UNIVERSAL
LIBRARY

OU 214024

AdVddlT
1VSHdAINN






OSMANIA UNI TY LIBRARY:

Call No. § ’tt" L ;essio%N’o. . wg“
B35 oK I
Tide 37‘.&, eley o A

This book should be returned on or before the date
last marked below.







SOPHOCLES.






SOPHOCLES

IN ENGLISH VERSE

PART I 1.
AlAS
ELECTRA
TRACHINIAN MAIDENS
PHILOCTETES

ARTHUR S WAY, D.LIT.

AUTHOR OF
TRANSLATIONS INTO ENGLISH VERSE OF HOMER'S ILIAD AND ODYSEV ,
THE TRAGEDIES OF EURIPIDES AND AESCHYLUS, ETC

London:
MACMILLAN AND CO., LIMITED
ST. MARTIN'S STREET, LONDON

1914






AlAS.






ARGUMENT.

WHEN Achilles fedl dain before Troy in the last year
of the Trojan War, it was proclaimed that the armour
made for him by the Fire-god should be the prize of the
worthiest of the Greek heroes. Wherefore both Aias
and Odysseus claimed it. Aias was indeed the mightiest
of all living Greeks in battle; vyet, because Odysseus
by his war-craft had done most mischief to the foe, to
him did the judges award the prizez.  Then Aias, in
bitter wrath and shame, brooded over his dishonour till
madness came upon him, and he sought to avenge him-
self, not knowing what he did.

And herein is told what monstrous deeds he wrought
in that madness, and how he came to himsef at last,
and made the one atonement that remained to him, and
how he received after death all due honour.



DRAMATIS PERSONAE.

ATHENA, the Goddess of Wisdom.

AlIAS, son of Telamon, king of Salamis.

ODYSSEUS, saw of Laertes, king of Ithaca.

TEUCER, half-brother of Aias.

AGAMEMNON, son of Atreus, king of Mycenae and Argos.
MENELAUS, son of Atreus, king of Sparta.

TEKMESSA, a captive, wife of Aias.

EURYSAKES, infant son of Aias.

MESSENGER.
CHORUS, consisting of crew of Aias' ship.
SCENE.—i. In front of the tent of Aias, on the

Trojan coast.
2. A lonely place beside the sea.



AlAS.

Outside the tent of Aias. Odysseus tracking footpnnis.
Athena appears, borne on a cloud.

ATHENA.

EVER, Laertes' son, | mark thee hunt

To catch some vantage-chance against thy foes ;
So now | see thee by the seaward tents

Of Aias, stationed on the encampment's verge,
This long time questing houndlike, scanning still
His tracks iresh-printed, so to wot if he

Be there within or no. Thou art guided sure
As by keen-scented Spartan sleuth-hound's feet.
The man but now is entered in, with head

And slaughter-dealing hands adrip with sweat. 10
No need hast thou to spy about this door
Henceforth ; but say what this thine eager quest
Would win : so learn from her who knoweth all.

ODYSSEUS.

Voice of Athena, dearest of all Gods,

How plain-discerned thy tones are, though unseen
Thou be,—I hear, and leaps my heart thereto,—
Clear as when peals the Tyrrhene mouth of brass !
Thou hast well discerned that 'tis a foeman's slot

| quest, of Aias of the giant shield.

Y ea, him, none other, all this while | track. 20
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This night a deed of unimagined horror

He hath done against us,—if 'twas he that wrought;
For nought we surely know, but drift in doubt.

| of my freewill took this task on me.

It was but now we found wide havoc spread

And slaughter through the cattle of the spoil;

Yea, even their herdmen slain by violent hands,
The guilt whereof was none but cast on him.

A certain scout that marked him, o'er the plain
Leaping aone, with sword adrip with blood, 30
Spake, and revealed it to me. Straightway |

Sped on his track. Some prints | recognise,

Y et some perplex me, doubting whose the deed.

In season com'st thou : in time past thine hand
Hath helmed me, and shall helm in days to be.

ATHENA.
I know, Odysseus : on this path long since
Eager to watch and help thy chase | came.
ODYSSEUS.
Ah, toil | to good purpose, gracious Queen ?

