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An old Servant enters with Orestes.




Servant


Son of Agamemnon,


This is your father’s land, the ancient city of Argos.


How long have you waited for this happy sight?


Observe it.


From here your father led the Greeks to Troy.


Here that poor demented creature, Io, wandered.


There’s the market place called after Apollo.


Hera’s shrine, so famous, lies to your left.


This is Mycenae,


It is beneath our feet, rich Mycenae,


Blood-red Mycenae, the murderous home of Pelops’ sons.


I carried you once from this place.


Your sister snatched you from your father’s corpse.


And I received you into my hands


To rear you till you were man enough


To revenge yourself against your father’s murder.


That time is now, Orestes,


The hour is now,


Do it now. Decide what to do.


The day is breaking to the birds’ voices.


The stars have shrunk,


The night is nothing.


Before a soul stirs out of their sleep,


Do not pause.


Decide what to do. Do it now.


 Orestes


Best of men,


Your loyalty shines.


A great steed may be on his last legs


But he still relishes the scent of danger.


That’s the spirit in you.


Listen to me, I will tell you all,


And if I miss the mark tell me.


When I went to Delphi to ask Apollo,


How do I revenge my father’s murder?


The oracle told me this.


I must use my own cunning to do the deed,


And not trust arms nor men.


In the light of that oracle,


When you get a chance, go into the house,


Find out everything they’re up to


And bring it back to me!


No one will suspect you.


Your white hair, your tired face have transformed you.


Tell them some story.


Say you are a foreigner,


You’ve come from Phocis, sent by Phanoteus,


He’s one of their bosom pals,


And then, on your oath, you must swear –


Orestes is dead!


There was an accident – he fell from his chariot


As he raced in the games at Delphi.


Spin them that yarn.


We’ll go first to my father’s tomb, and honour it,


We’ll spill wine and leave a lock of hair,


As Apollo ordered us to do.


We’ll carry back that bronze urn, hidden in the bushes,


And entertain them with the deception


That I am burnt to ashes.


Will that bring bad luck?


So what if the word is I am dead,


When the truth is I am safe and sound,


Ready to earn my fame.


Words used to your advantage can’t bring bad.


I’ve heard of heroes in the past,


They were presumed dead and when they rose again


The honour given to them was all the greater.


The rumour of my sad story will do just that.


I will blaze like a meteor through my enemies.


But grant me good luck, you, my home.


My father’s house,


My father’s land.


My father’s gods.


For those same gods have hastened me here


To scrub you clean of stain.


Don’t let me be dishonoured,


Don’t send me from this land.


Let me prosper,


Let me put this house back on its feet.


I have said enough.


Old man, do what you have to do.


I will do the same.


The time’s come, and no man cheats time.




Electra howls from within.





Servant


Some servant woman is crying inside.


Orestes


Electra – could it be Electra?


Could we stay and hear what breaks her heart?


Servant


We could not.


You do what Apollo demands, he is a god.


He knows what we should do.


Pour wine on your father’s grave.


Agamemnon. His tomb.


He will help us.


And we’ll succeed. We will succeed.




They exit.


Electra enters from the palace, chanting.





Electra


Divine light,


Sweet air,


Again hear


My pain.


Divine light,


Sweet air,


Again hear


My pain.


Have you not witnessed when morning breaks


My heart break, my heart break?


When night falls, I do not feast


In this house of ghosts.


I lie alone.


My father’s dead.


He did not die in war.


He does not lie on a foreign shore.


Here, at home,


My mother’s hands turned red


With his blood. Adulteress,


Adulterer, she and Aegisthus,


Split him open with an axe.


The tree fell,


And Father, I am left to dwell


Alone in your house, my back


Against the wall,


Weeping for my father dead,


Mourning my dead father.


But I swear, while my eyes see


The sun or stars in the sky,


I will never cease to cry out


My pain and my complaint.


I will be like the poor nightingale


Who killed her young,


Then sorrow raped her heart.


That is the song I will spill


Through this house where blood was spilt.


I call upon Persephone,


I call upon the dead,


I call upon the Furies,


Revenge my father’s bloodstained marriage bed,


Revenge my father,


Send me back my brother,


I can no longer stomach the size of my sorrow.




The Chorus enters.





Chorus


Electra, you’re wasting away with grief.


Because your mother’s heartless, you’re left to mourn the cruel fate of your father.


She betrayed him, and her lover killed him.


