge be the exnle’s doom!
1ato poverty’s pathways bard to be trod may my fect not
be guided!
Mast piteous anguish were this. s
By death—O by death exe then may the conflict of Ife be
denrded,
Ended be Mfc's hitle day} To be thus from the home.
land divided~
No pang more butter theee is.
We have seen, and it needeth naught
That of others herein we be r2ught:
For thee not a cuy, for thee not a fnead hath com.
passionated
When 2ffiiction most awful is thine,

But he, who regardeth not friends, accursed may he perish,
and hated,

173

‘Wha apes not his heart with sincenity’s key to the hapless.
fated—~

Never such shall be friend of mine.
Enter axcrus,

A¥CEUS
Medea, jay to theel—for Sarer greeuny
None knoweth fo accost fus friends withal.

MEDEA
Joy to thee also, wise Paadion’s son,
Acgrus. Whence art thou journeying throngh this fand?

AREUS
Leaving the ancient oracle of Phockus.
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JasoN

In any wise I call the Gods to witness
‘That all help would I give thee and thy sons;
But thy good hkes thee not- thy stubborn pride
Spurns friends: the more thy gricf shall therefore be.
{Exr.
\EDEA

Awayl—impatience for the bride new-trapped
Consumes thee loitering from her bower afar!
Wed: for perchance—and God shall speed the word—
Thine shall be bradal thou wouldst fan renounce.
CHORL'S
Love bringeth nor honour nor profit 10 men when 1t cometh
restraning
Not s unscanted excess but of Cvpris, 10 meacure raming
Her joy. cometh down, there 15 none ather Goddess so
winsame as she.
Not upen me, O Queen, do thou aim fram thy bow all-
golden
The arrow desire-eorenomed that none may avod—not
on me!
But let Temperance shiekd me, the faret of pfis of the
Gods ever-hiving-
Nor ever with paswan of jarring contention, nor feuds
unforgiving.
In her tetrors may Love’s Queen vt me, smuning wath
maddened unrest
For a couch mumated my soul, but the peace of the brude
bed be holden
1n honour of her, and her keen eyes chome for us honds
that be bent.
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AEGEUS

“Loase ot the wineskin's forwardjusting foot™—
MEDEA
il thou shouldst do what thing, or reach what land?

AEGEUS
“Till to the hearth ancestral back thou come,”

MEDEA

And thou, what wouldst thou sailing to this shore?

AEGEUS
“There 15 one Pittheus, king of Troczen hey—

MEDES
A man most pious, Pelops' son, they sav.

AECEUS
Tao him the God's sesponse 1 fain would ell.

MEDEL
Yea—s wise an, who hath much skill therein.

aEcEUs
Yea, and my bestbelovdd spearally.

MEDEA
Now prosper thou, and win thume hear’s desise.

AEGEUS
Why droops thise cyel~why this wan-wasted hue?






Medeg

AEGEUS

Who givech him g daugheerp Tell me a1,

MEDEY -
Creon, whe ruleth this Con‘nd'u‘:m land,

AEGIUs
Sooth, lady, Fe3500 wag gy, thou shoulds Brie

AEDEL

MEpgy
In Pretence, PO~yet O, O, he e bears jy wellt
Ut T beseech thee, lo, d h—
Chasp thy knees, Y supplian, am I noyy,__
Puy, Pity me th Vil-stary,
And g, B0t Cast for, r Omelessness,
Receive 4 bemh Place 1n gy 1, nd thine hyjt,.
by hegy, bluxg utfl love
In :hddrc nd in ath thysel be bl
ou know'n A0t 35 hgy for, runc th ou by
I will o, end thy dnldlcsxnu il ey
Thy seed WV to song;

Ve,






Medeg
Yea, for myself is this the safes course,
© have 5 plea to show unte thy foes;
<r stands thy Cause. The Oath-gods Name,

MEDEY

Swear by Eanlg Plam, ang by my father’y father,
The Sun, ang J0in the Gody whole race theretq,

AEGEUS
That I wyy do or py do—wharp Say on,
MEDEy
Never thyself to Cast me forgy thy lang,
or, 1f a foe of une woyld hale me thence,
To yield me wnllmgly UP: While thoy dost Ly,

AEGEYS
By Earth, b Sun’s pure majesty, and all
The Gods, | SWEIr ta abyde by ths thou hag said,

MEDEY

M
Enough, For broken troth whp Penaltyp

AEGEUS
The WOrst thay Scourgety God-despising men,

MEDEL
Pagy o thy way xeioi:ing- all js well,
Ttoo v, ome with 4 speed g thy burg,
When mine ippeq, is Wroughe, T Wish atpai..s
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AFGFUS

For many causes am I minded, lady,

This grace to grant thee: for the God's sake first;
Then, for thy promse of a seed of sons.

For herein Aegeus® name 1s hike to e,

But thus it is—f 1o my fand thou come,

1 will protect thee all T can- mv night

Is thus, but 1 forewarn thee of one thing—
Not from this land to lead thee 1 content:
But, if thou reachest of thyself mumne hatls,
Safe shalt thou bide: to none will | wreld thee
But from thes Land thou muse thyself escape;
For even to strangers blameless will 1 be,

MIDFA
So be it. Yet, were onth-plede given for this
To me, then had 1 all 1 would of thee,
ATCFI N
Ha, dost not trust me¥—or at whit dost stumble?
WEDFA

{ trust thee: but my foe we Pehiw’ house
And Creon  Oath bound thew coubist never vicld me
To these, sunen they woudd dre me framy the fand
Hadst thou but promesed, 1o the Gods uopledged,
Thou mughtest turn therr friend, mucht'e hghely yield
To heraldaummens  Strengthies s my cause

Wealth 15 on thar sude, and a prineely house.

arsyts

Foresight exceeding, Iady, n thy wordst
Yeu, if this be thy will, } draw not back.



Medeq

I leave the nd, flecing 1y dear babeg' bloog
And having dareq a deed mogt impious,
For unendurable gpq mmocks of foes,
t all go: whay 15 Life 1o me.
Nor home have 1, nop refy
R erred |, 1n the day when 1 forsook
My fathers hally, by yon Greel's words bcguiled,
Who with God's help shayy render me requital,

For neyer lving shay he see henecforyy,
The sons | i

Te him, nor shapy he beger
201 of his ey bride, tha, wretch forcdoomad
In agony to dye by drugs of mine,
Let none 2CCoURt me Impotent, nop weak,
°F spiritless). g 13y, in other sort,
TN to my foes, ang kindly r my friends,
Mot glorioys 4 the ife of such ag |,

CHopus
Since thou hag made me Partner of i tale,
\Vnhmg to help thee, ap, yet chnmpionhxg
Ws of men, | 7. do thoy n; this}

Mepey
Tt canpor be by Yet reason j¢

sor
t thoy 4y this, whe art not wronged 2.

18






Medeq

On her sopg shedding Love which, throned i, glory
By Wisdor, shapes her heroic story;
And over her hajr ;4 she throwing, t.hrcwing,

953 i odorgyg wreaths aye new,

MEDEy,

How thep sh’aul the halloyeq city,
€ city of sacred Waters,
Which shields with her Buardian hand

U twouly, Y thy knees We pray,
By heaven and eappy We implore thee,
I not o thy babes $uch a doopy
o whcn:e. and Q Whence wilt thoy Bain thee
Such desperage hardlhOOd

at for Spir g fiendighy shal serve,
2t shall strep,

thine hegry tha shapy neryy
O Swerye



g,
Cliopys
. But they Of Wives mogy Wretched should,, beco,
l'[h[l

be jr. sted are al} mrlcrmg Wwords,
Bur poy [enter Nurse] o ou and p, b, N8 to ma.
Thoy Whom 1, for eyer, decd of , ust,
And k thoy ! none ghe of Mine inteny
I thipe I e, ¢,

T wom,

[ Ererny MEDEA gpy Ntngy,
C"V)k('l
[o] happy the race in the IRET Olfen,
~rechtheys, the g of the bley Goy Ine,
In 5 bang Unravape, pc.u-cfnfnlr!cn,
¥ quafy, MM lorog,
b dnn:m:

hn;:hlly
Pacin,

o I:;:Iulv.
N3, they rell, of the essey Kolden,
Bare he Pierg Museq, the $ainfes, Nine
And (e freamyg of Cephygy, the lovey, flowing
<Y tell how o, Lady of Crpry, drew
m IT-Walts of . Wy gy oy b!uwmg
Breathey OVer Atncyy Lng o, dew
LY 8trrpeg, tion g orally LTI [ TV Gml~'0m
:z:lx;: Mues, g5, Shlzken Nine s



Medea 18;

On her sons sh:ddmg Love which,

LhrnnCd i glory
By \szdom, shapes her h:roxc

ng, lthmg
058 in odoroyg wr::nt.bs aye new,
EDEA,

ow lhcn should the hzllowed city,
Th,

Which shields < guardiap hand
All fncnds lh:l[ \vauld fare lhrough her laud,

when:e, and O € wilt they 83in they
Such desperg, h:x °0d

t for spyp, %0 fiendish shal] serve,
t sh:zH ehgthen

D thine htm. thay ¢ shall pery,
Thine |, Im 1t shal]
lhIs dee

From the H thac
Waith Rorror of :h:ldrcns bloog “-‘ll-n
how, when ohin ¢ eyes they turnigg

M thy Lye es, wife thoy Tefrain
The Mother}, thee, 1o fee]
No uptung of teargp

Thy Qe
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cHoRE
‘Woman, wilt have the heart to slay thy sons?

BLEDEA
Yea: so mine husband's heart shall most be wrung.

CHORUS
. But thou of wives most wretched shouldst becomne.

MEDEA

So be it: wasted are all hindening words.

But hot [enter wurse} go thou and Jason bring to me-
‘Thou whom T use for every decd of trust,

And look thou tell none aught of mine intent,

I thine is loyal serviee, thou a woman.
[Exeunt srvea and wunst

CHORUS

O happy the race in the ages olden
Of Erechtheus, the seed of the blest God's line,
In a land unravaged, peace-enfolden,
Aye quaffing of Wisdom's glorious wine,
Ever through air clear-shining brighdy
As on wings uplifted pacing lightly,
Where Harmonia, they tell, of the tresses golden,
Bare the Pierid Muses, the stainless Nige?

And the streams of Cephisus the lovely-flowing
They tell how the Lady of Cyprus drew,
And in Zephyr-wafis of the winds sweer-blowmg
Breathed over Attica’s land thewr dew.
th terpretation 5 eq-uax)y admxl!zd by the Greck—~"Crew,
.o:':g &.;(m the stainless N
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On her sons :heddiug Love which, throned iy, glory
By wi, ic story;

How then should ¢he halloweq city,
1t 1 Waters,
Which shields with her Buardiay hand
All friends that woylg fare through, her lang,

babes ,without pity,
A pollurign amidst of gy daughtersy

n
Y 5005—syhae 2 deed phis day
o wouldsy dof By thy knees We pray,
and ey e implore thee,
Inot ¢ thy bapes Such a dogn,)
[o] wh:nce, and O whence wilt thoy 82in thee
Such desperaye hardip,
That for Spint so
t sha)] suengthen ¢ heary, thay shall nervg
Thine hang, that §¢ shall pey Swerye
From the s deed g, shall Stin thee
With horrop of hildrenrs bloog»

fiendyg, shall serve,

O how, when thine VS thoy gp turning
On thy eyl Ones, ), thoy refrain
® Motherho © €6, to foe]
o upuellmg of tearsy Canyy thoy stee]
Thy breagy when thy childreg, kneet
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yield, confessing mine unwisdom then,
Jur unto better counscls now am come.
Children, my children, hither: leave the house;
[Enter cHoReN,
Come forth, salute your father, and with me
Bid hum farewell: be reconciled to friends
Ye, with your mother, from the hate derpast.
Teuce is between us, rancour hath given place.
Clasp ye his right hand. Wae for ambushed ills
1 am haunted by, the shadow of hidden things!
Ak chuldren, will ye thus, through many a year
Living, still reach him loving arms?  Ah me,
How weeping-ripe am I, how full of fear!
Feuds with your father ended—ah, so late}—
Have filled with tears these soft-relenting eyes.

CHORDS

And from mine eyes stare rears of pale dismay.
Ah, may no evil worse than this befalll

JasoN

Lady, 1 praise this mood, yet blame not that:

“Tis nothung strange that womankind should rage

When the spouse trafficketh in alien marriage.

But now to better thoughts thine heart hath turned,
And thou, though late, hast seen which policy

Must win: 3 prudent woman's part is this,

And {m: you, children, nor unheedfully

Your sire hath t'en much forethought, sa help heaven,
For ye, 1 ween, in this Corinthian land

Shall wiz]:n your brethren stand the foremost yer.

Grow ye in strength: the rest shall by your sire,

And whatsa God is gracious, be wrought out,
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You may 1 see to goodly statuse grown,

In {'s prime, triumphant o'er my foes.
‘Thou, why with wan tears thus bedew thine eyes,
Turning away from them thy pallid cheek?

Why hear’se thou not with gladness this my speech?

MEDEA
*Tis naught; but o'er these children broods mine heart,

JASON
.
Fear not: all will I order well for them,
MEDEA .

I will be brave—will not mistrust thy words;
But woman is but woman—born for tears.

yASON
‘Why, hapless one, dost thou sigh over these?
MEDEA

1 bare them, When thou prayedst hfe for them,
Pity stole o'er me, whispering, “Shall this be?"
But that for which thou cam’st to speech of me
In part is said; to speak the rest 1s mine:

Since the king pleaseth forth the land to send me—
Yea, for me too 'tis best, T know it well,

That I bide nat, a stumblingblock ta thee

And the Jand’s lords, whose house’s foe I seem,~—
Lo, from ths fand I fare to exile forth:

But, that my sons by thine hand may be reared,
Entreat thou Creon that they be not banished.

JasoN

Prevail I may not, yet must 1 essay.



Medeq 1

MEDEL
Nay then, thy bride big thou to pray h‘f sire
That thy sops be not banished from ks Land,

Jason
Yea surely; and, 1 trow, her shal] I win,

MEDZA
3£ of her sister Wwomen she is one,
T too wll bear a part i
For 1 will send her gify
In beauty aught in these days seen, T know,

Fobe fine-spun, 5 golden diadem;
Our sons o bear them Now must an attendane
With a1 speed hither bring the Ornaments,

[Handmaig Boes
Blessings shayy hers be, nor one, bur untold,

Who winncth thee for lord, 2 Ppeetless Spouse,

Enter bondmaig i casker,
Take in Your hands, MY sons, these bridal gifts,

And to the happy Princessbride begy ye
nd BVe~my mfty she shajt not hghlly esteem )

Jasoy
But, fong o6, why make void thige hands of thesep
Deern'st gy, ? 1052l house oy lack of Tobes,
Or gold, deem'se thoys Keep thege 0d give thepy not.
6 if my yif, esteems me 3ught, my with
l{x:pr:(:r o !rnsu;gs, well T yop,
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MEDEA

Nay, speak not so: gifts sway the Gods, they say.
Gold weigheth more with men than countless words,
Hers fortune 15; God favoureth now her cause—
Young, and 2 queen{ Life would I give for ransom
Of my sons’ banishment, not gold alone.

Now, children, enter ye the halls of wealth,

Unto your sire’s new wife, my lady-queen,

Make supphcation, pray ye be not exiled,

And give mine ornaments—most importeth this,
That she in her own hands recewve my gifts.

Haste ye, and to your mother bring glad ndings

Of good success in that she longs to win.
{Exeunt yason and cHILDREN

CHORUS

Now for the hfe of the children munc hope hath been
turned to despaning.
No hope any more! On the slaughterward path even now
are they faning!
The bride shall receive 1t, the dindem-garland that bearcth
enfolden
Doom for the hapless mud ghitering sheen:
And to set the adarning of Hades about her tresses golden
She shall take w her hands berween.