ATHENA.
Yea: know, of yonder man those deeds were wrought.

ODY SSEUS.
And why thus launched he forth the unreasoning
hand ? 40
ATHENA.

By wrath for Achilles’ armour overborne.

ODY SSEUS.
Y et why in slaughter fell he on the herds ?
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ATHENA.
Twas in your blood he deemed he dyed his hands.

ODY SSEUS.

Ha! this his purpose—against Argive lives ?
ATHENA.

Yea, he had wrought it, had my vigilance slept.

ODY SSEUS.
By what bold plots, what hardihood of soul ?

ATHENA.
By night against you stole he forth alone.

ODY SSEUS.
Ha! came he nigh ?—attained he to his goal ?

ATHENA.
Close stood he by your captains' tent-doors twain.

ODY SSEUS.
And wherefore stayed his murder-maddened hand ?
[50

ATHENA.

Twas | withheld him: o'er hiseyes | flung
Glamour resistless of distempered joy,

Turned him against theflocks, great droves of spoil
Unshared as yet, and left in neat-herds' ward.

He fell on them, he mowed a slaughter-swath

Of cloven chines through horned hosts : he deemed
Now, that his hand slew captive Atreids twain,
Now that he swooped on this chief, now on that.
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I, as the man in throes of madness raved,
On-spurred him, cast him down mid gins of bale. 60
Thereafter, when he paused from this wild work,

He bound together those kine left alive,

And all the sheep, and drave them to the tent,

As who held captive men, no fair-horned spoil.

Now in his tent those bound ones he torments.

Yea, | will show thee his folly manifest,

That, seeing, thou mayst tell the Argives all.

Fear not: stand fast, nor look for any harm

From this man. 1 will turn his glittering eyes
Aside, that they shall not behold thy face. 70
Ho thou, who art with bonds back-straining hands
Of captains, thee | bid come hitherward.

Aias! ontheel call. Come forth the tent!

ODY SSEUS.
What dost thou, Athena? Never call him forth!

ATHENA.
Hold thy peace! Get thee not a craven's name.

ODY SSEUS.
By heaven, no ! Suffice that there he stay !

ATHENA.
What fearest thou ? Was he not man before ?

ODY SSEUS.
Yea, and my foe he was, and yet remains.

ATHENA.
To laugh o'er foes, is that not sweetest mirth ?
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ODY SSEUS.
Enough for me that he abide within.

ATHENA.
Afraid to s a madman manifest!

ODY SSEUS.
Were he but sane, in fear | had shunned him not.

ATHENA.
Fear not lest now he mark thee, however nigh.

ODY SSEUS.
Nay, how, if with the same eyes he doth see ?

ATHENA.
I will make dark his eyes, though they be open.

ODY SSEUS.
There's nought but might be, so a God contrived.

ATHENA.
In silence stand then : where thou art abide.

ODY SSEUS.
I must stay—yet would God | were afar !

ATHENA.

Aias, what ho | | call thee yet again!
Why this scant courtesy to thine ally ?

Enter Aias from the tent.
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AlAS.

All hail, Athena! Zeus-begotten, hail!
How well thou hast stood by me! With golden
spoils—
Thank-offerings for this prey—I'll hang thy shrine.
ATHENA.

Well hast thou said. Yet tell me this, hast thou
Deep dyed thy sword in blood of Argos' hosts ?

AIAS.
Such boast is mine. | will disclaim it not.

ATHENA.
Ha, did thine armed hand smite the Atreids too ?

AIAS.
So well, they shall shame Aias never more.
ATHENA.
The men are dead, so do | read thy words.

AIAS.
Dead | Of mine armour let them rob me now ! 100

ATHENA.

Ay s0. And what of him, Laertes' son ?
How sped with him thy fortune ? Hath he 'scaped ?

AIAS.
That knavish fox—dost ask me where he is ?

ATHENA.
Yea, of Odysseus ask |, of thy rival.
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AIAS.
O Queen, a guest most welcome, chained within
He sits; for | would have him die not yet—
ATHENA.
Ere thou hast done what, or what vantage gained ?

AIAS.
Ere, bound unto a pillar, ‘neath my roof—

ATHENA.
Ha! on the wretch what vengeance wouldst thou
wreak ?
AIAS.

