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         The Suppliant Women was first presented at the Royal Lyceum Theatre, Edinburgh, on 1 October 2016. The cast was as follows:

         
             

         

         Danaos/Egyptian Herald   Omar Ebrahim

         The King   Oscar Batterham

         Chorus Leader   Gemma May

         Suppliant Women   Hannah Abouzahrah, Rosie Al-Mulla, Tricia Brown, Noemie Colin, Emily Copas, Diane Craig, Lucy Davidson, Lucy Dewar, Ellie Duncan, Mari Evans, Heidi Fairgrieve, Laura Gentile, Susan Hirst, Fiona Howe, Charlotte Laidig, Maxine Latinis, Hannah Lomas, Anna Mackean, Lowri Mathias, Melissa McDonald, Ruth McLean, Elise Morrison, Jodie Murray, Melanie Nunhofer, Angelica Petherick, Chloe Robertson, Imogen Rowe, Catriona Salvini, Christina Semerey, Annie Spiers, Enya Steinemann, Kirsty Stembridge, Georgia Traquair-Stewart, Caitlin Turnbull, Elsa Van der Wal, Anya Vitaliev, Eve Whitson

         Citizens of Argos   Margaret Crisp, Solange Evrard, Lorna Hoy, Nicola Jayne, Jackie Keay, Wendy Mathison, Christina Outram, Kathanne Proudfoot, Kathy Rocks, Helen Sinclair, Julie Smith, Janet Stevenson, Heather Stirling, Jean Wight

         The King’s Soldiers   Alexander Bowen, Seth Ewin, Joe Kinnear, James Millar, Joseph Redpath, John Spilsbury

         
             

         

         Director   Ramin Gray

         Composer   John Browne

         Choreographer   Sasha Milavic Davies

         Designer   Lizzie Clachan

         Lighting Designer   Charles Balfour

         Vocal Leader   Stephen Deazley 

      

   


   
      
         
      
    

         
            The wide sky aches for sex with earth

            The dark earth yearns for penetration

            Wetness falls from sky’s wide fullness

            Rain then impregnates the land.

            The land gives birth to wheat, to barley

            Fruit trees, grass to feed the beasts

            This fecund marriage, moist, eternal

            Brings to flower all things alive.

            The maker of this match is me:

            I’m sex. I’m love. I’m Aphrodite.

            
                

            

            Fragment attributed to Aphrodite,

most probably from the third play

in the Danaïd trilogy
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        Chorus
      

            
               O Zeus

               God of sanctuary grant us asylum

               We are women of Egypt,

               Neighbours of Syria,

               Who dug our toes into the soft sand

               At the mouth of the Nile,

               And pushed our boat into the sea, to flee.

               O Zeus!

               We didn’t flee from famine,

               Feud or flood,

               Blood or crime,

               But from men,

               The unholy sons of King Aegyptos,

               To whom we’re force-betrothed.

               Our cousin men, four dozen men,

               Who want to marry us

               They disgust us.

               O Zeus!

               Danaos, our father, planned it for us,

               He plotted the game well, and led us

               Across the great sea-board

               Till we landed here, on our ancestral shore

               Argos! Argos!

               And what better city to take us in than this?

               Argos! Argos!

               Long, long ago

               In the gorgeous, green pasture,

               Our ancestral mother

               Io was singing, 

               And you, Zeus, you saw her

               And wanted to take her, you wanted to fill her

               With breath and with touch

               But Hera, your wife,

               In this very same meadow,

               Turned joyous Io

               From girl into cow.

               O Zeus!

               Sea-fleeing is hard

               But ah it was glorious

               To give ourselves up to the waves

               And be blown,

               Thrown, spun, stung,

               Burned, smashed, crashed

               And spat out

               Here

               On the shingled shore of Argos, Argos.

               Land of Io!

               Take us in.

               Rocks of Argos!

               Take us in.

               Rivers! Trees!

               Take us in.

               Ghosts of Argos! Furies! Muses!

               Take us in. Take us in.

               Gods of Argos!

               Take us in.

               We come to you begging, a boat-load of women,

               Armed only with these, our suppliant branches.

               You guided our boat here, you gave us beach breezes

               And now, Zeus, we need your protection again.

               Soon we’ll see, on the horizon,

               A ship full of rape, a swarm full of violence

               A ship full of man-imals, hungry for girl-flesh,

               Howling like hounds and chasing us down.

               Smash them with storms, Zeus, beat them with waves, 

               Blast them with thunder, crack up their crime-ship,

               Bind them with seaweed, before they bind us.

               O Zeus,

               Our family descends from the bull-calf Epaphos,

               Epaphos, who grazed the Nile’s wet reeds.

               Epaphos, the child of your lover, cow-Io,

               Into whose warm womb you placed your seed.

               Epaphos was made from your breath and your touch

               When you mounted cow-Io as she grazed in the meadow.

               A god’s desires can’t be refused.

               These are the fields which fed cow-Io

               This is the pasture from which she was blown

               So if we come here to ask for asylum

               We come as her children: this is our home.

               O Zeus

               Our song can only be lament.

               Our sun-burned cheeks are torn with tears,

               Our young hearts hurt, they’re sore with pain.

               Like singing birds we girls are hunted

               Not by hawks, but hawk-like men.

               At home, in Egypt, mist is rising,

               Nile flows past cattle and cane,

               Yet here our fear grows like wild-flowers,

               We pick and weave them in a chain

               For the worries of women and exiles are endless,

               This is our family, will they take us in?

               So!

               Listen here, clan gods of Argos,

               Do what’s right and block those

               Cocksure princelings.