For its glamour of beauty, its splendour unearthly, shall

swifily persuade hes

Yo bedeck her with robe and wih gold-wrought crowa:
she shall soon have arrayed her

1n attire as a bride in the presence of phantoms from Hades

uprisen;



Medes B

In such dread gin shall her feet be ta'en:
In the weird of death shall the hapless be whelmed, and
from Doom’s dark prison .
Shall she steal forth never again.
Asd thou, wretch, bridegroom accurst, who art fain of 2
princely atlance, .
Blasting thou briogest—unknowing, unthink.
ingl— .
OF life an thy sons, and thy brrde shall to foul death plight
ber afflunce.
How far from thy forrume of old art thou sink-
ingf
And amidst my lamentings T mourn for thine anguish, O
hapless mother
Of children, who makest thee ready to slaughter
Thy babes, to avenge thee on him who would lawlessly
wed with anothes,
Would forszke thee to dwell with a2 prince’s
daughter,

Enter cimonen's cuazniaw, with cHILbren,

CHILDREN'S GUARDIAN
Mistress, remission for thy sons of exilel
Thy gfts the princessbnde with joy veceived
!1; I;nnd: and there is peace unto thy sons,

3

Why dost thou stand confounded mid good hap?
Now wherelore turnest thay thy face away,

s
And dogt not hear with gladness this my speech?

EX32:0 38 AY
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CHILDREN'S GUARDIAN
This cry is to the tidings not attuned,
MEDEA
Woe yet again!
CHILDREN'S GUARDIAN
Can I have brought ol hap
Unwitting—erred s deemning these glad tidings?
MEDEA
As they are, are thy tidings. thee I blame not.
CHILBREN'S GDARDIAN
Why down-drooped is thine eye? Why flow thy tears
MEDEA

Needs must they, ancient; or these things the Gods
And I withal—O fooll—have ill contrived.

CHILDREN'S GUARDIAN
Fear not: thy children yet shafl bring thee home,
MEDEA
Others ere then shall [ send home—ah mef
CIHLDRAEN'S GUARDIAN

Not thou alone art severed from thy sons.
Submissively must mortals bear mrschance.

MEDEL
This will Iz but within the house go thoy,



Medea

TS
And for my children’s daily needs prepare.

[Exit cHioren’s coArviaN,
O children, children, yours a <ity is,

And yours a home, where, leaving wretched me,
Ye shall sbade, for ever motherless!

1 shall go exiled to another fand,

Ere T have joyed in you, have seen your bliss,

Ere 1 have decked for vou the couch, the bride,
“The bridal bowes, and held the tarch on high.
O me aceurst in this my desperate mood!

For naught, for naught, my babes, 1 nurured you,
And alt for naught ¥ laboured, travail-worn,
Bearng sharp anguish in your hour of birth.,

Ah for the hopes—unhappyl—all mine hopes

Of nupisterig hands sbout mine age,

Of dying felded round with loving arms,

AN men's desirel But now-—tis pa—us past,
That sweet imagining!  Forlorn of you

A butter bife and woeful shall ¥ waste,

Your mother never more with loving eyes

Shall y& beheld, passed to anather Lfe,

Wael woel why gaze your eyes on me, my darlings?
Why srile to me the luest smile of all?

Alatl what shall 1da?  Mane heart js faihng

As 1 dehold the hight in my sons’ eyest

Women, { cannott farewell, purposes

O'erpast! 1 take my children from the Lind,
What need 10 wring their father's heart with ills
Of these, to gain myself 1lls twice s many?

}:'ot Loot# Ye purposes, fasewell!
Yer—~yet—whot stk me?  Would 1 carn derision,

Letung my foes sl from mine hand unpunished?
1 muw dare dus, Uu:mmycuwzrd;zzd
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That let words of relenting touch mine heart!
Children, pass ye within,
[Exeunt crmorex,
Now, whoso may not
Sinless be present at my sacrifice,
On his head be it: mine hand faltereth not.
Oh! oh!
O heart, mine heart, do not—do not this deed}
Let them be, wretched heart, spare thou my babes!
There dwelling with me shall they gladden thee.
Nol—by the nether fiends thar dwell with Hades,
Never shall this betide, that I will leave
My children for my foes to trample on!
They needs must die.  And, since it needs must be,
Even 1 will slay them, 1, who gave them life.
All this is utter doom~she shall not ’scape!
Yez, or her head the wreath is; in my robes
The princessbride s perishing—I know it
But—for I fare on journcy most unhappy,
And shall speed these on yet unhappies—
1 would speak to my sons.
[Re-enter cruioren.
Give, O my babues,
Give to your mother the right hand to kuss,
O dearest hand, O lips most dear to me,
O form and noble feature of my children,
Blessing be on you—therc/—far all things here
Your sire hath stolen. Sweet, O sweet embrace!
O childeen’s roscleaf skin, O balmy breath!
Asway, away} Strength faleth me to gaze
On yau, but I am overcome of evil.
[Exeunt crozen,
Now, now, I learn what horrors 1 intend:



. Medea

But passion overmasiereth sober thonght;
And this is cause of direst ills to men.

CHORUS
I

Full oft erc this my soul hath scated

Lone heights of thought, empyreal steeps,

Or plunged far down the darkling deeps,
Where woman's fechler hesrt hath failed:—
Yer wherefore faled?  Should woman find

No inspiration thrill her bresst,

Tor welcome ever that sweet guest
Of Song, that uttereth Wisdam’s mind?
Alas! not alll Few, 2 few are theye~

Perchance armd a thousand one

Thou shouldest find;~for whorm the sun
Ot poesy makes an inver day.

I

Now this T say—ealm bliss, that ne'er
Fnew Jove's wald fever of the blood,
“The parns, the joys, of mothethood,

Passerh all parents’ jay blemt care.

The childless, they that never prove
U sunshine comes, or cloud, to men
With babes—fac Le beyond their ken

The tals, the griefs, of pasentlave.

But they whose halls with flowerets swee
Of hdhood Bloom~T mark them zyct
C.u?iteucd. unaing alway

To win their loved ones nurture meet.
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m

One toils with love more strong than death:
Yer—yet—who knoweth whether he
A wise man or a fool shall be

To whom he shall his wealth bequeath?

But last, but worst, remains to tell:
For though ye get you wealth enow,
And though your sons to manhaed grow,
Fair sons and good —if Death the fell,

‘To Hades vanishing, bears down
Your, children’s lives, what profit s
‘That Heaven hath laid, with all else, this

Upon mankimnd, lone sorrow's crown?

MEDEA

Friends, long have 1, abiding fortune’s hap,
Expected what from yonder shall befall,
And to, 2 man ¥ see of Jason’s tran
Hitherward coming: hus wild fluttering breath
Proclaimeth hum the herald of strange ills.
Enter MESSSNGER,
H
i
D thou who hast wrought an awful decd and lawless,
Flee, O Medea, fice, nor once feave thou
The sea-wain, or the car that scours the plun.

MESSENGER

MEDEA
Now what hath happed that calleth for such fughe?



Bead is the Princess ey,

Medeq
MESSENGER
R oW, and dead

Lreon her father, by thy Poson-drygs,

MEDES

A glorioys tale thoy tellest. thoy henceforth
of my benefactors and my friends,

Whar sy'st? O sound mind apy tho
% hearing of the havoc of (e hearth

Of hings, ary gld, and

W]

+
And nmghn\'ny buzzed from

Of truce 1o old feud; v,
One kyseeg the hapg

MBS!L\‘CER
U, and nop mad,

hast no fear for thiss

Wixe thy lord and thee,
d on

» and one thy golden heag
Of th, hy sons myself by 10¥ drawn gq
Followeq thy children 10 the womep bo
Now ¢he Which hag U Worship 4, thy stead,
Ere she behel Y chanio.yol, £ sons,
Y€ Upon Jason fed her Yrng mae
Ut then befgy, ber eyey g, t her vy,
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And swept aback the scorn of her white neck,
Loathing thy sons’ approach; but now thy locd,
To turn the maiden’s wrath and spite aside,
Thus spake: “Nay, be not hostile to thy friends:
Cease from thine anger, turn thine head again,
Accounting friends whemso thy spouse accounts,
Their gifts receive, and plead thon with thy sire
To pardon these their exile—for my sake”

She, when she saw the aire, could not sefrain,
But yiclded her lord all. And erc their father
Far from her bower with those thy sons had gone,
She took the rich-wrought robes and clad herself,
Ciecling her ringlets with the golden crown,
And by a shining mirror ranged her tresses,
Smiling at her own phantom image there.
‘Then, rising from her seat, adown the halls

She paced with mincing tread of ivory feet,
Exulting in the gifts, and oftentimes

Sweeping her glance from neck to ankle-hem,
But then was there a fearful sight to see.
Suddenly changed her colour, reeling back
With trembling limbs she goes; and scarce in time
Drops on the couch to fall not on the ground,

Then a grey handmaid, deeming peradventure

That frenzy was of Pan or some God sent,

Raised the prayercry, before she saw the foam
White-frothing from her lips, or marked how rolled

Her eyeballs, and her face’s bloodless huc;

Then a long cry of horror, not of prayer, |

She shrilled forth. Steaight to her father's chambers one
Darted, and one unto her new-made spouse,

To tell the bride's affiction: all the roof



Medea

Echoed with multitudinoushurcying foct.

od 2 swift athlere’s straiging hunbs had paced

By this the full length of the furlong course,

When she from trance all speechless of cIusc{} eyes

1n anguich woke with horribleshrilling shricks;

For bke two charging hosts her torment came:~~ ,
The golden coil about her head that lay

*Gan spurt 2 marvellods stream of ravening fire:
The delicate tobes, the gift thy children brought
Had fangs te graw her delicate tortured flesh}
Upstacting from her scat she flees, all flame,

Shaking her hair, her head, this way and that,

*To cast from her the erown; but Hrmly fixed

The gold held fast its grip: the fire, whenc'er

She shook her locks, with doubled fury blazed,
Then agony-vangushed falls she on the Bocr,
Masred past all knowledge, save for a father's eyes.
No more vas seen ber eyed wmpesial calm,

No more her comely features; but the gore

Dripped from her head's crown flecked with blended fire.
‘The Beshfidkes from her bones, like the pine's tears,
‘Neath that mysterious drug's devourings melted,~—
Dread sightl—and came on all folk fear to touch

The corpia- her hudeous fate had we for warning.

197

Bur, ignarant of all, her wererched sire,
Suddenly entering, falls upon her corpse,
And stmaightway wailed and clasped the body round
And kised #, erying, “O my hapless child,
What God thus hornbly hath thee destroyed?
Who maketh this old sepulchee beref
Ofthee?  Ab me, would 1 might die with theel™
, Bat when from wailing and from moans he ceased,






Medea 9

They needs must die: and, since it needs must be,
Exen 1 will give them dearh, who gave them )xie..
Up, gied thee £or the fray, mine heart! Why loiter
To do the deead ill deeds that must be done?
Come, wretched hand of mine, grasp thou the sword;
Grasple-an ta the stating-powt of a blasted hifel
Oh, turn et cravent—thnk not on thy babes,
How dear they are, haw thou didst bear them: nay,
For this shorr day do thou forget thy sons,
Thereafter mourn them, For, although thou shay,
Yet dear they are, and I—am wretched, wrerched!
(Exit senza,
CHORUS
O Earth, O allreveabing splendour
QOf the Sun, lock down on a wornan aceurst,
Or ever she slake the merder-thirst
Of a mother whose hands would smite the tender
Frut of her womb.
Lack dawn, for she sprang of thy lineage golden:
Man's vengeance threatens—thy seed ace holden
"Neath the shadow of dnom}
But thou, Q heavenbegotten glory,
Restrain her, refram her: the wrerched, the gory
Eanys by demans dogged, we implare thee,
Snatch thou from yon homel

For naught was the childburth-travail wasted;
For ;uughx dhdst thou bear them, the near and the

ar,
O thott who hast fled through the P
gh the Pass of Fear,
From the dark bla Clashing Ceags who bast hasted
Speeding thy fhghtt
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Alas for herl—wherefore hath grim wrath stirred her
Through depths of her soul, that ruthless murder
Her wrongs must requite?

For stern upon mortals the vengeance falleth
For kin’s blood spilt; from the earth it calleth,
A voice from the Gods, and the slayers appalleth
On whose homes it shall light.
[cHILDREN's eries behind the scenes]

cunp 1
What shall I do?~how flee my mother's hands?

ey 2
I know not, dearest brother. Death is herel

CHORUS

Ah the cryl—dost thou hear jt?—the children's cry!
Wretch!~woman of cursed destiny!
Shall ¥ enter? My heart cnieth, “Rescue the chldren from

murder nighl”
[They beat at the barred doors.
cuno 1
Helpl~—for the Gods sake help! Sore is our need!
CHILD 2
The sword's death-nes 1s closing round us now!
{Slence within. DBlood flows out beneath the door. The
rwomen shrink back.}
ctiorus
Wretch! of what rock is thy breast?—of what steel 13 the
heart of thee moulded,
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That the babes thou hast borne, with the selfsame hands

that with ove have enfolded
These, thou hast set thee to slay?

OF one have 1 heard that Iud hands on hee loved ones of

old, one oaly,

Even Ino distraught of the Gods, when Zeus' bride drave

her, lonely
And lost, from her home to stray;
And she fell~ah wretchl~on the brink as she stood
OF the sea-scaur; guile of children’s blood
Dragged downswards her feet to the salt sea-flood,
And she died wuth her children twaie.
What ghastlies horrar rermains to be wrought?
Qbnidebed of women, with anguish fraught,

What scathe upon mortals ere now hast thou brought,

What manufold banel
Enter asow, enth sevasts.

ASON
Womea, which stand anear unto this roof—
s she within the halls, she who hath wrought
Dread deeds, Medes, or in fighe passed thence?
Ter cither must she hude her neath the earth,
Or Lit on wings her frame to heaven's far depths,
Ot taste the vengeance of a royal house.
How, trusts she, having murdered the land’s lords,
anh)m herself from these halls forth to flec?
Yot not for her care 1, bue for my sons.
\g'hom she hath wronged shall recornpense her wrong:
0 ¥ t0 mave my children’s Life am come,
. tomy grict the hinsmen of the dead
enge on them their mother's impious murder.
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CHORUS

Wietch, thou know’st not how deep thou art whelmed in

woe,
Jason, or thou hadst uttered not such words.

JASON
What now?—and is she fain to slay me too?
CHORUS
Thy sons are dead, slain by the mother’s hand.
JASON
Ah mel—what say'st thou?~—thou hase killed me, woman!
CHORUS
Thy children are no more so think of them.
JASON
How?—slew them? Where > —within, without, the halls?
crorus (posniing to pavement before doors)
Open, and thou shalt see thy children’s corpses.
JASON

Burst in the bolts with all speed, serving-men—
Foree ungsi—~Iet me sce thus twafold horror~
The dead, and her,—and tn her blood avenge sme!
MEVEA appears above the palace roof sn o charot
drawn by dragons.

MEDEA

Why shakest thou these doors and wouldst uabar,
Secking thy dead and me who wrought the deed?
Cease this essay. I thou wouldst aught of me,



Medea

Say what thou wilt: thine hand shall touch me neves.
Such chariot hath my father’s sire, the Sun,
Given me, a defence from foeman's hand.

TAsON

O thing abhorred! O woman hatefullest

ToGods, to e, to all the race of men,

“Then that couldst thrust the sword into the babes

Thou bar'st, and me hast made a childless ruint

Thus hast thou wrought, yet look’st thou ont the sun
And carth, who hast dared a deed most improus?
Now run seize theel—lear [ see, who saw not

‘Then, when from halls and land barbarian

"To 2 Greek home I bare thee, utter bane,

Traitress to sire and lind that purtured thee!

Thy guilt's cursedolt on me the Gods have Liunched;
For thine own brother by his heart thou slewest

Ere thou didst enter fair-prowed Argo’s bull.

With such deeds thou begannest. Wedded then

T thuy man, and the mother of my sons,

For wedlock-nght’s sahe hast thou murdered them.
Theee 18 no Grecian woman that had dared

This —~yet 1 stooped to marry thee, good sooth,
Rather than these, a hateful bride and fell,
A tigrass, not 2 wornan, harbouring

A fiercer mature than Tyrrhenuan Seylla.

But~for untold revilings would not sting

Thee, in thy nature 18 such hardihood:—

Avaunt, thou ruscreant stuned with thy babes® blood!
For me remains to wail my destiny,

Who of my new-wed bride shalf bave po jay,

And 10 1h¢ sons wham 1 begat and nurtured

Living I shall noc speakelost, Jost to me
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CHORUS

Wicich, thou know'st not how deep thou art whelmed in

woe,
Jason, or thou hadst uttered not such words.

JAsON
What now?~and is she fam to slay me too?
CHORUS
Thy sons are dead, stain by the mother's hand.
FasoN
Ah mel—~what say'st thou?~thou hast kdled me, wornan!
GHORUS
Thy children are no more: so think of them.
JAsON
How ?—slew them?  Where —withun, without, the halls?
crorvs {pointing 1o pavement bejore doors)
Open, and thou shalt sce thy children's corpses.
FasoN

Burst in the bolts with all speed, serving-men—
Force hingsi—let me see this twofold horror,—
The dead, and her,—and in her blood avenge mel
MEDEA appears above the palace roof in a charior
drawn &y drogons.