A dirty death’s in store for sinners of that nature.


May the gods forgive me saying it.


Electra


You’re good people. You’ve come to comfort me.


I do know you have kind hearts.


But you should know I have a job to do,


And that is to weep sore tears over my dead father.


You pay kindness back with kindness, you’re my friends,


So I beg you, leave me be, leave me.


Chorus


Your father is dead.


You can’t cry him back from his grave.


Your prayers can’t raise him up again.


You will die from all this grieving.


Will you not rest from it, when it will bring you no remedy?


It is pointless – why do you persist?


Electra


It’s a cruel child that forgets a father’s cruel end.


I’d sooner turn to stone and my tears into rivers.


Chorus


You’re not alone in your sorrow – others share your burden.


Your sisters Iphianassa and Chrysothemis,


They feel their affliction too. Think of them.


Think of your brother in his sorrow,


A young man far from his home.


Heaven send him here to us soon, Orestes;


He’ll make Mycenae his own, he’ll take his father’s throne.


Electra


I’ve waited for him long years,


Crying barren spinsters’ tears.


I’m drenched lamenting my fate.


The many wrongs we’ve suffered.


He knows them all – not a word.


I hear he dreams he’ll come home.


It’s buried deep in his bones.


Then let him dream, we must wait.


Chorus


Have strength, keep your strength.


God is still great in his heaven, and he sees everything.


Offer up to him what is eating you inside.


Don’t go on fire with hatred.


Remember this – time’s a gentle god, he heals.


Agamemnon’s son may wander the plains of Crisa,


But he will not forget his father,


And the God of Death will not forget either.


 Electra


The best days of my life are finished.


I have neither hope nor strength.


I’m a childless woman who is melting away.


I have no man to protect me.


I live like a slave in my father’s house.


I dress like a beggar – eat what’s thrown me.


Chorus


A terrible cry greeted your father home,


And he gave a terrible cry in return.


The blow of the axe cut him in two.


They were as cunning as they were passionate,


And they did the deed. Where did it spring from?


This filthy act – was it God or man?


Electra


That cursed day, that sorest night,


At the feast to welcome him home


They cut my father like meat.


They laid their hands upon him.


They took his life, took my life.


Great God in heaven, hear me.


Make them suffer, make them weep.


May their power turn to nothing.


May they die and turn to nothing.


Chorus


Hold your tongue.


Has it never dawned on you how much you make your own misery?


You pile on your agony.


You’re a feeble woman fighting mighty enemies.


Electra


I have harmed myself by the harm done to me.


I know the hardness of my heart.


But as long as there is breath left in my body,


I will not change direction no matter how harmful.


Dear sisters, if you admit the truth,


What word of comfort could console me?


There is no end to my lamenting.


There never will be an end to my sorrow.


Chorus


Well, don’t add sorrow on to sorrow.


I’m speaking as a friend, a mother you can trust.


Electra


What limit is there to what torments me?


Tell me, is it an honour to forget the dead?


Is it in the nature of the living to do that?


If there are such people, may they scorn me.


And if I possess anything good that I value,


May I lose it if I stop this mourning,


If I dishonour – if I forget my father.


If a dead man is to turn to dirt and nothing,


And those who did it do not pay the wages of their sin,


If they themselves are not murdered in return,


Then the gods are dead and there is no faith.


Chorus


I am here in my own interest as much as yours.


If I am wrong, have it your own way.


We will never leave you.


Electra


Women, I am ashamed if I upset you with all this weeping.


Forgive me, I have to do it, I have to.


Could any woman with good blood in her veins do otherwise?


I see the suffering in my father’s house.


I see that suffering day and night.


It gets worse, not better.


First, look at myself and the mother who bore me –


I hate her.


Then look at me living in my own home with my father’s killers.


They rule me.


They decide if I get or I go without.


How do you think I survive the days when I see him,


I see Aegisthus sitting on my father’s throne?


He wears every stitch my father wore.


He pours wine on the same fire where he murdered.


And the worst – what is worse –


I see my father’s bed, and his killer lies beside my mother.


Mother – is that a fit name for such a woman?


She is so depraved she lives with that obscenity.


She fears no force of retribution.


It’s as if she’s gloating over what she’s done.


She celebrates the date her treachery killed my father.


Cattle are slaughtered, and they dance.


Every month she gives sacrifice to the gods that protect her.


And I am the unfortunate woman, alone in the house,


Lamenting, wasting away, looking at this abomination,


Weeping at the feast they call after my father.