His back be first scourged crimson ere he die. 110

ATHENA.
Ah no, torment not thus the hapless wretch !

AIAS.
All dse | yield, Athena, to thy pleasure :
But this, none other penalty, he shall pay.
ATHENA.

Nay then, since so to do is all thy joy,
Lay to thine hand ; spare of thy purpose nought.

AlAS.

Now to my work !—this is my charge to thee :
Thus ever stand, mine ally, at my side.

[Exit.
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ATHENA.

See'st thou how great the Gods' power is, Odysseus ?
What man more prudent hadst thou found than this,
Or in achievement mightier at need ? 120

ODYSSEUS.

Nay, none | know. Yetdo I pity him

Thus utter-wretched, though he be my foe,
Thus bowed beneath the yoke of evil doom,
Seeing in his fate nothing less than mine.

For now | see how we are nought beside
Phantoms, all we that live, or bodiless shades.

ATHENA.

Thou then, considering this, beware thou say
No arrogant word thyself against the Gods,
Nor be at all puffed up, if thou excel
Thy neighbour, or in prowess or in wealth. 130
One day brings low, one day again uplifts
All human greatness. Men of temperate soul
The Gods love, and abhor the wicked ones.
[Exeunt.
Enter Chorns.

CHORUS.

O son of Telamon, lord of Salamis
Whose breaker-girdied throne-steps waters kiss,

In thy fair days mine heart delighteth ;

But when the scourge in God's hand smiteth
Thee, or when evil tongues of Danaans hiss
Dispraise, | am sore afraid, mine heart is shivering
Like piteous eye of cushat terror-quivering. 140
Yea, from the night that now hath waned to morn
A multitudinous clamour hath been born,
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Besetting us with leaguer of hate and shame,
That thou, o'er yonder water-meadow striding,
Where thunder hoofs, and wild manes toss like flame,
Mad'st havoc of the cattle there abiding
Unshared as yet, the Danaans' war-won prey—
Yea, with thy flashing sword the beasts didst slay.
Even such a whispered spite-invented story
Odysseus sows in all men's cars—
Ay, winsbelief thereof : itisthy glory
That gains him credence ; whoso hears 150
Gloateth with more than that tale-bearer's glee
Over the woes that overshadow thee.
Aim at great souls, thy shaft unerring leapeth ;
But no man would believe such lie
Told against me : the serpent envy creepeth
Upon him who is set on high.
And yet how frail a bulwark is the small,
Unholpen of the great, for tower or wal l!
Leagued with the mighty, even the weak prevaileth ;
The strong lean on the frail: [160
Y et ah, for fools no wisdom's lore availeth !
Even such be they who rail
Against thee : to confound the liars we
Arestrengthlcss all, O King, apart from thee.
Sooth, now that they have 'scaped thine eye, yon
rabble,
Like flocks of silly wildfowl, scream and gabble.
But 'neath the mighty eagle's wing uptowering, [170
If thou perchance appear, stricken with sudden fear
All hushed shall they be, voiceless shall be cowering.
{9r)
Was it the Ranger of Taurica, Artemis mighty-
fathered—
Answer, O awful Rumour, parent of this my
shame!—
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Hurled thee against the flocks that for use of the host
were gathered,
Wroth for atriumph whereof unto her no tribute
came?
Disappointed was she of her share of the war-spoils
battle-glorious?
Did she miss the thank-offering due for a slain
stag, which is her right 7—
Was the brazen-corsleted War-god wroth for his spear
victorious 180
Unhonoured, and so by devices of darkness
avenged that dlight ?
(Ant.)
Never, O Telamon's son, had thine own heart caused
thee to wander
So far from the right, as to fall on the flocks, with
intent to their hurt.
The madness that Heaven sends, who may resist 7—
but the venomous slander
Which the Argives hiss against thee may Zeus
and Apollo avert!
Andif, like thieves of the night, those mighty princes

are stealing
Thy fair fame—they, or the spawn of Sisyphus
reprobate line— 190
Donot, ah do not, my King, intheshoreward pavilions
concealing

Thy face, thus bring on thyself and on me a
rumour malign!
(Epode.)
Nay, from thy sesson stand up at the last, where afar
from the fray
Brooding in idleness darkling, thou sittest through
day after day
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Letting the flame of the mischief blaze heavenward,
giving free way

Unto the insolent spite of thy foes, till it ranges un-
cowed

Wide through the wind-rippled glens, where the mocks
of an envious crowd

Hiss from the venomous tongues—and my soul under
anguish is bowed. 200

Enter Tekmessa.