MEDEA

Why shakest thou these doors and wouldst unbar,
Secking thy dead and me who wroughs the decd?
Cease this essay. If thou wouldst aught of me,



Medea

MEDEA
A Lighe affliction count’st thou this to a wife?

JAsov
A sirttous wife —ip #hy sight naught were goed!

MEDEA
These bve no fmore: thus, this shall iy thine heart]

Jasox

They bveal mel—avengers on thine head,

MEDEY

The Godg know whe began ths misery,

Jasov

Yo, vertly, thy spipy abhorred they know,

MEDEY
Abhorred ry thou: | foyehe thy bter tongue,

Jasoy

And | thingiy e were mutya] niddance easy,

MEDES

How thend_y g, shall [ do>

~fain woulg 1 this,
Jason

Vield e my dead 1o bury ang bewail,

MEDsL
Never; ®ith thig band w1 bury them,
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MEDEA
Of their mother beloved, not of thee,
TAson
Yetshe stew ghemy
sEoEA

That thou mightest fall in the net thay
thou spreadest for me,
Jasoy
Wocs et 1 yearn with my lips 1o press
My sons® dear lips in my wretchedness,
3EDEY
Ha, now gre thou calling upon them, noy wouldst thoy
kis,

Who Tejectedst them then?
Jasow

For the Godg® sake gragy me but this,
The swee sof; flesh of my children to feely

MEDEL
s all thine appeal,
Jrsoy

how spurned Lamp.
Usuffer of yonder abhorred
s-dam?

No-wagted in ar

s t yonder prgres, m.

€ out of mine hdples:ncxs, out of my shame,
1bewyy ™y belovid, [ oo 10 record
Hgh heaven, |












THE ARGUMENT

Bietars, the patron of the stage, in despair at the decline

of the dramatic art (which had fately been deprived of its
best tragie awthors, S phocles and Eunpides), d

to decend the tfernal regions with the intention of pro-
curing the release of Tunpides. He appears accordingly,
equipped far the expedinon, wath the lion's skin and club
(in imitation of Hercules, whose success in 2 simdar ad-
wehture has encouraged him to the attempt); he stll re-
tainy, however, his nsual effeminate costume, which forms
4 contrat wath these heroic attributes.  Xanthias, his slave
(ke Silenus, the hologi d. Bacct §

of is
mounted upon an ass; but in conformity with the practice

of other humn slaves when attending their mortal masters
upon an eathly journey, he carsies a certain pole upon his
thoulder, at the ends of which the vartous packages, neces-
51y for his master’s 2ccommodation, are suspended in
oquilbno. The first scene {which, if 1t had not been the
fiest, mught perhaps have been omitted) contains a censure )
of the gross taste of the avdience (surtable 10 the characrer
of Bacchus as patron of the stage) with allusions to some
. ;‘“‘ﬂhmﬂy sival authors, who subemitted to court the ap~

e of the vulgar by mere buffoonery—The argument
betmeen Bacchus and

Kanthras, 2t the end of this scene,
Protiably containg some temporary allusion now unknowz,
bt b thvioutly, and in the first place, a humorous exempli-
fraion of the phiosophucal, verbal sophums, not, in al}




DRAMATIS PERSON/E
BACCHUS.
'ANans, Servam, of Ea::ﬁtm
ERCULES,
Criargy
Cacus,
Eukn-mm.
SSCHYL g,
Prirp,

Dgap Max,

ROSERPpy\ g SERv4xy. Map,

wo Wn.\:zN SvTLuu.
Murg,

Criorys oF Vouur;s, and
ROGS,



THE FROGS
Bucenus, Xantaus,

Xen, Master, shall 1 begin with the 4
Tha

sual jokes
t the audience always Laugh arp
Bae,

1t you please;
Any joke You please except “being overburthen'q »
—Don’t yse 1y Yet—We've yme enough before s,
Xan, Well, something else thars comcal and cleyerp
Ber, 1 forbiq SIng “overpressd ang overburthen'd
e Well, by, the drolles joke of all—p
Bz,

-
Remember
There's one thing | protest againg
Xen,
Ba, Why,

By no means
» Mullering tone, as if resensful of hard
What's the use, thep
Of my being burtheng
'm ¢

here wuh 1 these bundles,
0 be deprined of th on johes
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Foyr Famous Grer{' Playe
probability, Dew, ¢, hen, byt Which D, for the
firse time, introduccd in thens, and ywhiop traced
from g, e to ¢hy Imen of the iddle agy Xanthizy
Carrics the bungj, T e Jormay, the a¢ car;
actip op Materfay;



THE FROGS
Breenus,  Xawnms,

Xon. Master, shall § begn with 1he wsual jokes -
That the avdience always Jangh ar?
Lac,

1E vou please;
Any joke you please except “being averburthen’d™
~Don use 1t yerWe've time cnough before us.

Xan. Well, something dlsc that's comical and clever?
Bae. 1 forbd

being “overpress'd and overburthen'd.”
é’n, Well, but the drollest oke of ali—?
2.

Remember
X’nm'. one thing [ protest against—
a8,

Bae, Why, shiftng off your Joad 10 th
Fetng and complaining of the
Xev, What hen da you mezn 1o 3y,
't I'm ready to betoud ayself?
Bie. Geeremproriy), By o means
X Pt when 1ake ap emetic,
an

0% @ redlen, mullering tone, as 1f resentfid of hard
urage)

What's thar?

e other shoulder,
gripes.

that T mugt not say

of Y being bunhea'q here with all these bundles.
U¥m o e deprived of the compmon jokes
Tha Phryrachus, and Lyers, and Ameipsias
tlow the servany abways in ther comedies,
Withouy exception, when they
m

What's the use, then,

carry bundieg?
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Bac. Pray, leave them off~for those ingenious sallies
Have such an effect upon my health and spirits
That 1 fecl grown old and dull when I get home,
Xan. (ar before, or with a sor2 of kalf-mutinous whine).
It's hard for me to suffer in my limbs,
‘To be overburthend and debarr’d from joking.
Bae, Well, this is monstrous, quite, and insupportable!
Such insolence in a servant! When your master
Is going afoot and has provided you

With a beast to carry ye.
Xan. What! do 1 carry nothing?
Bae. You're carried yourself,
Xan, But 1 carry bundles, dont 17

Bze. But the beast bears all the burdens that you carry.

Xan. Not those that I carry myself~us I that carry ‘em.

Baze. You're carried yourself, I tell ye

Xan, I can't explun it,
But I feel it in my shoulders plunly enough,

Bae, Well, sf the beast don't help you, take and try;
Change places with the ass and carzy hum.

Xan, {(1n a tone of mere disguis).
Oh, deart ¥ wish T had gone for a volunteer,
And keft you to yourself. 1 wuh P had

Bae. Dismount, you rascal! Here, we're at the house
Where Hercules Ines —Holloh! there! who's within

there?
{Bacchus kicks outrageourly at the door.

Hercutes, Bacouts, Xannnas.

H:r \Vh05 there? (He has bang'd at the door, whoever

\Vuh lh: kick of a centaur.) What's the mattes, there?
Bac. (ensde). Hal Xanthus!



The Frogs s

Xon. What? .
Bae, (aside}. Did ye mind how he was Irighten'd?
Xzv, 1suppose he was aftaid you were going mad.

He, (2rde), By Joved 1 shall laugh outright; I'm ready
ta burst,
1 shall Laugh, in spite of mysclf, upon my hite,
{Herenles stafts abont, and turns aside 1o disguise
huis laghter. thir apparent shyness confirms
Bacchus in the opinton of his own ascendancy,
which ke manijests accordingly.
Bz, (urth a tone of protection).
Come hither, friend—~Whot ails ye?  Step this ‘way;
¥ want to speak ca g,
Her, (uath a good-h d, but faul end
10 supprest laughter, or to concesl 8. Suppase him, for
instanee, speaking with his hand before kis mouth).

But 1 can't help laughing,
To sce the bon’s skin with a safiron robs,

And the club with the women’s s2ndals—alogether—~
What's the meaning of it 2l Have you been abroad?
Bz, ith Cleisth

ve been abroad-~in the Fl
Her, (sharply and womeally). You fought—?
Esc. (brskly aad silily). Yes, that we did—we gain'd 2

viqery;

And we sunk the enemies’ ships—tharteen of em.
Her. “So you weht a1 last and found 1t was a dream?™
Ba. But sboard the fect, as 1 puesued my studhes,

¥ read the tragedy of Andromeda;
A'ml thent such 2 vehement paysion steuck my hean,
. Vou can't umague,

. A small one, § sy
My Lade fellows moderate hxd::;auia: ?90&
 {romieally: she irony of smboality}
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Her. Ts not lophon 2 good one?—He's ahve sure?
Bue. U he'ra good ane, be's aur only good one;
But its 2 question; Im in doubt about him.
Her. There's Sophoctes; he's older than Euripides—
1€ you go so far for *em, you'd best bring him.
Bae, Noj first I} try what lophon can do,
Without his father, Sophocles, to assist him.
~Besides, Euripides is a clever rascal
A sharp, contrising rogue that will mke a shife
To desert and steal away wath mey the other
¥ am tosyminded sou, and always was
Her. Where's Agathon®
Bae. He's gone and kefz me 100,
Regretred by hus friends; a worsthy poet—
Her. Gone! Whese, poor soul?
B, To the banquets of the bleal
’B"f’. Dut then you've Xenocles—

Yest 2 plague upon him{
Her. Pyhangelus

.

KXo, But nobody thinks of me;

Sunding o1l this while with the bundles on my shoulder.

Hem Bt fave ot you other young ingenious youths
That at¢ it to duttafk Eunpides ten times over
To the amount of a thowsand, at least, all writing

tragedy~?

Hce.. They'ee good (o aathing-~"Wacblers of the Grove"—
" Lale, feolish, flutrenng things™~poar puny wrerches,
That davedle and dangle sbout sith the tragic muse;
Trcapable of any serious meaning—

""Yh‘tr:'i ek ene heanty poet amongst them all

H'ﬁn'. 3 Bt 10 216k an adventurous vabany phrase,
o, Howe

e hearty? What do you mean by “valiant
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Bac. (the puzzle of a person who is called upon jor a defi-
nition).
Tmeana...kind ...of a...doubtful, bold expression
To talk abaut . . . “The mewless faot of Time"—
[Tragsc emphass 1n the quotaions.
And . . . “Jupster's Secret Chamber 1n the Skies'—
And about . . . A person’s soul . . . not being perjured
When . . . the tongue . . . forswears aself . . . 10 spite
of the soul,
Her. Do you hke that hind of stuff?
Bac. I'm crazy after it
Her. Why, sute, 1t's trash and rubbish—Don't you think
so?
Bec. “Men's fancres are their own—Let mine alone™—
Her. But, 1n fact, 1t seerns to me quite bad~rank nonsense.
Bac, You'll tell me next what 1 aughe o ke for supper,
Xan. But nobody thinks of me here, with the bundles.
Bac. (wuth a careless, eacy, voluble, degagé snie).
~But now to the business that T came upon—

{Upon a footing of equality~The tone of a person
who 1 dispatching business off-hand, with veads-
ness and unconcers,

{With the apparel that you sce—the same as yours)
To abtain a direction from yau to your friends,

{To apply to them—n case of anvithing~—

If anything should occur) the acquantances

That recened you there—({the time vou wem before
—Faor the business abour Cerberus}—if you'd give me
Their names and thesr directions, and communicate
Any snformation relatnne to the counry,

The roads,~the streets,—the bridges, and the brothels,
The wharfs,—~the public walks,—the public houses,
The fountans—aqueducts,~—and 1nas, and taverns,
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And lodgings—free from bugs and Beas, if possible.
1 you know any such— ,

Xav. But nobody thinks of me.

Her. Whata notion!  Youl will you risk it? are you mad?

Bx, (reaning 10 be very serious and munly).

Theseech you sty no more—no tmore of that,
Bt inform me briefly and phainly about my jouraey:
The shortest road and the mast canvenient one.

Hee. {anth a tone of easy, indolent, deliberate banter).
Wellwhich shall T tell ye first, now?~Let me see now—
There's a good convenient road by the Rope and Noose;
The Hanging Road,

Ba, Noj that’s too close and stifling,

Her, Then, therc’s an easy, fare, wellbeaten track,

E&Af You po by the Pestle and Mortae—

What, the Hemlock?

Her. To be sure—
Bx. That's much toa cold—it will never da.
They tell me it strikes a chill to the legs and feet.
Her. Should you Ike 2 speedy, rapid, downhill road?
Bae. Indeed 1 should, for Tem 2 sarry traveller.
Her. Goto the Keramucus then.
. What then?
He. Getupto the rery top of the tower.
Bar, What then?
Her. Stand there and watch when the Race of the Toreh
gins,

Asd mind when you hear the people ery “Seart! szt
Then srart at once wth em,

e Me? Sur? Where from?
t:‘ Frem the top of the tower 10 the bottom.

No,not L.
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With 3 gendle breathing scund of futes and voices,
And 2 beautiful speeading light like ours on carth,
And myntle ghdes and happy quires among,

Of wonien aad rren with rapid applause and misth,

Ba. And who are alt thase folks?

Her, The initiated.

Xua, {gicer indications of restiweness, ar if ready o throw

doun his bundles), -
§ won't sand here like 2 mule in a procession
Any Jonger, with these packages and bundles.

Her, (hanily, in a coend hiorry, as when you shake & men by
the kand, and thove him out of the room, end give him
yout kest nashes and advrice all at once).

They tell you everything you want to kaow,
For they're estsblished close npon the road,

By the corner of Pluto’s house—sa farc you well;
Farenell, my Lude fellow,

B, (pezriehly). T wish you better.

{10 Xazthizs) You, sirrah, take your buadles up again.

Xas, Whay, before ] put them down?
x.

{Ex,

2 Yes! now, this moment.

Xen. Nah' don't innst; there's plenty of people going
As corpies wuth the conyenjence of 3 corriage;
Teny'dtake it for 2 erile gladly cnaugh.

1)2:::. But f we meer with nobody?
¢,

Then I toke 'em.
B.;, Come, come, that's fairly spoken, and in good time:
o¢ there they're carrying a corpse out (o be buried.
{4 fancral, woth 2 korpre on an open bier, erores
the stage.
?J{rﬂoh! you thete~you Deadman—can’s you hear?
o
14

1 N
mwy’w take any bundles to hell with ye, my good
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With all oy heart—Step in there.

'S Have a care}

Tike ca Charonl-—Charon, have a carel
e ool [Bacchus gets into the boat,

Conse, Xanthias, come!

Ch, 1 take no slaves aboard

Escept they've volunteer'd for the paval victory.

Xen, 1could not—I was suffering with sore cyes.

Cher, You must trudge away then, round by the end of
the lake there,

X1, And wheresbouts shall ¥ wan?

Char, At the Stone of Repensanct,
By the Stough of Despond beyond the Tribulations;
You understand me?®
Xen, Yes, T understand yous
A tucky, promising dutection, truly.
Char. (to Bac). St down at the oae—Come quick, it
there's more carning!
{To Bae. aguen) Holloh! what's that you're doing?
{Bacchus 4 seated n ¢ buffoonish atntude on the
. nde of the boar where the oar was fastened.
8

What you told me.
T stung at the oar.
Chr,

Sie there, I tell you,
You Fargurs; hat’s yaur place.

B3z, (chanpes hus place). Well, so 1 do.

Chz, Now tly your hands and arms,

Bax. {makes 2 nily mohon uath has armsy. Well, 50 1 do

Chr. You'd best leave off yours fooling. Take to the car,
And pull anay.

Ese. But how shall 1 contrive?