               Be fair. Protect us. If war-battered

               Refugees deserve shelter

               Then don’t we women?

               A rock we can cling to

               Protected by law? 

               Is that not the will of Zeus?

               Unfathomable, unreadable, unknowable Zeus,

               What do you want for us?

               We follow your mind paths

               And get lost in the woods.

               But we do know this:

               Your will is law.

               Enemies slammed.

               You just need to nod and an army is lost.

               Your will lights beacons

               On every hill.

               Your will leaps like light

               Across black darkness

               Until it finds us weary mortals, throws us

               From the high towers we build of our dreams

               As you watch calmly from your seat.

               O Zeus,

               God of sanctuary, what have you mapped for us?

               Violence breeds violence, those sons of Aegyptos

               Will take us at spear-point,

               But oh – on our wedding night, seeds will be planted,

               Hate-seeds of horror will blossom in madness

               And blood will be spilt on our white marriage beds.

               Let’s sing a song for our funerals,

               A hard bitter song,

               A song with no space for grief.

               Let’s sing, ‘No! How could this happen?’

               ‘No! How could these poor women find no relief?’

               We’ll compose a lament to the green hills of Argos

               To Argos.

               The hills will forgive us our foreign sounds

               This dust will forgive us for falling and tearing

               Our foreigners’ headscarves and throwing them down.

               Our boat was good. We built it well.

               A flax-stitched, oar-powered, tent-palace on sea

               It got us here safely, no storms, wind fair, 

               The weather was kind to us, no complaints there.

               If this was a story, you’d say Zeus, its author,

               Was laying foundations for a happy hereafter.

               We will stay virgins,

               We daughters of Io,

               We will escape men.

               Artemis, god of the hunt, please consent

               To protect our consent, and protect our virginity.

               Untameable Artemis, preserve us untamed.

               But what if the gods of Olympus won’t help us?

               What if we’re taken? What will we do then?

               We’ll gather together our suppliant branches

               And lift up our dark-skinned faces

               And take ourselves down to the halls

               Of the one god who

               Never refuses asylum,

               Death,

               We will hang ourselves.

               Zeus,

               We know

               A sigh here on earth can cause storms up in heaven

               And even a goddess can envy a cow.

               We know that Hera was jealous of Io

               But don’t let wife-anger keep us from you now.

               We’re yours, Zeus, your children, descended from Io,

               Save the suppliant women from the sons of Aegyptos.

               We will stay virgins

               We daughters of Io

               We will escape men.

               Untameable Artemis, preserve us untamed.

               Untameable Artemis, preserve us untamed.

            

            
        Danaos
      

            
               Daughters, we’ve landed, be watchful now – listen

               To your careful old captain, Danaos, your father.

               We crossed the sea safely with planning and thinking, 

               But we’re not safe yet – we need land sense now.

               I see dust – voiceless sign of an army;

               I hear squeals from hard metal axles.

               Heavy wheels rolling, horses’ hooves rumbling,

               That sun-flash means soldiers with shields, maybe spears.

               They must have got wind of us landing this morning.

               There may not be any intention to harm us,

               But maybe they’re coming to slaughter us all.

               Either way, daughters, whatever they’re thinking

               Our best defence is to stay in this temple.

               This temple is sacred, they can’t kill us here.

               So, quick, now pick up your suppliant branches,

               Make sure they’re properly wound with white wool.

               Hold them left-handed, the way you’re supposed to,

               So they can see that you’re seeking asylum.

               If you are challenged then choose your words wisely;

               We’re foreign: we must be respectful and meek.

               Tell them the story of why you’re in exile,

               Make clear you committed no murder or crime.

               Be demure, keep your eyes low, always be modest,

               Don’t utter a word till you’re spoken to first,

               Greek people are touchy, they take offence quickly,

               So give way, defer, and always remember

               You’re seeking asylum, you must not be bold.

            

            
        Chorus
      

            
               Father, you’re careful, and we’re careful listeners.

               We’ll make sure to carefully follow your script.

               And may Zeus, our Protector, look kindly upon us.

            

            
        Danaos
      

            
               Yes, may we find shelter here, safe in his hands.

            

            
        Chorus
      

            
               Listen, Zeus, pity us, don’t let us die here!

               Watched over by statues of gods made of stone. 

            

            
        Danaos
      

            
               These stone gods can help us, girls, we can recruit them.

               This is how Greeks carve the gods that we know.

               Look, Apollo the sun god – here – pray to him now.

            

            
        Chorus
      

            
               Apollo, light-maker, embrace us – protect us.

            

            
        Danaos
      

            
               This statue’s Poseidon the sea god who saved us.

            

            
        Chorus
      

            
               Poseidon, don’t leave us now we’re on the land.

            

            
        Danaos
      

            
               I think this is Hermes, the crosser of borders.

            

            
        Chorus
      

            
               O Hermes the herald, announce our arrival!

            

            
        Danaos
      

            
               Daughters now kneel here on this common altar

               And roost all together like doves on a rock,

               In a flock, huddled close and hiding from hawks but

               The hawks that you hide from are your own blood cousins,

               The sons of Aegyptos – same family, same race!

               What sort of animal eats its own kind?

               Does starling eat starling? Do crows feast on crow?

               No man should enjoy the flesh of his family.

               You’re unwilling gifts, I’m an unwilling giver.

               Let these men who take you be damned down to hell

               And ghost courts in Hades forever condemn them.

               No! Girls, remember your claim to asylum

               Is this: you are women in danger.

               Now here comes their party, let’s pray that they listen!
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