TEKMESSA.

Speeders of Aias' ship, Erechtheid-born
Sons of the soil, we make our moan
Who love the house of one far-off, forlorn,
The house of Telamon.
For now the terrible, the giant form,
Aias, the lord of rugged might,
Low-lieth, stricken by a spirit-storm,
By whirling mists of night.

CHORUS.

What heavy change hath this night brought to pass
From the fair sun of yesterday ?
Child of a Phrygian prince, of Teleutas, 210
Thou of thy knowledge say,
Seeing battle-furious Aias loveth thee,
His spear-won bride, with constant heart,
Wherefore of knowledge shall thy whisper be,
Though it but hint a part.

TEKMESSA.

A tale unspeakable how shall | tell ?
A death-dark sorrow hearest thou.
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Darklingon glorious Aias madnessfell :
He lies a ruin now ;
Such horror may ye sse within his tent—
Blood-boultered many avictim lies
Slain by that hero's hands, an innocent
Unhallowed sacrifice. 220

CHORUS. (sr.)

Oh tidings past avoidance, past endurance,
That of thefiery hero thou dost tell,

Which Danaan chiefs spread with a glad assurance,
Which mighty Rumour flying still doth swell!

Oh but I dread the sure doom onward creeping!
Infamy-covered shall the hero die

Who with mad hand, with sword through darkness

sweeping 230
Sew herds, dew horseman-warders camped
thereby !

TEKMESSA.

Ah thence, even thence | saw him come ; he drave
A captiveflock : onyon tent-floor
One dew he, and another's ribs he clave
And all asunder tore.
Two white-foot rams he seized ; he lopped and cast
Away from him the head and tongue
Of this: to apillar upright bound he fast 240
That, and a heavy thong
Of horse-gear grasped he, and he scourged it then,
Hailing, as hissed the lash, a shower
Of curses, which a God, and none of men,
Had taught him in that hour.
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CHORUS. (Ant.)

Now is the time with footfall stealthy-pacing
To flee with heads all closely cloaked from light,
Or et us on the rower's thwart on-racing
To speed the ocean-faring galey's flight: 250
So grim the threats from Atreus' sons outflashing
Atus! — | dread lest with my lord their hate
Deal to me death, a death by stones down-crashing—
My lord, the prisoner of resistless fate !

TEKMESSA.

Prisoner no more : a sudden storm-burst raged ;
But the wind lulled, the lightning leaps no more.
Now that his blood is cool, his frenzy assuaged,
His heart is strangely sore ;
For to look forth on misery self-wrought, 260
When none beside therein hath borne a part,
Ay, this upon the rack of anguished thought
Stretches the tortured heart.

CHORUS.

Nay, if he hath rest, he shall do well, | ween.
Once past, affliction is of less account.

TEKMESSA.

Which wouldst thou take, if one should give thee
choice,

To grieve thy friends, the while thyself art glad,

Or to be one with them in sharing pain ?

CHORUS.
Sure, the worse evil is the twofold grief.
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TEKMESSA.
Then is our plight worse, though this fit be past.

CHORUS.
How meanest thou ?—I understand thee not. 270

TEKMESSA.

This hero, when that madness lay on him,

Himself joyed in the ills that compassed him,

Y et grieved us, his companions sound of wit.

But, now that he hath breathing-space from madness,
Himself by sore grief wholly is cast down,

So likewise we, no less than heretofore.

Are not two sorrows here, where erst was one ?

CHORUS.

As thine my thought is ; and, | fear, a God
Hath dealt this stroke. How dse, if respite cheer
Thy lord no more than stress of malady ? 280

TEKMESSA.
Y et be thou sure that thisis even so.

CHORUS.

Say, how first came the mischief's eagle-swoop ?
Tell us what happed, who sorrow in his pain.

TEKMESSA.