Vst never served o0 board—I'm only a landsman;
Tra qute unused o yme
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—Have ):nu nothing else to say?
'Brrkt(t(a-koar-kou" all day!
Bz Wevea right,
We've 2 right;
And we craak at ye for spite.
We've 2 nghe,
We've a nghe;
Day and night,
Day and mght;
Night and day,
Still to Creak and
and every Grace
and approve of the eroaking race;
© egregous guttural notes
That are Rargled and warbled in
In reproot
Of your seorn
Mighry Pan
Nods his horn;
ung ume
To the thyme
With hus hoof,
With g hoof,
Persisting i oyr plan,
Ve proceed ay we began,
Brekehekey brthkcku.
Ronax, honax,
Bie. O, the Frogs, en
Fveablier op
Hold your tongues, you tunefy| creaturey,
Cease wyhy ¥

our profane entreaties
Allin vain o SVET striving:

© 1 352inst our nature

25

eroak away,
Phabys

Admige
A

theie Iyrical throats,

nsume and rot e,
my bottom,
Froge,
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B,  1disdsin~(Hang the painl)
Al your nonsenst, noise, and trash,
Oh, my blister! Qh, my sprain}
Frogr. Bredekekexkaax-koax.
Friends and Frogs, we must display
All our powers of voice today;
Sufler not this stranger herey
With fasudsous forergn ear,
“To confound us and abash.
Brekehehex-koax-hoax.
Well, my spint 15 not broke,
1 it's only for the joke,
Y ondo you with a croak.
Hee i goes—(rery loud) “Roax-koax.”
Frogs, Now for a glonous ereaking crash, [Stll louder~
Brekehehes-koax-hoax,
Bac. {splashing wnth hes oar).
U dsperse you with a splash,
Frope, Brehelekex-hoax-hoax.
Ba. 11l subdue
Your rebellious, naisy crew—~
~Have amongst you there, slapdash.

[Strikes at them.
Fropr. Beekelckex hoax-hoax.
We defy your car and you.
Char. Hold! We're ashore just—shuft your oar. Get out,

~Now pay for your fare.
Bae. There—there at 1—the twopence,
Cranx returnr, Buxues, finding Aemeelf alome and 5n
srrange place, begins to call aut.

Bz, Hoh, Xanthunt Xanthias, ¥ sayl Where's Xanghi
Xon. bt sy cre’s Nanthiag?

Bee,



Bee,
Frogs.

Frogs.

Four Far’noux Greek Plays

With the vernal heat reviving,
Our acquatic crew repair
From their periodic sleep,
In the dark and chilly deep,
Ta the cheerful upper air; '
Then we frolic here and there
All amidst the meadows fair;
Shady plants of asphodel,
Are the lodges where we diwell;
Chaunting in the leafy bowers
All the biveleng summer hours,
Till the sudden gusty showers
Send us headlong, helter, skelter,
To the pool to seek for shelter;
Meagre, eager, leaping, lunging,
From the sedgy wharfage plunging
To the tranquil depth below,
There we muster all a-raws
Where, secure from toil and trouble,
With a wneful hubble-bubble,
Our symphonious accents flow,
BreKekekex-koax-koax.
1 forbid you to procecd.
That would be severe sndeed;
Arbitrary, bold, and rash—
Brekekekex-kaax-koax.

_Y command you to desist—

—Oh, my back, therc! oh, my wrist!
What a twist!

What a sprainf

Once again—~

We rencw the tuneful strain,
Brckekekex-koax-kear.
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Xan. But now she's turned to 2 masiiff all of 2 sudden.

Bse, I's the Weird hag! the Vampyrel

Xsa. (ccllectedly). Like enough.
She's all of a blaze of fire abont the mouth.

Bee, (uith great trepidation).
s she got the brazen foor?

X, (with eool despair). Yes, there it is—
By Jovel-and the cloven hoaf to the other leg,
Digtinet enough—that's shel

Bx,

Xev. And L, too?

{Baechus runs to the front of the stage, where there

#01 a geat of hanaur appropruated ta the pricst of
Bacehus,

Bue what shall I do?

Bx, Save me, Priest, protect and save me,
“That we may drink and be jolly together hereafter.
4};:‘ We're sun'd, Master Hereules,

Don't call me so, I bege
Dony mention my name, good friend, upon any acenunt,
K29, Well, Baectres, thenl
Lse ‘That's worsc, ten thousand times.
{Bscchus vemaims hiding his fece before the seas o}
the prieit—tn the meantime affaies take a more
frvowratle qurn.
Xon (eheerfully). Come, maser, move along~Come,
come ths way
Tse {urthous looking round).
Whar's happened?
Xes Why we're prasperous and victorious:
The stoem of €2ar 2nd danger has subsided,
Ant fas the actor wid the oher day)
“Ha1 only 11t 3 geole guralm behind”
The Vampyre's vanih'd,
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Bac, Come here,
Xan, I'm ghyg 0 sen You, magter,
Ba, . Wha thay before us there
an,
B,

The mire ap4 darknegs,
You see oo Villung and the Perjurerg
That pe told ys of;
Xan, Yes, plan Chough, dop’, you?
:2%% Aht now | see rhcm, ind, ) Quite phm~and now
too

X “rmng 1o the udience,
‘Vcll, whap shajy we do nexe?
Xon,

Was haup,,
Bae,

move forward:
For here's

tnform'g us

Oh, onfounq himt
He Pour'd onq talkg 5, ndo, de c
fom ‘eneyrjp, e's am, Ingly oncereq
nd Jealoys T people, i Hercyleg
¢ reckony 1 Should a1 b and, face
(Since Ive ¢, 1€ 50 far), 1 shouly father Jjf,
© Meet vy, M advenpyp. 0me shape,
Xan, By Joves a thiny Ih a king of 3 Noise,
€. Wheres wherep

Xan, Thcre, Just behyng us,
DBee, Go behing, then,
a2, Thcrc!\it': before us non'~ThercI
Bar, Go bc[orc, then,
Xan, AR noyw I see t—g Monstroys beagy tndeedy
Bze, Whay kind» P
t Xan, dreadpy; k:nzl~all hinds 4 onc,
It change, and ¢r, sforms iself aboye
To 2 mule OX,—ang now ¢ 5 bc;.uu[ul Creatyy,
A Woman|
e,
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5. B now she's rurned to 2 mysif all of 2 sudden,
r. Is e Weird hag! the Vampyrel

v, {eellceedh). Like enough.
She's alt of 2 blaze of fire about the mouth,

w. {xith grect eepidasian).

Has ske g the brazen foot? -

xx. (with coof despair). Yes, there it {s—

By Jove'—and the closen hoof to the cther leg,
Disiner enough-—that's shel

= But wha shall | da?
(. And 1. too?

§{Bacehus runs to ke fromt of 1he st3ge, where there
wr @ ezt of honoar approfristed 10 the prizet of
Bucckss,

Bar, Save me, Prisst, prowset 2nd save me,
That we raay drnk and be jolly together hereafter.
Xz, We're min'd, Master Herenles,
R, Don't call me s, L hege
Do mention my namz, good friend, upon any account.
Xex. Well, Bueaies, then?
B, Thar's worse, ten thousand times,
{Baxckus remarns hrding Kus fove before she 3eat of
she priesi~n the meastme affaes take @ more
Jaronradle purn.
e, (eher-futty). Conos, moster, mave slong—-Come,
teme this way,
B, lanthous boking roxnd).
What's bappened?
Xex, Why we'rt prosperous and wicsorious:
"The storm cof faar and danger has subsided,
And (as the actor 553 the other day)
“¥as only hit a pentle quale behind*
“The Varapyre's vapidvd,
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Xon. But now she's turned fo a mastiff all of 2 sudden.
Bse, It's the Weird hag! the Vampyre! .
Kan {colectedly). Like enough.
She's afl of a blaze of fire about the mouth.
Bue. (with great trepidation).
Hlas she got the brazen foot? -
Xen, {with coal despair). Yes, there it is—
By Jore!—and the cloven hoof ta the other leg,
Distinet enough—that's she!
Bar. But what shall I do?
Xen. And 1, too?

{Bacchus runs to the front of the stage, where there
was a seat of honour appropriated 10 the priest of
Bacehus.

B, Save me, Priest, prorect and save me,
Thst we may dnnk and be jolly together hereafter.

Xan, We're ruin'd, Master Hercnles.

Ba, Don't call me sa, T beg.,
Derit mention my name, goad friend, upon any account

Xan. WWell, Bacenvs, then!

Bar, That's worse, ten thousand fimes.

{Bacchus vemams hiding bus foce before the seat of

the priest~n the meantime affars take @ more
favourable turn
Xen. (cheerfully). Come, mastes, move along—~Come,
come this way.
Baz, {wsthout Jookimg ronnd),
What's happened?
Xan,

Why we're prosperous and victorious:
The storm of fear and danger has subsided,
t‘\m! {25 the actor sud the other day)
Has only Yeft 2 gentle gualm behind?
The Vampyre's vanighd,
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Bac. Has she? upon your cath?
Xan. By Jovel she has.

Ber. No. swear again.

Xan, By Jovel
Bar. 1s she, by Jupuer?

Xan. By Jupiter!

Bac, Oh dear; what a fright I was jn with the very sight
of her:
It turn'd me sick and pale—but see, the priest hese!
He has colour'd up quite with the same alarm.
~What has brought me ta this pass?~It must be Jupiter
With his "Chamber in the Skies," and the “Foot of Time.”
{A flute sounds. Bacchus remains absorbed ond
inattentive 10 the objeets cbout kim.
Xan. Holloh, you!

Bac, What?
Xan. Why, did you not hear?
Bae, Why, what?

Xan. 'The sound of 3 flute.
Bae. {recollecsing himself). Indeed! And there's a smell
too;
A pretty mystical ceremanions smell
Of torches. We'll watch here, and keep quute quict,

Cronus or Voraniss, Bacarus.  Xawninas,
Curiogus—Shouting and Simping.
Tacchus! Iarchus! Hal
Tacchus! lacchus! Hot
Xan, There, Master, theee they are, the mutiated;
Al sporung about as he told us we should find em.
They'se singing in praise of Bacchus like Disgoras,
Boc. Indeed, and so they are; but we'll keep quies
Till we make them pit 3 Jittle mare distinetly.
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Cuoxvs.—Sang.

Mighty Bacchus! Holy Power}
ither at the wonged hour
Come away,
me away,
With the Wanton holxday,
Where the revel uproar leads
To the mystic holy meads,
Where the frolic votarres fly,
With 5 tipsy shout and cry;
: Flourishing the Thyrsus high,
Flinging forth, alery ang awry,
0 the sacred old vagary,
¢ tumultios dance and song,
Sacred from the vulgar throng;
Mystic orgics, that are known
o the votarjes alone—
© the mysyc chorus solely—
Scu:t-unrcvf::l'd-md holy.
XQ;.}‘ Oh glorioys virgm, daugheer of the goddess!

2 3 scent of roasted griskin reach'd my senses,
‘%, Keep Quiet—and 1y
haslets,

There they fagp, Upon the sighy,
All the pii 1 blazipg brighe,
Tush'd 3ng overflown

31

tch for o chance of 5 Prece of the
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and 2dmonish—ye warn them thrice,
To conform to the lay,
To retire and wilhdmw;

While the Chorus 2530 with the formal sapy
(Fixt ang assign'd o the festive day)

Move 1o the measure and march away,

SE.\nCHDRL’S.

Marcht march} leag forth,
d forth manfully,
March order alj;
Buxdmg, hus(lmg. justling,
As it may bcfall;
* Flocking, shouting, l:xughing,
M’ocking. flouttng, Quaffing,
One and all;
All haye had 5 belly-fu
of breakfag brave and pknuful;
erefore
Evermore
With your Ices and oy bodies
Jess,

Serve the godd,
C

Songs of Praise;
She shall gy, the country gy,
And sqye 't 2gamst 1he traroy’s willy
she says *

S:mcuoxus.

Now fe S raise, jn a dnﬂ'n-enx Strain,
The prajse of the 8oddesy 1, Biver of Brains
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Behold thy faithful quire
n piiful artire;

A} overworn and ragged,

This jerkin old and jagged,

Thess buskins torn and burst,
Though sufferers in the fray.

* May serve us at the worst

To sport throughout the day;

And there within the shades,

Uspy some lovely maids;

With whom we romp'd and revelld,

Dusmantled and dishevell'd;

With their bosomns open,

With whom we might be coping.

Well, T was always hearty,

Disposed to murth and ease,

T'm ready to yoin the party.

Bar, (urth a tane of imbecilty, bike Sir Andrew Agues

cheek's "Yes, and I 00" Ay or { cisher™).
And Twall, € you please.

Bacertus (10 the Crorus).
Prthee, my good fellows,
Would you please to tell us
‘Which 1s Pluto’s door,

Ym an utter stranger,
Naever here before,

Cuorus.

Friend, you're out of danger,
You need not seek « fa5

There it stands befare ¥&
Before ye, where you are,
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Imploring her favour
With other behaviour,
In measures more sober, submissive, and graven,

Sesrcrorus.

Ceres, holy patraness,
Condescend to mark and bless
With benevolent regard,

Both the Chorus and the Bard;
Grane them for the present day
Many things to sing and 53y,
Foflies intermix'd with sense;
Folly, but without offence.
Grant them with the present play
To bear the prize of verse away.

Sreauertorus,

Now eall again, and with a different measure,
The power of murth and pleasure:

‘The flond, active Bacchus, bright and gay,
To journey forth and join us on the way.

Seacrionus,

O Bacchus, attend! the customary patron
Of every hvely lay;
Go forth without delay
Thy wonted annual way,
To mect the ceremontous holy matron:
Her grave procession gracing,
Thine airy footsteps tracing
With unlaborious, light, celesual motion;
And here at thy devotion



The Frogs
Pebeld thy Erichiel quire
In pitifol attire;
All overworn 2ad ragged,
This jerkin old 20d jagged,
“These buskins tora 20d burst,
“Though sufferers in the fray.
May serve us at the worst
To sport throughout the day;
And there within the shades,
1 spy some fovely maids;
With whom swe romp'd and revell'd,
Dismantled and dishevell'ds
With their bosoms open,
With whom we might be coping.
Welt, T was always hearty,
Disposed to muth and ease,
I ready to join the party.
Bz, (unth a tone of imbecility, fike Sir Andrew Ague.
cheek’s Yes, and I taa"—~* dy ot I cither™).
And 1 will, if you please.

E:s)

Xon,

Bucerus (ro she Crozus).
Pesthee, my good fellows,
Waould you please to tell us

Which 15 Pluto’s doar,
Ym an utter stranger,
Never here before.
Cronus.
Frieod, you're aut of danger,
You need not scek it fary
There t wands before ye,
Before ye, where you are.
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Imploring her favour
With ether behaviour,
In measures more sober, submissive, and graven

SemicHoORUS.

Ceres, holy patroness,
Condescend to mark and bless
With benevolent regard,

Both the Chorus and the Bard;
Grant them for the present day
Many things to sing and say,
Follies intermix’d wuh sense;
Folly, but without offence.

Grant them with the present play
To bear the prize of verse away.

Sevicnonvs.

Now call again, and with a different measure,
The power of murth and pleasure;

The florid, active Bacchus, bright and gay,
To yourney forth and yorn us on the way,

Sesuciorrs.

O Bacchus, antend! the customary patron
Of every Inely hay;
Ga farth without delay
Thy wonted annual way,
To mect the ceremonious holy matson:
Her prave procession gracing,
‘Thine airy footsteps tracing
With unlaborious, light, celestial motion;
And here at thy devouon
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Behold thy faithful quire
In piful antire;
Al overworn and ragged,
“This jerldn old and jagged,
“These buskwns torn and burst,
Though sufferers in the fray,
May sere us at the worst
To sport throughout the day;
And there within the shades,
1 spy some lovely maids;
With whom we romp'd and revell'd,
Dismantled and dishevell'd;
Wath thes bosoms open,
With whom we might be coping.
K. Well, T was atways hearty,
Disposed to purth and ease,
I'm ready to join the party.
Bac, (with o tone of 1mbecility, like Sir Andrew Ague.
cheek's “Ves, and I to0”™~* Ay or I either”).
And I will, of you please.

Bacertus (to zkhe Crorus).
Prithee, my good fellows,
Would you please to tell us

Whch 15 Pluto’s door,
Tm an utter stranger,
Never here before,

Cronus,
Friend, you're out of danger,
ou need not seek 1t far;

"There 1t stands before ye,
Before ye, where you are.
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Imploring her favour -
With other behaviour,
In measures more sober, submissive, and grava

Sensienorus,

Ceres, holy patroness,
Condescend to mark and bless
With benevolent regard,

Both the Chorus and the Bard;
Grant them for the presenr day
Many things to sing and say,
Follies mtermix’d with sense;
Fally, but without offence.

Grant them with the present play
To bear the pnize of verse away,

Sesticuorus.

Now call again, and with 2 different measure,
The power of murth and pleasure;

The florid, active Bacchus, brighe and gay,
To journey forth and join us on the way.

Searicaorvs.