And I am not allowed to cry my heart’s content.


That gracious woman gives full vent to her insulting tongue.


‘You are full of hate, girl, you’re accursed.


Have you and you alone lost a father?


Has no one else ever known grief?


May your death be sore and the gods damn you.’


That’s how she insults me, and then she hears Orestes will return.


She works herself into a thundering rage, she roars,


‘You are the cause of this, aren’t you?


You stole Orestes from my arms, you smuggled him away,


You will pay the hard price you deserve.’


She’s foaming these words like a mad dog,


And her noble husband stands urging her on,


That complete coward, that deadly scourge,


A man letting his woman fight his battles.


And I will turn to dust waiting for Orestes;


Come back, put an end to this, or I will die in misery.


I hear he’s coming, then he does not come,


And so he’s destroyed whatever hope I dared hope.


My friends, that is how I lead my life.


There’s nothing holy any more, nothing sane nor sensible.


The world’s turned bad, and so have I.


Chorus


Tell me, are you saying this when Aegisthus is in the house?


Is he away from home?


Electra


Of course he’s away.


I would not set foot outside the door if he were inside.


He is in the country.


Chorus


If that’s so, I’d press you further.


Electra


It’s so. Ask what you want to ask.


Chorus


Your brother – will he come or not?


We want to know.


Electra


He says that he will come.


He does none of the things he says he will do.


 Chorus


A man takes his time when he’s to do a great deed.


Electra


I did not take my time when I saved him.


Chorus


You know his heart is good – he will help his friends.


Electra


I believe it, or else I could not stay alive.


Chorus


Say no more, for I see your sister, Chrysothemis,


She’s carrying offerings from the house to give to the dead.




Chrysothemis enters.





Chrysothemis


What are you saying outside the house?


After so long lamenting, will you not learn you are wasting your time?


Your anger’s useless.


I know well enough how bad our way of life is.


I also know what my feelings are.


If I’d power, I’d tell our masters.


But these are dangerous waters and we must move carefully.


Nothing I do must threaten them.


I want you to do the same.


I know you have justice on your side, and I do not.


But they have power. I must obey them in everything


If I’m to be a free woman.


Electra


You are your father’s daughter, and you should be ashamed.


You forget him because you respect your mother.


You lecture me with what you learnt from her.


You do not have a word to say for yourself.


You make your choice.


You be foolish, like me, or you be wise and forget your own.


You said if you had power they would feel your hatred.


You then betray me when I do all I can to honour my father.


You try to stop me.


You’d be a coward as well as a victim, would you?


You teach me or you listen to me:


What would it profit me to stop mourning?


Do I not have a life?


A miserable life, but it is enough for me.


And if I harm them, then it is an honour,


A pleasure for the dead if the dead feel pleasure.


You say that you hate them, but it’s only a word, your hatred.


You live among them, you live with your father’s killers.


Well, the earth will cover me before I give in to them,


Not if they were to give me your pomp and your pleasures.


You eat yourself full and your life is a leisure.


What I eat does not sicken my stomach.


I have no desire to enjoy your privilege.


You would not either if you were thinking rightly.


You could be called the daughter of the greatest of men.


You choose, as things stand, to be your mother’s child.


You are what you seem to be – a traitor.


You have betrayed your dead father.


You have betrayed your own.


Chorus


Please, say nothing in anger.


There’s wisdom on both sides.


Learn from her, and she learns from you.


 Chrysothemis


I’ve grown used to her way of talking.


I would not have broken breath but that I did learn something.


She is facing great danger.


That will put a stop to her lamenting.


Electra


Great danger – what is it?


Come on, tell me.


If it’s worse than what I now endure, I will not say another word.


Chrysothemis


Then I’ll tell you all I know.


They will lock you away from the light of the sun if you don’t stop lamenting.


You will be taken away from this country.


You will be buried alive in a dungeon and left to mourn there.


Take stock of that, and don’t blame me afterwards.


You have the chance to show some sense.


Electra


They have decided to do that to me?


Chrysothemis


When Aegisthus comes home, yes.


Electra


Then let him come home soon.


Chrysothemis


You are crazed – what curse are you putting on yourself?


Electra


Let him come, if these things you say he has in mind –


 Chrysothemis


May happen to you? What kind of madness makes you want –


Electra


To get away as far as possible from you all.


Chrysothemis


You do not care to leave the life you lead now?
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