© Bacchus, attend! the customary patron
Of every Inely fay;
Go fonth without delay
Thy wonted annual way,
To mect the ceremomous holy matron:
Her grave procession gracing,
Thine airy foatsteps tracing
tWith unbborious, Iight, celestal mation;
And here at thy devouon
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Bow do the native inhabitats knock at doors?
Ko, Pab; don't stand foobng theres but smite it scarly,
Wuk the very spirit and air of Hercules.
Ba. Holloht

Eaens (from within, with the voice of a royal and infernal
porter).

Whe's there?
B {with a forced vaice), “Tis I, the valiant Heecules)
Hocus, {coming out.
Thou brutal, abominable, detestable,
Vi, villsinows, ink P Srel}
~How duest thou, villain as thou wert, to seize
Our watch-dog, Cerberus, whora 1 kept and tended
Hurryng him off, haff-sirangled in your grasp?
~But now, be sure we have you safe and fast,
Missteant and villunt—Thee, the Stygian diffs,
Wah stern adamantioe dorance, and the racks
Of imaceessible Acheron, red with gore,
Enviton and beleaguer; and the watch,
And swily pursuit of the hideous hounds of hell;
And the horesble Hydes, with bee huasdeed heads,
Whose futious ravening fange shall tend and tear thee;
Wrenctung thy witals forth, with the heart and midrif;
While inexpressible Tactesian monsters,
And grim Tthrasan Gorgons toss and seatter
With dattering claws, thine intertwined intestines.
Ta them, with instant sutmons, 1 repair,
Moving in hasty mareh wits steps of speed,

{Bacur departs with g tremendons tragica) exir,
ond Bacehus falls to the
Xan. Holloh, youl Whav's the

ground in a fright,
matter there—}
e o
Pve had an accdent, h deas,
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Bac. Take up your bundles, Xanthias,
Xan. Hang alf bundles;
A bundle has no end, and these have none.
[Excunt Bazchus and Xanthias,

Seaucnionus,

Now we go to dance and sing
In the consecrated shades;
Round the secrer holy ring,
With the matrons and the maids,
‘Thither I must haste to bring
‘The mysterious early light;
Which must witness every rite
Of the joyous happy night,

Seassctionvs.

Let us hasten—~let us fly—

Where the lovely meadows fie;
Where the Iining watess flow;
Where the roses bloom and blow,

—Hers of Immortahity,

Segregated, safe and pure,

Easy, sorrowless, secure;

Since our earthly course is run,

We behold a brighter sun.

Holy lives—a holy vow—

Such rewards await them now.

Scene. The Gase of Phuso's Palace,
Enter Beoostus and Xawmines,

Bae. (going up to the door with cornderatle Aentznon).
Well, how must I knock at the door now?  Can't ye tell

me?
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How do the native inhabitanes knock at doors?
Ran, Psh; don’t stand foohng theres but smite it smartly,
With the very spiric and air of Hercules,
Bze, Holioh! N
Hacus (from wirhin, with the voice of a royal and nfernal
porter).
Who's there?
B, (with a jorced voice). 'Tis 1, the vatiant Hercules!
Eacus, (goming out),
Thou brotal, abominable, dexestable,
Vile, villzi s P
~How durst thou, villain as then wert, to seize
Our watch-dog, Cerberus, whom 1 kept and tended
Hurrying him off, half-strangled in your grasp?
—But pow, be sure we have you safe 2nd fas,
Miscreant and villaint—Thee, the Stygian cliffs,
With stetn adamantine durance, and the rocks
Of inaccessible Acheron, red with gore,
Environ and beleaguer; and the waich,
And sverfe gueesui af the hideaus hounds of helly
And the hareible Hydra, with her hundred heads,
Whose furious ravening fangs shall rend and tear thee;
Weenching thy vitals forth, with the heart and midriff;
While nexpressible Tartesian monsters,
And grim Tithrastan Gorgons toss and scatter
With clattering claws, thine intertwined intestines.
To them, with instant summons, 1 Tepair,
Moving 1n hasty march with steps of speed,
V/Eacus departs with a tremendons tragical exiy,
ond Bacchus falls to the ground in o fright.
Xan., Viotloh, yoo! What's the matter therew? =~

l‘.vz had an accident. Oh dear,

n
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Kan, Poh! poh! jump upl
Come! you ridiculous simpleton!t don't lie there,

The people wall see you.

Bac. Indeed ¥'m sick ot heary; fahd

(Here a fere hines are omseed.)

Xer. Was there ever in heaven or carth such & coward?

Bac. Me?
A coward! Did not | show mv presence of mind—
And call for a sponge and water 1n a moment?
Would a coward have done that?

Xon. What ehse wauld he do?

Bae. He'd have lan there sunhing bhe a nasty soward;
But jumpd up at ance, bke a tusty weestler,

And look'd about, and wiped myself, withal.

Xan, Most manfully done!

Bac. By Jove, and [ thank it way
But tell me, wer'n't vou fnghten'd waeh thar speech?
—Such horrible expresnionst

Xan. {coolly, but wnth conserons and sntentional coolness).

No, not [
1 took no notice—

Bar. Werl, 1l sell you whar,
Since your're such a salantspmrcd hind of fellow,
Do you be Me—~with the club and the hon-sken,
Now you're m this courageous tempet of mund;
And Yl go tale mvy urn and carry the bundler

Xan. Well—gne us bold—1 must humaur you, forsooth;
ke haste (e changer hue dress), and now behold the

Nanthian Hereules,
And mind of 1 don't displyv mare heart and tpurat.
For, Indeed, and you fook the character, completely,
ike that herowe Mehiensian hangdog—
ame. now for my bundles. 1 mus mind my bundles.
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Bacenus.

How ridiculous and strange; '
What 2 monstrous proposition,
That [ should condescend to change
My dsess, my name, 20d my condition,
T'o follow Kanthias, and behave
Like 2 morul and 2 slave;
To be st to watch the door
While he wallow'd with bis whore,
‘Tumbling on 2 purple bed;
While 1 waited with submussion,
To receive s broken head;
Or be kick'd upon suspicion
OF impertinence and peeping
At the joys that he was reaping.

Enter Two Wostew, Sutlers or Keepers of an Eating House:
1 Woman. What, Platana! Goody Platanal there! that'

he,
The fellow that robs and cheats poor victualters:
That came 10 aur house and eat those nineteen loaves.
114 Woman. Ay, sute enough that's he, the very man.

Xan. {tauntingly to Bacchusy, ‘There's mischief in the
wind for somebody!

v

ut Woman~~And a dozen and a half of cutlets and fried
chops,

xm a peany halfpenny 2 piece—
(an, (sigmficantly). “There are pans and i
Impending— pans and penalies ‘

1 Woman—~And 2l the garhe: such i
As he swallowed~ & pncy

Boc, (delwere this speech with Hereulean dignity, after his
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Heon. (relapsing at once into his patural air),
Why, sure? do you mean to tzke the things away
That you gave me yourself of your own accord this in-
stant?
DBac. 1 never mean a thing; 1 do it at once.
Let go of the lion's skin directly, I tell you.
Xan, (resigning his heroical insignia with a tragicsd oir
and tone),
To you, just Gods, I make my last appeal,
Bear witness}
Bae, What! the Gods?—~do you think they mind you?
How could you take it in your head, I wonder;
Such a foolish fancy for a fellow like you,
A mortal and a slave, to pass for Hercules?
Xan. There. Take them~—There—you may have them—
but, please God,
You may come to want my help some ime or other.
Cuorvs.
Dexterous and wily wits,
Find their own advantage ever;
For the wind where'er it sits,
Leaves a berth secure and clever
To the ready navigator;
“That foresees and knows the nature,
Of the wind can turn and shift
‘To the sheltered easy sides
*Tis a practice proved and tried,
Not to wear a formal face;
Fixt in attitude and place,
Like an image on its base;
*Tu the custom of the seas,
Which, as all the world agrees,
Juatifies Theramenes.
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That have eaten up my substance, and devoured me.

Bac, And 1 could toss you into the public pit
With the malefactors’ carcasses; that T could,

With pleasure and satisfaction; that T conld,

12 Woman, And I should fike to rip that gullet out
Wi a veaping hook that swallowed all my tripe,

Ao Yiver and lights~but 11} feteh Cleon here,
And he shall summon him. He shall settle him,
And have it out of him rhus very day.
[Exeunt 152 and 2nd Woman.

Bac, {in o presended solioguy).

1ove poor Xanthias dearly, that 1 da;
Twish Emight be hanged else.

Xan. Yes, 1 know—
1 know your meanng—No; no more of thay,
Twon't act Hereules—
ac, Now pray don't sy so,

My Lide Xanthias.
on, How shonld 1 be Hercules?
A moral and a shave, a feltow Wke me?—

Bze, Yknaw you're angry, and you'ee 2 tight to be angry;
And if you beat me for it I'd not complain
But of ever T strip you agam, from this time forward,

1 wish { may be utterly confounded,
With my wafe, my children, and my family,
And the blearcyed Archedemus into the bargain.
Xen. Lagree then, on tht cath, and those conditions,
[Xambas equips hemsclf with the club and lion't
skon, ond Bazchuy vesumes hir bundler,

Crowws (eddressing Xantonas).

Now that you revive and flourish
Tn your old actire agais,
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fashion; having hisherto remaned silent upon the 1ame
principle).
Woman, you're beside yourselfy
You talk you know not what—
2nd Woman, Ne, nol you rechoned
1 should not know you agmin with them there busking
152 Woman~Good lackl and there was alf that fish besides.
Indeed—with the pickle, and ali—and the good green
cheese
That he garged at once, with the sind, and the ruth.
baskets;
And then, when T caffed for payment, he looked fierce,
And stared at me in the face, and grinned, and roared—~
Xan. Just hke lam! That's the way wherever he goes.
tr Woman—And snstched tus sword out, and behaved
hike mad.
Xan. Poor souls! you suffered sadlyt
158 Woman. Yes, indeed;
And then we both ran off wuh the fright and terroe,
And scrambled into the loft beneath the roof;
And he tood up two rups and stole them off,
Xan. Just hhe hum sgun—but something must be done.
Go call me Cleon, he's my advocate.
end Woman. And Hyperbotus, if you meet fum send him
here.
He's mine; and well demoluh him, | warrant.
tit Woman (goingp clote up to Bacchus in the true terma-
gant atntude of vape and defiance, wuk the orme
akirmbo, ond o neck and chin thrust out).
How 1 should hike to strike thone ugly testh out
With 2 good big stone, you savenous greedy vithin!
You gmmoduing villain! that 1 should—
Yes, that 1 shoudd; your wicked ugly fangs
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That bive eaten up my substance, and devoured me.
Bae. And T could toss you into the public pit
With the malefactors’ carcasees; that 1 could,
Vith pleasure and satisfaction; that 1 could.
15 Woman. And § shonld like to sip that galler ot
With 2 reaping hook that swallowed alf my tripe,
And Tiver and lights~but Il fexch Cleon here,
And he shall summon him. He shall scatle him,
And have it out of him this very day.
[Ezeunt 11t and 2nd Woman,
Bae, (11 2 presended sobiloguy).
Vlove poor Kanthjas dearly, that 1 do;
1 wish 1 might be hanged else.
Xon. Yes, ¥ know—
1 know your meaning—No; no more of that,
1 won't 2ct Hereules—
4. Now pray don't say so,
My lietle Xanthias,
Xan, How should 1 be Hercules?
A mactal and a dlave, 3 fellow Lke me?—
Bar. Lknow you're angry, and yon've a right to be angry;
And f you beat me for it I'd not complan;
But if eves 1 strip you again, from this ume forward,
1 wish I may be unerly confounded,
With my wafe, my children, and my family,
And the bleareyed Archedemus into the bargain.
Xun. 1agree then, on that cath, and those conditions.
{Xanthias equips himuclj with the club and lion's
skin, and Bacchus recumes kis busndles.

Cuons {eddressing Foovmmas),

How that you revive and fourish
1a your old actire again,
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faskion; having hitherto remained silent upon the some
principle).
Woman, you're beside yourself;
You talk you know not what—
and Woman, No, nol you reckoned
1 should not know you again with them there buskins.
152 Woman~Good lack! and there was all that fish besides.
Indecd—with the pickle, and all-and the good grees
cheese
That he gorged at once, with the rind, and the sush-
baskets;
And then, when 1 ealled for payment, he looked fieree,
And stared at me in the face, and grinned, and roared—
Xan, Just bke lum! ‘That's the way wherever he goes.
198 Woman~And snatched his sword out, and behaved
like mad.
Xon. Poor souls! you suffered sadly!
352 Woman. Yes, indeed;
And then we both ran off with the fright and terror,
And scrambled into the loft beneath the roof;
And he ok up two rugs and stole them ofl.
Xon. Just hke lum again—~but something must be done.
Go call me Cleon, he's my advocate.
#nd Woman. And Hyperbolus, if you meet fum send lum
here.
He's mine; and we'll demolish him, I warrant.
ant Worman {going close up to Becchus wn the truc terma-
gpant atttude of rage and defance, wuth the arms
akimbao, and a neck and chen thrus ous).
How | should Like to strike those ugly tecth out
With 2 good big stone, you ravenous greedy villain!
You gorroandising villain! thar I should—
Yes, that 1 should; your wicked ugly fangs
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Eaces enters agein as a vulgar executioner of the law, swith
suitable undersirappers in atendance.

Ezcus. Arrest me there that fellow that stole the dog.
Therel~Pinion himi~Quick! .
Bue. (tauntingly to Xanthias). There's somebody in 2
wrape.
Xan. {in a menacing attitude). Keep off, and be hangtd:
Kacus, Oh, hoh! do you mean to fight for it?
Hesel Pardokas, and Skeblas, and the rest of ye, .
Make up to the rogue, and settle him. Come, be qulcl.(.
[4 scuffle ensues, n whick Xanthias succeeds in
obhiging Hacuis runners to keep their distance.
Bac. {moruified at Xanthials prowess).
Well, 15 nat this quite monerous and outrageous,
To steal the dog, and then to make an assault
In jugtification of 1z,
Xen. { phantly and ieally). Quite geous!
Encus (gravely, and dissembling his mortification).
An aggravated casel
Xew. {unth candour and gallantry). Well, now—by Jupiter,
May I die; bur I never saw this place before—
Nor ever stole the amount of a farthing from you:
Nor 3 harr of your dog's tal~But you shall see now,
T2 seaide all ths business nobly and fairly.
~This slave of mine~you may take and torture him;
And sf you make out anythung againg me,
You may take and put me to death for aught I care,
Zacus (1n an obliging tone, softencd into deference and
anlity by the liberahty of Xenthiads proposaly.
But which way would you please 1o have him rortured?
Xan, {unth o 3 ty spirst of 2ation).

0 your own way--with , .. the lath—with
and srews,

4
oo knats
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You must rouse afresh and nourith
"Thoughts of an heroic strain;
That exalt and raise the figure,
And asstme a fire and vigoury
And an attitude and air
Suited to the garb you wear;
With a brow severely bent,
Like the god you represent.
But beware,
Have a care!
If you blunder, or betray
Any weakness any way;
Weakness of the heart or brain,
We shall see you ance agamn
Trudging in the former track,
With the bundles at your back.

Hanritsas (mn reply to the Cuorus).

Friends, I thank you for your care;

Your advice was good and fur;

Corresponding in its tone

With reflections of my own.

—Though 1 clearly comprehend

All the upshot and the end

(That sf any good comes of u,

Any pleasure any profit—

He, my master, wifl recede

From the terms that were agreed),

You shall see me, notwthsanding,
* Stern, inteeprd, and commanding.

Now's the ume;  For there's a noise!

Now for figure, fook, and vorce!
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Eacus (1o Xanshins swith rwarmth and cordiality).
;(;, y(o’u‘m a worthy gentleman TR be bound for't; N
You're all for the truth and the prook. Come--Steip there
both o ye, .
Xen, But how can ye put us to the question faly,
Upon equal terms? .
Eoeut (in the tone of @ person progosnng @ conveniens,
agrezable arvangement). O, easily enough,
Conveniently entugh~—a lash 2 pires,
Exrh in yaue tarn you can have ‘em one by one.
Xan. That's sight, (Putting kemsel] in on attitnde to re-

ccie the How) Now mind ¥ ye see me finch or
merve,

Eacus (striking Xanthiad). Yve suock you
Xan, Noby Zeus! 1 never fele e,

Ascur, Well then Tl beat this other fellow., (Striking
Batchus)

B, When?
Axu¢ Tie struck already.
Bae And 1 didn't even smoezed
Eacus. No apswer these, T try the other again, {Stvik-
g Xaavhrar )
Xan. Won't you ever stop? Oh, woe!
Kacwr. What) Woe?
Were you hure then?
Xan, o, by Zeus, 1 war aaly tuakiag
Of my {east of Hereules sn Diomnea.
Zorur. Holy man. {must go bazk wo the other one 2gain,
Bac. Bod Yol
KLacus, What's tat?
Bar. § saw some horsemen,

Kacer, Bur what are you weeping for?
Bet. Um vnelhing omons,
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With . . . the common usual customary tortures.
With the rack~—with . . , the watertorture—~anyway—~
With fire and vinegar—all sorts of ways.
{After a very slight pause) Therc’s only one thing 1
should warn you of:
1 must not have lim treated hke a child,
To be whept with feanel, or with lettuce kaves.
Bacus,  That's fair—and if so be ... he's maim'd or
‘ crippled
Inn any respect—the valy shall be paid you.
Xan. Oh no'—by no means! not te mel—by no means!
You mux not mention wti—Take him to the torture,
Aacus. Tt had better be here, and under your own cye.
(To Bacchus) Come you—put down your bundles and
make readv,
And mind—Let me hear no hes
Bae. © I tell you what:
T'd adwvise people not to torture me;
1 give you notice~I'm a deuy.
So mind now—youll have nobady ta blame
But your own self—
AEacus. What's that you're saying there?
Bae, Why that I'm Bacchus, Jupiter's own son:
That fellow there's a sdave. [Pornting to Xanthas,
Lacus {to Xantheas). Do ye heas?
Xan. 1 hear him~—
A reason the more to give him a good beating:
1f he's immeortal hie need never mund it
Bae. Why should not you be beat as well as | then,
¥ you're immortal, as you say you are?
Xon. Agreed—and him, the first that you see finclung,
Or seeming to mund 1t at all, you may set hum down
For an impaster and no real deity.
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—Full of genius, taste, and fire,
Jealous pride, and eritic ire~
Clegphan among the rest

(Like the swallow from her nest,
A Eamilizr foreign bird),

Chatters loud and will be heard,
(With the accent and the grace
Which he brought with him from Thrace);
But we fear the tuneful strain

Will be turn'd to grief and pain;
He must sing a dirge perforce
When his trial takes its course;
We shall hear him moan and wail,
Like the plaintive nightingale.

Eemxema,

Tt behoves the sacred Chorus, and of right to them be-
longs,

To suggest the best advice in their addresses and their
songy, .

In performance of our office, we present with all humility
A propoxl for remaoving grovndless fears and disobilivy.
First that all that were inveigled into Phrynichus's trea-

son,
Should be suffer'd and received by rules of evidedee and
reason

To clear their conduct—Secondly, that pone of our
Athenian race

Should live suspected and subjected to loss of franchise
and dusgrace,
Feeling 1t 3 grievous sandal when 2 singly
L gle naval 6
Renders forcigners and slaves partakers of the <ity's riggbh::



248 Four Famous Greek Plays

Aoeus, And you don't mind the blows at all?
Bae. Oh, not at all.
Aacus. Well, here e go, back to the other one
Xan. Oh, ouchl
Aacus, What's that?
Xan. (lifting kis foor). Pull out this thorn,
Eacus, What a job this is! T'll try the other again.
Bac, Apollo} (¢ ery which ke continues as if it were 8
quoration) thou of Delos and of Pytho,
Xan, He's hurt, Didn' you hear him?
Bae. Me? Not 1I
¥ just remembered a verse from Hipponax.
Xan, (to /Eacus). You're getting nowhere. Beat him on
the flanks.
Aaens. No, by Zeus, here's better. Turn up your belly.
Bae, Poseidon!
Xan. ‘There, he's flinching. Did you hear him?
Bac., (continuing the quotation from Sophocles).
Who rulest the Egean peaks and streams
And over the depths of the sea.
Aaeus, Well, alter all my pains, I'm quite ac a loss
‘To discover which is the trus, real deity.
By the Holy Geddess—I'm completely puzzled;
I must take you before Proserpine and Pluto,
Being gods themselves they're likeliest to know.
Bae. Why, that's a Jucky thought. I only wish
1t had happen'd to eccur before you beat us,

Crorus.
Muse, attend our solemn summons
And survey the assembled commons,
Congregated as they sit,
An enormons mass of wit,
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His terraqueous scauring ball,
And his washes, one and all;
Therefate he can never cease
To declaim against 4 peace.

ANTEPIRKEMA.

Often times have we reflected on a similar abuse,
In the chuce of men for office, and of coins for commen

use;
For ‘;our old 2ad standard picees, valued, and approved,
and tried,

Here among the Grecian nations, and in 3ll the world
besidey

Recognised in every ralm for trusty stamp and puse
assy,

Are rejecred and sbandon'd for the trash of yesterday;

For 2 vile, adulterate issue, drossy, counterfeit, and base,

Which the traffic of the city passes current in their place}

And the men that stood for office, nated for acknowl-
tdged wonth,

And for manly deeds of honour, and for hovourable
birth;

Train'd in exercise and axt, in sacred dances and in song,

All are custed and supplanted by a base ignoble throng;

Paley stamp 20d vulgar mende ralse them to command
and place,

Brazen e &

of 3 drel

ey

Whom the state 1n former ages scaree would hzve sllow'd
ta sand,

At the nenfice of cuteans, 24 the kapegoats of the lund,

~Time it ir~and long has been, renouncing all yows
follies past, ’
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~Not that we cond: the 3 we d it
wisely done,

As a just and timely measure, and the first and only one:

—But your kinsmen and your comrades, those with
whom you fought and bore

Danger, hardship, and fatigue, or with their fathers long
before,

Struggling on the land and ocean, labouring with the
spear and odr

~These we think, as they profess repentance for theis
past behaviour,

Might, by your exalted wisdom, be received to grace
and favour.

Bettes it would be, believe us, casting off revenge and
pride,

‘To recave as friends and kinsmen all that combat on
our side

Imo full and equal franchise: on the other hand we fear,

U your heasts are Hll'd with fancies, haughty, captiovs,
and severe;

While the shock of instant danger threawens shipwreck
o the state,

Such resolves will be lamented and repented of too laten

What 1 future wall befalt
Dirty Cleigenes the small—

He, the sovereign of the bath,
Will not long escape from scath;
But rnust perish by and by, }

1f the Muse forsces at all }

‘With his potash and hus lye;
With his realm and dynasty,
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Faur, That's beyond everything —~That's quite ecstatic,
Xev, Wel, give me your hand,  And, there, take xina—
ang buss me. '

Asd there again—and now for Jupiter's sakel—

(For be's the patson of our cuffs and beatings)

Dotell me what's that noise of people quarselling

And sbung one another there within?
ey, Eschylus and Euripides, only)
Xen, . Hehd—2-~?
Ascus, Why, there's 2 desperate business has broke ouy

Among these here dead people;~quite 2 tumulr,
Zan, Ay how?
Kays, Furst, there’s 3 custom we have establish'd

I favour of professors of the arts.

When any one, the first in his own line,

Comes down amongst us here, he stands entided

To prixilege and grecedance, with 2 seat

At Fluw's royal board.

. 1 undernand you.
Zacur, 5o he maintans 1, ull vhere comes a better

Of \he sime sort, 2nd then rosigns it vp.
Xt Bue why thould Aschylus be duiturt'd at dis?
Aacur, He held the seat for wragedy, a5 the maner

Yo that profession.

an. Well, and wh's there now?
Zseur. Hekept it 6}l Euripides appeared;

But he collected andiences about him,
And floursh'd, and exhibited, and harangued
TBefore the thieves, and houwbreakers, and rogues,
Cut-purses, cheats, and vagabonds, and villains,
“That make the mass of population here;

{Pointing to the audience.
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To recur to sterling merit and intrinsic worth at last.

—IE we rise, we rise with honour; if we fall, it must be
sol

—Bur there was an ancient saying, which we all have
heard and know,

‘That the wise, in dangerous cases, have esteem'd it safe
and

To receive a shght chastissment from @ wand of noble

wood.

Scene. Xantias and ZBacys.

Aocns. By Juprer; but he’s a gentleman,
That master of yours.

Xan. A gentleman! To be sure he is;
Why, he does nothing else but wench and drink,

AEzcns. His never striking you when you took his name—
OQutfacing hum and contradicting hum!—

Xan. It might have been waorse for tam if he had.

Zacus, Well, that's well spoken, like 2 true-bred slave,
It’s just the sort of language I delight in.

Xan. You love excuses?

Kacus. Yes: but I prefer
Cursing my master quetly in private.

Xan. Mischief you're fond of?

Alacus, Very fond indeed.

Xan, Wha think ye of inuutering as you leave the soom
Aficr a beating?

Aacus. Why, that's pleasant too.

Xan. By Jove, is it But hsteamng at the door
To hear their sccrets?

Zacns., Oh, there's nothing bike it.

Xan. And then the reporting them wn the nesghbourhood.
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Ezeus, ‘That's beyond cverything—That's quite ecstatic.
Xar, Well, give me your hand. And, there, take mine—
and bussme. ) .
And there again—and now for Jupiter's sakef—
(For he's the patron of our cuffs and beatings)
Do tell me what's that noise of people quarrclling
And sbusing one another there within?
Eacus. Exchylus and Euripides, only!
Xen, B Heh?--P—1
Zacus, Why, there’s 2 desperate business has broke out
Among these here dead people;—quite a tumule.
Xen. As how?
Hacus, First, these's a custom we have establish'd
1o favour of professors of the arts.
When any one, the first i his awn line,
Comes down amengst us here, he stands entitled
To privilege and grecedence, with a seat
At Pluto’s royal board,
an, 1 understand you.
scus. So he maintzins 1, vl there comes 2 better
Of the same sort, and then resigns it up.
Xen. But why should Zschylus be distarb’d ax this?
Zaeur. He held the seat for tragedy, as the master
In that profession. -
Xan, Well, and who's there now?
Escus. He kepe i till Euripides appeared;
But he collected audiences about him,
And flourish'd, and exhibited, and harangued
Before the thieves, and housshreakers, and rogues,
Cut purses, chears, and vagabonds, and villains,
“That make the mass of population here;

{Pointing to the audience,
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And they—being quite transported, and delighted
With s equivocations and evasions,
His subtleties and nicaties and quibblesm
In short—~they raised an uproar, and dectared him
Axchpoct, by a general acclamation.
And he with this grew prond and confidenr,
And hid a claim to the seat where Eschylus sat.
Xan. And did not he get pelied for his pains?
i AEocus (with the dry concise importance of superior local
information).
‘Why, no—The mob call'd out, and it was carried,
To have a public trial of skill between them.
Xan. You mean the mob of scoundrels that you men-
tion'd?
/Eacus. Scoundrels indeed! Ay, scoundrels wathout num-

ber,
Xan. But Aschylus must have had good friends and
hearty?
Aacus, Yes; but good men are starce both hese and else
where,
Xan, Well, what has Phute scttled to be done?
Zacus, To have an exarminauon and a il
In public.
Xan. But how comes 1t ?—SophociesP—
Why does he not put forth his clum amongst them?
Aacur. No, nol—He's not the hand of man-not hel
¥ tell ye; the first monent that he came,
He went up to Aschylus and saluted him
And kissd tus cheek and took his hand quite kindly;
And Zschylus edged a fitdle from fus scat
To give him room; so now the story goes,
(At feast [ bad it from Cledemides; )
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He means ta attend there as a sanderby,
Proposing to take up the conqueror;
u%ﬁm gets zthbmu, well and good,
He gives up bis pretensions—bwt i not,
Hell stand a teial, he says, against Enripides,

Xan. These'! be strange doings.

Koacyr, That there will—and shortly
~Here—ia this place—strange things, I promise you;
A kind of thing that no man could have thought of;
Why, you'll sce poetry weigh'd out and measured.

Xan. What, will they bring their tragedics o the steck

agds?

Ethu. Yes, will they—wath thei rules and compasses
Theyll measure, and examne, and compare,

And bring thew plummets, 2nd their lines and levels,
To take the bearings—for Euripides
Says that he'll make 2 survey, word by word.

Xon. Eschylus takes the thing to heart, 1 doubs,

acur. He bent his brows and pored upon the ground;

2w him,

Xan. Well, but who decides the business?

Zarus. Why, there the diffieutty Yies—for judges,

True tearned judges, are grown scarce, and Eschylus
Obected 1o the Athenians absolutely.
Xen. Considering them as rogues and villains mostly.
Eacur, Asbeiag ignorant and empty generallys
And in thewr jedgment of the stage parneutarly,
1n fine, they've fix'd upon that master of yours,
Ashaving had some practice 1n the business,
But we must wast within~for whea our masters
At waren and eager, stripss and blows ensue.
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And they~being quite transported, and delighted
‘With his equivocations and evasions,
His subtletics and niceties and quibbles—
In short—they raised an uproar, and declared him
Axchpoet, by 2 general acclamation,
And he with this grew proud and confidens,
And hid a chim to the seat where Eschylus sat,
Xan, And did not he get pelted for his pains?
i Aacur (with the dry concise importance of superior local
snformation).
Why, no—The mob call'd our, and w was carried,
To have a public trial of skill between them.
Xan. You mean the mob of scoundrels that you men-
tion'd?
Aaens. Scoundrels indeed! Ay, scoundrels without num-

Xan., Bt Zschylus must have had good friends and
hearty?
Aacus, Yes; but good men are scasce both here and else.
where,
Xan, Well, what has Ploto scttled to be done?
Kacus, To have an exanunation and a trial
In public.
Xan, But how comes it?—Sophocles?—
Why does he not put forth tis clasm amongst them?
Zacns. No, nol—He's not the kind of man~—not hel
1 tell ye; the first momeat that he came,
He went up to ZAschylus and saluted him
And kise'd his cheek and took his hand quite kindly;
And Zschylus edged a Latle from hiv seat
“To give him room; so now the story goes,
(At last 1 had it from Cleidemides;)
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Scene. Evwproes, Baccrus, ZEscHYLUS.
Ear, Don't give me your advice, I claim the seat
As being a better and superior artist. .
Bar. What, Eschylus, don't you speak? you hear his lao

Eur. He's mustering up a grand commanding visage
~A silent attitude—the common trick
That he begins with in his tragedres.
Bar. Come, have a carc, my friend~—You'll say too much
Ewr. 1know the man of old—Yve scrutinised
And shown him long ago for what he is,
A rude unbridled tongue, a haughty spirit;
Proud, arrogant, and insolently pompous;
Rough, clownish, boistesous, and overbearing.
Zr. Say'st thou me s0?  Thou bastard of the earth,
With thy pateh'd robes and rags of sentiment
Raked from the sreets and stitch'd and tack'd togethee!
Thou mumping, whining, beggarly hypocritel
But you shall pay for it.
Bz, (1n addressing Eschylus sttempis to speak in more e
sated style). ‘There now, ZEschylus,
You grow too warm, Restrain your ireful mood.
&s. Yes; but T serze thar sturdy beggar first,
And search and strip him base of his pretensions.
Bac. Quuck! Quick! A sacrifice to the winds—Make
ready;
The wtorm of rage is gathering. Bring a victim,
&, —A wrerch that has corrupted everything;
Our mus¢ with bis melodies from Crete;
Our morals with incestuous teagedics.
Bae, Dear, worthy Eschylus, contain yourselé,
And 2 for you, Euripides, move off
Thia sstant, if you're wise; 1 give you warning,
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Chorus.

The fullmouth’d master of the tragic quire,
We shall behold him foam with rage and ire;
—Confronting in the list
His eager, shrewd, sharp-tooth'd antagonist,
“Then will his visual orbs be wildly whirl'd
And huge invectives wall be hurl'd

Superb and supercilious,

Atrocious, atrabihious,
‘With furious gesture and with lips of foam,
And fion crest unconscious of the comb;
Erect with rage—his brow’s impending gloom
O'ershadowing his dark eyes’ ternfic blaze.

‘The opponent, dextercus and wary,

Widl fend and paery:
While masses of conglomerated phrase,

Enormous, ponderous, and pedanue,

With indignation frantic,

And strength and force gigante,

Are desperately sped
At his devored head—

Then in different style
“The rouchstone and the file,
And subleties of art
In turn will play their part;
Analysis and rule,
And every modern tool;
With critic scratch and scribble,
And nice invidious nibble;
Contending for the important choice,
A vast expenditure of human vosce!
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Cuosus.

To the Heavenly Nitic we petition,
Ye, that on earth or o air are for ever kindly protecting
the vagarics of learned ambition,
And 3t your ease from abave our sense and folly direct-
ing (or pocucsl contests inspecting,
Deign to behold for a while as a scene of amusing atten-
tion, 3l the sruggles of style and invention),
Aid, and asust, and attend, and affard to the furious
authors your refined and enbighten'd suggesions;
Grant them abitity~force and agility, quick recollections,
and address in their 2annwvees and questions,
Puby replies, with a word to the wis, and pulling and
haubing, with inordraate proar and bawling,
Dnving and drawing, like carpenters sawing, their
dramar asunder:
With suspended sense and wonder,
All are waiting and anending
On the confir now dependingl .
Bac, Come, say your prayers, you twa before the trisl.

{Eschylus offers incense,
&t Q Ceres, nourisher of my soul, maintain me

A worthy follower of thy mysteries,
B, {0 Eunprdes). There, you there, make your offertn, 2
Euwr, Well, T wall;
But 1 disect myself 10 other deives,
lEIi Hey, what?  Your own? some new ones?

. Most assurediyt

Bac. Welll Pray sway, then—to your own new ddﬁu.y
[Eunprder offers iy

Eur. Thou foodful Atg, the nurse of o1 nm'g::; e

And ye, the organic pawers of sense and speech,
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Or else, with one of his big thumping phrases,
You'll get your brains dash’d out, and 2l your noticns
And seatiments and matter mash'd to pieces.
—And thee, most noble Lschylus (a5 2bose), 1 beseech
With mild demeanour calm and affable
To hear and answer.~For it ill beseems
Hustrious bards to scold fike market.women,
But you roar out and bellow like a furnace.
Eur. (in the tone of a town blackguard working himeelf up
for a quarrel).
I'm up to it—I'm resolved, and here I stand
Ready and steady—take what course you will;
“ Let him be first to speak, or else fet me.
T match my plots and characters against him;
My senuments and fanpuage, and what not:
Ayl and my music too, my Meleager,
My Zolus and my Telephus and all,
Bac. Well, Eschylus,~determune. What say you?
AEs, (speaks in a tone of grave manly despondency).
I wish the place of trial had been clsewhere,
I stand at disadvantage here.
Ber, As how?
s Because my poems hive on earth above,
And his died with hum, and dewcended here,
And are at hand as ready witnesses;
But you decide the matter: T submit,

. Bac. (uth official pertness and importance).
Come--let them bring me fire and frankincense,
That I may effer vows and make oblsons
For any ingenious criucal conclusion
o this same clegant and clever tal—

{(To the Chorur)
And you too,~sing me 3 hymn there~To the o=
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"The rustic andience that he found, which Phrynichus
begqueathed bim. .
He planted first upon the stage a figure veild and .
muffled,
An Achilles o 3 Nicbe, that never show'd their faces;
But kept 2 tragic attitude, without a word to \m:)r.
Bar. No more they did: "tis vesy true.
Eur, ~In the meanwhile the Chorus
Strung on ten strophes right-an-end, but they remaia'd in
sdence,
Bae, 1liked that silence well enough, 2s well, perhaps, of
better
Than those tew talking characters—
Eur. ‘That's from your want of judgment,
Believe me.
Bae, ‘Why, perhaps it is; but what was his intention?
Eur. Why, mere conceit and insolence; to keep the people
vaiting
Til} Niobe should deign to speak, to drive his drama
forward.
Bz, O what a rascal. Now 1 see the tricks he used 10
play me.
{To Eschylus, who is showing signs of indignation
by various contortions,
E:’-Wh:l makes you writhe and winch zhout?—

) Because he feels my censures,
~Then having dragg'd and drawl'd along, halfway to
the conclunon,

He forsted 1n a dozen words of neisy boisterous accent,

With Softy plures and shapgy brows, mere bughears of
the language.

That no man ever heard before—~
Er, Adagh alast
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And keen refined olfactory discernment,
Assist my present search for faults and errors.

Cronus.

Here beside you, here are we,
Eager all to hear and see

This zbstruse and mighty baule
Of profound and learned pratle.
~-But, as it appears to me,

Thus the course of it will be;
He, the jumor and appellan,
Will advance as the assailant,
Aiming shrewd satyne darts

At his rival’s noble parts;

And with sallies sharp and keen
Try to wound him in the spleen,
While the veteran rends and raises
Rufted, rough, uprooted phrases,
Wielded like a threshing staff
Scattering the dust and chaft.

Boe. Come, now begin, dispute away, but first I give you
aotice
That evety phrase m your discourse must be refined,
avoiding
Vulgar absurd comparisons, and awksward silly joking.
Eur. At the first outset, § forbear to state my awn pre-
tensions;
Hereaftee I shall mention them, when his have been
refuted;
After 1 shall have fairly
cheated

shown, how be befool'd and
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With moral mincemeat; till at Jength 1 brought her into
compass;
Cephisaphon, who was my coak, contrived to make them
b,
Tept my plots distinct and clear, a0d, to prevent con-
10
My leading ¢haracters rehearsed their pedigrees for pro-

£, *Twas well, at least, thar you forbore to quote your
own extraction.
Eur, From the first opening of the scene, all persons were
in action;
The master spoke, the slave replied, the women, young
and old enes,
Alf had their equal share of talk—
£ Come, then, stand forth and tell us,
What forfeit less than death is dee for such an io-
novation?
B, 18id it upon principle, from democratic motives.

Bz, Take care, my friend~upon that ground your foat
ing is but tcklish.
Eur. 1taught these youths o speechify,
s, 1 say so tog~Moreover
1 13y that—~for the public good—you ought 1o have been
hang'd firse.

Eur. The rules and forms of rhetonc,—the Jaws of compo-
sition,

To prate~to state~and i debate to meet a question
faily:

Ata dad Lt to turn and shifi—to make a nice distine.
tion.

;78 1 grant v all=f make it all—~my ground of accysati
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Bae, (0 Ecchylus). Have done thére!
Eur. He never used a simple word.
Bae. (20 Zschylus). Don't grind your tecth so strangely.
Eur. But “Bubwarks and Scamanders” and “Hippogrifs
and Gorgons.”
“On burnish'd shields emboss'd in brass;” bloody remorse-
less phrases
Which nobody could understand.
Ba. Well, I confess, for my part,
T used to keep awake at night, with guesses and conjec-
tures
To think what kind of foreign burd he meant by griffin-
horses.
Er. A figure on the heads of ships; you goose, you must
have seen them,
" Bae. Well, from the likeness, I declare, I took it for Eruxis.
Eur. So! Figures from the heads of ships art fir for tragic
diction.
Zs. Well then—thou paltry wretch, explain. What were
your own devices?
&Eur. Not stoties about flying-stags, hke yours, and griffin-
horses;®
Nor terms nor images detived from tapestry Persian
hangings.
When 1 received the Muse from you 1 found her puffd
and pamper'd
With pompous sentences and termy, a cumbrous huge
virago.
My first autention was applied to make her look genteclly;
And bring her 0 a stighter thape by dint of hghter diet:
1 fed her with phin houschold phrase, and cool familiar

salad, )
With water-gruel episode, with sentimentat jelly,
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“This is broken—that is gone™
*Tis the modesn style and tone.

Bae, Yes, by Jove—and at their homes
Nowadays each master comes,
Of a sudden bolting in
With an niproar and a ding
Rating all the servants round,
1t it's lost, it must be found.
Why was all the garlic wasted?
There, that hancy has been tasted:
And these olives pilfer'd here.
Where's the pot we bought last year?
What's becorne of all the fish?
Which of you has broke the dish?™
Thus it is, but heretofore,
The moment that they eross'd the door,
Thty 1at them down to doze and snore.

Crorus,

“Neoble Achilles! you see the disaster,

The shame and affsont, and an enemy night”
Oh! bethink thee, mighty master,

“Thunh betimes of your reply;
Yet beware, lest anger force
Your hasty charict from the course;
Gnevous charges have been heard,
With many 3 sharp and biwer word,
Noewnhstanding, mighty chief,
Let Peudence fold her cautious reef
In your anger’s swelbng sal;
By degrees you may prevail,
But beware of your behaviour
“Till 1he wind ix in your favour:
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This is broken—that is gone.”
*Tisthe modern style and tone.

Bir, Yes, by Jove—and at their hontes
Nowadays cach master comes,
Of a sudden bolting in
With 2n uproar and a ding
Rating all the servants sound,
"I it's lost, it must be found.
Why was all the garhc wased?
There, that honey has been tasted:
And these olives pilfer'd here.
Where's the pot we bought last year?
What's become of alf the fish?
Which of you has broke the dih?”
Thus it is, but heretofore,
‘The moment that they eross'd the door,
They 33t them down to doze and snore,

Crionavs,
“Noble Achilles? you see the disaster,

The shame and 2ffront, 20d an encroy night™

Oht bethunk thee, mighty mastes,
Thunk betwmes of your replys

Yet beware, lest anger force

Your hasty chanior from the courses

Onevous charges have been heard,

With many a sharp and bitter word,

Noetwuthstanding, mighty chief,

Lo Prudence fold her cautious eect

1o your anges’s swelling saly

Ty degrees you may prevail,

Bt beware of your behaviour

“Till the wind is in your favour:
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Now for your answer, illustrious architect,
Founder of lofty theatrical lays!

Patron in chief of our tragical trumperiest
Open the floodgate of figure and phrase

Er. My spirit is kindled with anger and shame,
To so base a competitor forced to reply,
But T needs must setort, or the wretch will report
That he left me refuted and foil'd 1 debate;
Tell me then, What are the principal merits
Entitling a poet to praise and renown?

Eur. ‘The improvemeat of morals, the progress of mind,
When a poct, by skill and invention,
Can render hus audience virtuous and wise.

s, But if you, by neglect or intention,
Have done the reverse, and from brave honest spirits
Depraved, and have left them degraded and base,
Tell me, what punishment cught you to suffer?

Bor. Death, 1o be sure!-~Take that answer from me.

s, Observe then, and mark, what our citizens were,

4 When first {rom my care thty were trusted 1o yous

Mot scoundrel wnf s, of paltry buff
Evading the scrvices duc to the state;
But with hearts all on fire, for adventure and war,
Distinguished for hardiness, stature, and strength,
Breathing forth nothung but lances and darts,
Arms, and equipment, and bartle array,
Bucklers, and shiclds, and habergeons, and hauberks,
Helmets, and plumes, and herowe auire.

Bar. These he goes, hammering on with his helmets,
He'll be the death of me one of these days.

Eur. But how did you manage to make 'em 10 masly,
What was the method, the means that you took?
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‘Bae. Speak, Eschylus, speak, and behave yoursclf bertefs
And don't in your rage stand so slent and stern.
Kt A drama, bumful with heroical spirit.
Ewr. What did you call it? )
K, “The Chicfs against Thebes,”
That inspiced each spectator with martial ambition,
Courage, and ardour, and prowess, and pride,
Bze, But you did very wrong to encoursge the Thebans.
ndeed, you descrve to be punish’d, you do,
For the Thebans are grown 10 be capital solduers,
You've done us a mischicf by that very thing.
£z, The fault was your own, if you took other courses;
The Jesson 1 taught was directed to you:
Then 1 gave you the glorious theme of “the Persians,”
Replete with sublime patniotical strains,
‘The record and example of noble achievement,
The delight of the aity, the pride of the stage.
Bat. 11ej0iced, 1 confess, when the tidings were carried
To old King Danus, 50 long dead and burted,
And the chorus in concert kept wringing therr hands,
Weeping and wailing, and crying,
A, Such 15 the dury, the task of a poet,
Fulfilling 1n honour hus office and trust,
Look to traditional hustory—look
To antiquity, primitive, carly, remote:
See there, what a blesung allustrious pocts
Conferred on mankind, in the centusies past,
Orpheus wntructed mankind in religion,
Reclaum'd them from bloodshed and batbagous ritest
Musxus deliverd the doctrine of medicice,
And warnungs prophetic for ages o comes
Weat came old Haiod, teaching us bu:budq,
Pleughing, and sowing, and rural affairs,
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Rural economy, rural astronomy,
Homely morality, labour, and thrift:
Homer himself, our adorable Homer,
What was his title to prasse and renown?
What, but the worth of the lessons he taught us,
Discipline, arms, and equipment of war?
Bac. Yes, but Pantacles was never the witer;
For in the procession he ought to have led,
When his helmet was tied, he kept puzzling, and tried
Tao fasten the crest on the crown of his head,

. But other brave warniors and noble commanders
Were train’d 1n Ius lessons to valour and skill;
Such was the noble herotcal Lamachus;
Others besides were mstructed by him;
And 1, from his frag orduming a byng
Furnuh'd and dech'd wath majestical phrase,
Brought forward the models of ancient achievement,
Teucer, Patroclus, and chiefs of antiquity;
Raising and rousing Atheman hearts,
When the signal of onset was blown in their ear,
With a similar ardour to dare and to do;
But I aever allow'd of your Jewd Sthenoberas,
Or filthy, detestable Phxdras—not I~
Indeed, I should doubt sf my drama throughout
Exhibtt an instance of woman m Jove.

Eur. No, you were too stern for an amoroys turn,
For Venus and Cupid too stern and 100 stupsd,

' & May they leave me at rest, and with peace in my breast,

And infest and pursue your kindred and you,
With the very same blaw that despatch’d you below.

Bac. That was well cnough smd: with the Iife that he Jed,
He humself in the end got a wound from g friend.

Eur, Dut what, alter all, is the horrible muschucf?
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Eur. And this is a grave misdemeanour, forsooth!

/s, 1t has taught an example of sordid untruth;
For the rich of the city, that ought to equip,

And to serve with, a ship, are appealing to pity,
Pretending distress—with an overworn dress.

Bae. By Jove, 5o they do; with a wastcoat brand new,
Warn closely within, warm and new for the skia;
And if they escape in this beggarly shape,

You'll meet ‘em at marker, I warrans 'em all,
Buying the best at the fishmonger's stall.

Zs. He has taught every son} 1o sophisticate truth;
And debauch’d all the bodies and minds of the youth;
Leaving them morbid, and palhd, and spare;

And the places of exercise vacant and bare:—
The disorder has spread to the fleet and the crew;
The service 1s rinn'd, and cun'd by you—

With prate and debate in 2 mutinous state;
Whereas, 1n my day, ‘twas a different way;

" Nothing they sad, nor knew nothing to say,

But to call for their porridge, and cry, “Pull away.”

Bor. Yes—ves, they kaew tus,

How to f .. .1n the teeth

Of the rower beacath;

And befou!l their own comeades,
And pillage ashoce;

But now they forget the command of the ot~
Prating and splashing,
Discussing and dashing,

They steer here and there,

Wuh thesr cyes in the air,
Hither and thither,

Nobody knows whither.

X, Can the scprobate mask in the course he has rua,
Oae crime pted, 2 mixchief yadone?
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With his horrible passions, of sisters and brothers,
And sonsintaws, tempred by vitlainous mothers,
And temples defiled with a bastardly birth,
And women, dinested of honour or worth,
That talk sbout life “as 3 death upon earthy”
And sophistical frauds and rhetorical bawds;
Till now the whole state s infested with tribes
Of wesiveners and scribblers, and rascally scribes—
All pracuee of masculine vigour and pride,
Our wresthing and runmng, are all laid aside,
And we sce that the city can hardly provide
For the Feast of the Founders, 2 racer of force
To carey the torch and accomplish a course.

Bae, Well, I laugh'd ull 1 cried
“The last featival tude,
At the fellow that ran,—
*Twas a heavy fat man,
Axd he panted and hobbled,
And pumbled and wabbled,
And the pottery people about the gate,
Seeing hum hurried, and ticed, 2nd late,
Stond to receave hum 1 open rank,
Helpiag him on sith a hearty spank
Over the shoulder and aver the flank,
The flank, the lan, the back, the shoulders,
Wuh shouts of applause from all beholders;
While he £20 on wih 3 Glthy fnghy,
Puiing b hnk to keep st alighe,

Croavs,
Tre the pnizz 1s Jon and won
Mighey dongs will be done.
Now then—(though 10 judge ari;
13 dBeul, when force wdsl:xs!:?&
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Bac. (jealous of kis euthorityy, Yes, you must contiaue,
ZKschylus, 1 command you to continue.
(To Eunipides)
And you, keep a Tookoout and mark his blunders.
JEr. “From his sepulchral mound 1 call sy father
*Tobisten 2nd hear"™~
Eur.
“To listen and hear—"
Bz,

's 2 dead man he's calling to—Three times
We call to "em, but they can't be made 10 hear.
A And you: your prologues, of whar kind were they?
Eur, 1l show ye; and it you'll point out a aautology,
Qr a single word clapt in to batch 2 verse~
‘That's alll—~1T give you leave to spit upon me.
Bsc, (wath on obaurd air of patience and resignasion).
Well, T ean't help myself; ¥'m bound 1o attend.
Begin then with these same fine-spoken prologues.
Ewr, “(Edips was at first 2 happy man™ . . .
/1. Not he, by Javel~but born to misery;
TPreducted and predestined by an aracte
Before his birth to murder his own father]
~~Could he have been “at first 1 happy man?”
Eur, . .. "Buy afterwards became o wrerched mortal”
&, By no means! he continued 1o be wretched,
~—Born wretched, and exposed a1 soon as born
Upon a pouherd in 3 winter's night;
Trought up :”in:mdlmg with disabled feets
Then marn YOURg man to an aged womae,
That proved 1o be his mhrr—-wh:rcxg;;cin
Tie tore hot eyes our,

‘There's 2 tneology!

Why, don't you see, you rufianl

Bac. To complete his hapi
He cught to have served 2¢ mpvm;: Funm:i:.m
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Therel—that's enough—now come to music, can't ye?
Eur. 1mean it; 1 shall now proceed to expose him

As a bad composer, awkward, uninventive,

Repeating the same strain perpetuatlye—

Cuorus.

1 stand in wonder and perplext
To think of what will follow next,
Will he dare to criticise

The noble bard, that did devise
Qur oldest, boldest harmonics,
Whose mighty music we revere?
Much I manel, much I fear—

Eur. Mighty fine music, trulyf 1% give ye 2 sample;
1t's every inch cut out to the same pattern.
Bae. T mark—TPve pick'd these pebbles up for counters.
Eur. Noble Achilles! Forth to the rescuet
Forth to the rescoe with ready support!
Hasten and go,
“There is havoe and woe,
Hasty defear,
And a bloody retreat,
Confusion and rous,
And the ternble shout
Of a conquening foe,
Tribulation and woel
Bae. Whoh hoh there! we've had woes enough, I reckon;
Therefore Il go to wash away my woe
In a warm bath,
Eur. No, do pray wait an insant,
And Jet me give you firgt another straun,
Trander'd to the stage from music 1o the Iyre,



The Frogs

Bae. Proceed then—only give us no more wocs.

Eur, The supremacy scepure and haughty command
Of the Grecian land—with a flacto-flatto-Ratto-thrat—
And the ravenous sphinx, with her horrible brood,
“Thirsting for blood—~with 2 fatro-RattoBattothrat,
And armies equipt for a vengeful assaule,

For Paris's fault—with a flatto-Ratto-fatto-thrat,

Bze, What harb is thae same Ratrothrat? some simple,
1 guess, you met with in the field of Marathon:
~But such a tune as this} you must have learnt it
From feflows hauting buckets at the well

Az, Such were the strains 1 purified and brought
Tojust perfection—taught by Phrynichus,

Not copying him, but culling other flowers
From those fair meadows which the Muses love~
~But he fikkhes and begs, adapts and borrows
Snatches of tuncs from minstrels in the street,
Serumpets and vagabonds~—the lullabys
Of nurses and old women—jigs and ballads—
1l give ye a proof—Dring me a lyre bere, somebody.
What nignifies a Jyre? the castanets
Will sut him better—Bring the castanets,
With Luripides’s Muse 10 snap her fingers
In cadence to her master's compositions,
Bar, This Muse, 1 take it, is 2 Lesbian Muse,
&y, Gentle haleyons, ye that lave
Your snowy plume,
Sporung on the summer wave;
Ye too that around the toom,

On the rafers of the roofs

Strain aloft your airy woof;

Y'e spuders, spiders ever spinniag,

Never ending, sull beginning—
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Therel—that’s enough-—now come to music, can't ye?

Eur. Imean it; 1 shall now proceed to expose him
As a bad composer, awkward, uninventive,
Repeating the same strain perpetually—

Cuoxus,

1 stand in wonder and perplext
To think of what will fellaw next,
Will he dare o criticise

The noble bard, that did devise
Qur oldest, boldest harmonies,
Whase mighty music we tevere?
Much ¥ marvel, much I fear—

Eur. Mighty fine music, truly! 1l give ye a sample;
10 every inch cut out to the same pattern.
Bae. Tl mark~Tve pick'd these pebbles up for counters,
Eur. Noble Achillesl Forth to the rescuc!
Forth to the rescue with ready support!
Hasten and go,
‘There is havoc and woe,
Hasty defeat,
And 2 bloody retreat,
Confusion and rout,
And the ternble shout
Of a conquering foe,
Tribulation and woe!
Bae. Whoh hoh therel we'se had woes enough, I reckon;
Therefore I go to wash away my woe
o 2 warm hath,
Eur. No, do pray wait an instant,
And let me give you fiest anather strasa,
Transforr'd to the stage from music to the Iyre.
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Ex. Proceed theo—only give us no more woes,

Ev, The fupremacy sceptre and haughty commang
Ofthe Grecin nd—ipp 3 farto fatto-Batto thrar.
Asd the ravenou, sphinx, with her horrible brood,

irging for blood—with 5 ﬂanoﬂ.zxmﬂ.mo-zhm,
= armies equipt for 5 vengeful assaule,
For Parigy Erult—seith 3 gy

Ex, Why berb is thay ame fatto thraey some simple,
Tgees, you ey with in the field of Marathons
=Bt reeh 3 pype 24 this! you myg have learp
F"!S! fellows hauding buckers at the well,

uch were the 213008 T purified and broughs
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Nowstears alone are Jeft me,
My neighbour hath bereft me,
Of ali~of all—of all—all but a tear!
Sunce he, my faithful trusty chanucleer
Is flown—is flown!—Is gone—is gonel
~Bu, O ye nymphs of sacred Id3, bring
Torches and bows, with arrows on the strings
And search around
Al the suspected ground:
And theu, fair huntress of the sky;
Deign 10 amtend, descending from on high—
~While Hecate, with her tremendous torch,
Even from the topmost garret to the parch
Explores the premuses with search exact,
To find the thief and ascertain the face—
Bx. Come, o more songsl
& T've had enough of 'em;
For ey pars, § shall bring hum to the balance,
Aratrue test of our Ppoctic merit,
To prove the weight of our respective verses.
Ex. Well then, 30 be it—if it must be 5o,
That i to stand here Tke a cheesemonger
eraling poetry with 2 pair of scales.

VA huge pair of seales are here discovered on the
nige.

Cuones.
Curions exger wits prarmre
Stranze devices int and new,
Like the sene vou witness here,
Uescconnnate: 2nd queer;
“mwﬂ. if wnerely told 1,
riad ’5':' Lere behold it,



28 Four Famous Greek Plays

Should have deem'd it utter folly,
Craziness and nonsense wholly,

Bae. Move up; stand close to the balance!

Eur. Here are we—

Bar. Take hold now, and each of you repeat a verse,
And don't Jeave go before 1 call 1o you!

Eur. We're ready.

Bac. Now, then, esch sepeat a verse,

Eur. “I wish that Argo with her woven wings”

s, “O streams of Sperchius, and ye pastured plains.”

Bae. Let gol—See now~this scale outweighs that other,
Very cansiderably—

Eur, How did i¢ happen?

Bee, He slipp'd a siver in, like the wooljobbers,

To moisten his metre~but your line was light,
A thing with wings—rteady to fly away.

Eur. Lct him try once again then, and take hold.

Bac, Take hold once more.

Eur. We're ready.

Hac, Now repeat.

Eur. “Speech is the temple and altar of persuasion.”

As, “Death is 2 God that loves no sacrifice.”

Bac. Let gol~See there againt  This scale sinks dows;
No wonder that it should, with Death put inta it,
The heaviest of all calamities.

Eur. But ¥ put in persuasion fincly express'd
In the best terms.

Bac, Perhaps so; but persuasion
1s soft and light and silly—Thisk of something )
That's heavy and huge, to outweigh him, something f"’""

Eur. Let's sco—Where have I got #? Something sahd-?

8ac, “Achilles has thrown twice— \Kicc 2 deuce acel
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Come now, one trial more; this is the List,
Eur, "He grasp'd 3 mighty mace of masey weight”
s, “Cars upon cars, and corpses heap'd pell mell”
Bx, He has nick'd you again—
Exr, Why so? What has he done?
Bac, He had heap'd ye up cars and corpscs, such a Joad
As twenty Egyptian labourers could not carry—
£z, Come, no more single hnes—let him bring all,
His wife, his chuldren, his Cephisophon,
$is bocks and everything, himself to boot—
Tl counterpoise them with a couple of lines.
Bz, Well, they're both friends of mine—] shan’t decide
To get myself ill-will from either party;
Orc of them scems exmaordwmary clever,
And the other suits my taste particularly,
FPlata, Won't you decrde then, and conclude the business?
Bar, Suppose then 1 decide; what then?
Fluto, ‘Then take him
Away with you, whichever you prefer,
3 2 present for your pains in coming down here.
Bsx. Heaven bles yo—-Well~ket's scc now~—Caa't ¥
advise me?

Thut 15 the cae—I'm come in seacch of 2 Post—~
Fluzo. \Weh what deugn?
2, With this design; to see
The City agan restored to peace 20d wealth,
Eshibuing tragedies 1n 2 proper style,
—Thetefore whrchever gives the best advice
On public maters 1 shall take him with me.
=Fus then of Alebudes, what think ye?
The Crry e 1n bard Lbowr with the quegtion.
I;:. What are ber sentiments towards him?

‘Whae?
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“She loves and she d,

ctests and Jongs gy have him»
But telf e, both of You, your gyp Opinions,
{ Eur, (Enripiges
Frags

and Eschyly, Peak each |,
ical yle). I hape the
service

+ "Tis ragh
Hon’s oy € city walls,
Ut when he's rear’d an ETOWR you mye, indulge him,
ac. By Joye then I'm quite puzzled
28 answer'd clear}

i one of them
¥+ and the other sensibly:
Ut gve ug borh of i

¢l~Now you~(:;' X
and idle

~But I cap telf

mies’ eyes,
YOu and .
ac, Speak, and explin thep—
Eur. 1 We mistryg, where pre.
Tusting in whs,

seat truse js placed,
¢ was hererof,
ac,  Howe! Wha

Ore Mustrusted....
© Pmoar g !au—Spcak it again
Net quite 5 learned] —more planly gng umply,
confidence \ye placed
In these our present ftatesmen, apyg tranfer ¢
To those whom we Misteusted htrc:c[ore,
13 scems I think oyy faires chance for safety:
I with our preseny counsellory . £,
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Then with their opposires €3 We mighy |

Bac, Thay, t's 3 ul!y snd, Y Palimegeg)
My polmcunl t all your gunp
our owy xmenvon ?
Ly,

All exeepy xh: Cruets;
That way 5 notion

of Cephuophon s,
-\- [ Eickylug), Now yuu—whaz 53y youp

Tnform me about the city
\Wul kind ©f persons hn she phccd in office?
she Promote ke

2 No, not she,
She cany abide e,
& Rogu en she pxe{m?
B:.. Not z!rogﬂhrr. she mh us: of %,
Perforce 54 1t wwery
7 who can 0 save

ope to
A fate g Wayward 4 nd pcnme, lhzx findg
No sorg of lulm fitted for 7 her

Dn,

Pezfine, noy othing \uﬂ suit herf
Dolhmk a Little hoy, oW she cap by 5y
‘{I‘

€ when | foturp lh:re. 1 x)uﬂ 3
B, 1‘0. me

advice b-fore
s a3

81} nxle:(hox :*nxdm-t my [4
% Remember then, l’u:\l":n

our mm selvey,
r I”Oer In':nd;



Okr Famog, Gr«-{ Play,
d, as You swope and p, d, rescye me,
Ba, “Tt was My tongye ¢ sworen X on IE:chylu:.
o Wretchf hat by donep
B

nep Whae should 15
~Why not?

S act, yoy dare
face ¢ face— 1t ashameq
. W, me, in Pomnt of g, .

* 13 nothing real:
Shame e PPrehension, of 3 Vision
Reflecteq from ¢,

Opimon—
—they muyg, judge,
don me y,, dearhp

Thaps deg, is Wfe, and bife death,
nd victia g and dy;

¥ an illysion o
OF what jg Deach ,

3 To be recened ang entertainyg
Wieh o feasy before You go,
Bac,

s welf 'Magined,
0t the Jeagy objection,
Cucxvx.

n Poxxcxxmg
'Perior haly blcning
Of 5 jud, and 5 ¢



The Frogs 283

Suffer'd to depant in peace
Freely with 2 full release,
“To revisit once again
His kindred and bis countrymen——
Hence moreover
You discover,
That 1o sit with Socrates,
1n a dream of Jearned case;
Quibbhing, counter-quibbling, pratiog,
Argulying and debating
‘With the metaphysic sect,
Duily sinkung in negleet,
Growang carcless, incorrect,
Whik the practice 2nd che rules
Of the true poctic Schools
Are renounced or slighted whally,
15 2 madness and a folly.

Puvro.

Go forth with good wishes and hearty good-will,
And wlene the good people on Patlas's tll;

Let them hear and admire father Zschylus stil

T3 by office of old which again he must fill:

~You munt guide and dureet them,

faxrot and correct them,

Wali 2 Yesson tn verse,

Foe you'l) find them much worses

Grester fooh than before, and thee tolly much more.
And more far than the blackheads of yore—
~Asd give Cleophon this,

Andbid him noc mis




Visi
To, surface o Opinion...
Opinjon publy. hey MU fudge,
Eur, Cruellyy; You aband,, me to dearh»
Bac, v "hy perp, v and [ife s death,
A s and dryp), n il of
For whae 45 Deay,

n
fe consjsy ;

xkcpmg and exipnp
1w, Bacchus, youTl ¢q,
Bae, [CH2R F03rtled gng alar,

t for?

ito,

be

To recenved ang entertain'y
With 4 feagy before you g,
ac,

Tha
Wuh oy My hearp e



The Frogs

Sufferd to depart in

Peace

recly with 2 fy)) Telease,
To revisiy onee again
His kindreq and his countrymep..

€0t moreoyer
You discuv:r,

That to 5 with Socray
In a dreamy of learneg case;

Quibblyp, ) Counter.qg

Argufymg and dcbau'ng
etaphysic sect,

With the ',

uibbling, Prating,

Dajly sinking jn neglect,

Towing careless, jn,

While the Practice ang the ryleg
OF the grye Poetic Schoofs |
Are fenounced o shighteq wholly,

Is 2 madness and a foy,

Prum,
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But be sure to attend
To the summons I send:
To Nicomachus too,
And the rest of the crew
That devise and invent

‘ New taxes and tribute,
Ate summonses sent,

Which you'll mind to distribute,
Bid them come to their graves,
Or, like runaway staves,
¥ they hinger and fail,

We shall drag them to jail;
Down here in the dask
With 2 brand and a mark.
s, Tshall do as you say;

But the while I'm away,
Let the seat that [ held
Be by Sophaocles fill'd,
As desenvedly reckan'd
My pupi and second
In learning and mert
And tragical spint—
And take speeaal care;
Keep that reprobate there
Far aloof from the Chair;
Let him never st g2 .
An hour or a munute,

{ By chance or design
To profane what was minc.

Pluto. Bring farward the torches’The Chorus shall
And attend on the Poct 1 triumph and state
With a thundering chaunt of majentical tone
To wish hum farewell, with 2 tune of his own.



The Frogs
Cronus.

Now may the powsrs of the earth give 2 safe and specdy
departure

To the Bard 2t hus second birth, with a prosperaus happy

revival,
Aml may the city, Eatigiidd’ ks wilrs and long revolu.
At Imgth be brought to return to just and wise resolu-
tions;

Long in peace to reman—Let restless Cleophon hasten
Far from amongst us here—since wars ase his only diver: .
sion,

Thrace his nauve band will afford him wars in abundance.
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CHonus.
Now may the powers of the earth give a safe and speedy
departure
To the Bard at hus second birth, with 2 prosperous happy
revival,

And may the cuy, fatigued with wdrs and long revolu-

tion,

At length be brought to return to yust and wise resolu-
tions;

Long in peace to remain—Let restless Cleophon hasten

Far from amongst us here~since wars are his only diver-
sion,

‘Thrace his native land wilt afford hum wars in abundance.