Thou shalt hear all, for thou hast part in him.

He then at dead of night, when evening brands
No longer burned, caught up his two-edged sword,
And rushed to fare forth on an aimless quest.

| chode with him, and cried, ' What doest thou,
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Aias? Why rush on emprise forth, unsummoned

By messengers, nor yet by trumpet-call 290

Roused ? Lo, the whole host now is slumbering.'

Curt answer he made—the note men harp on still—

'Woman, the woman's ornament is silence !"

| heard, and held my peace. Forth rushed he alone.

Now what befell without | cannot tell;

But back ere long he came, and dragged in bound

Bulls, herdmen's dogs, and sheep, a fleecy spoil.

Some he beheaded, back wrenched others' throats,

Slashed them across, or cleft the chine ; and some

Bound and tormented, falling on sheep as men. 300

At last, forth rushing, he to a shadow spoke

Wild whirling words, now touching Atreus' sons,

Now of Odysseus, mixed with laughter-bursts

For the great vengeance-outrage wreaked on them.

Then rushing back within his tent again,

Hardly at last lie cometh to himself,

Stares where delusion's havoc fills the tent,

Then smote his head, and wailed. He hurled him
down.

And crouched on wreck of slain beasts' carcases,

Clutching his hair with fingers frenzy-clenched. 310

So for long time he sat, nor uttered sound :

Then spake to me, with awful threatenings

If | revealed not all his sore mischance.

Yea, and he asked what meant his present plight.

And I, friends, in my terror told him all

That had been wrought, even all whereof | knew.

Straight cried he exceeding great and bitter cries,

Such as | ne'er heard theretofore from him,

Who aye proclaimed that buch laments belonged

To none but cravens and down-hearted men. 320

He, with no sound of wails high-shrilling, wont

Only to groan low, like a moaning bull.
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But now in this calamity prostrate flung,

Fasting from food and drink, amidst the beasts
Steel-slaughtered, silent sits he where he fell.

And, plain to sse, he means some desperate deed;
To this, methinks, his words and wailings point.
But, friends,—for to this end mine errand is,—

Go in to his help, if aught ye can avail:

Men in his plight are swayed by words of friends. 330

CHORUS.

Tcleutas' child, a fearful tale thou tell'st,
Tekmessa, of our lord by ills distraught!

AIAS  (within).
Ahme! ahmel

TEKMESSA.
Soon ‘twill be worse, methinks. Did ye not hear
Aias—with what wild cry he shrieked aloud ?
AIAS  (within).
Ahme! ahme!

CHORUS.

Yet is he crazed, methinks, or racked with grief
In presence of mad work surrounding him.

AIAS  (within).
Ah child ! ah child!

TEKMESSA.

Woe's me! Eurysakes, for thee he shouts! 340
What is his purpose ? Where art thou ?  Woe's me !
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AIAS  (within).

Ho, Teucev! Where is Tencer ? Will his raid
For ever last 7—and lo, | perish here |

CHORUS.

He seemeth sound of wit. Open : perchance
Even sight of me may bring self-reverence back.

TEKMESSA.

Lo there, |1 open. Now thou mayest se
His deeds, and in what plight himself is found.

Opens the tent-door, and discloses Aias within.

AIAS. . i)

Ah shipmen well-beloved, ye faithful few,
Ye who aone
Unto the olden loyalty are true, 350
What surge, hurled on
By storm-stress of a hurricane blood-raining,
Sweeps round me, rings me in with doom constraining !

CHORUS,

Ah me! thy testimony's truth is shown !
Y on sight reveds a noble mind overthrown.

AIAS. (Ant. 1)
0 good at need in craft of seamanship,
O galant crew
From whose oars leaping in your strenuous grip
The white foam flew,
In you against the miseries that waylay me 360
| se my one help—I beseech you, slay me!
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CHORUS.

Ah hush !—with poison salve not thou thy sore,
Nor make the anguish of thy ruin more.

AIAS. . 2

Sedst thou the valiant, of the heart unfailing,

In grapple with the foemen aye unquailing 7—
And lo, | have turned this hand of mine
Against mistrustless sheep and kine !

O bitter shame! O mocks of scoffers railing !

TEKMESSA.
Aias my lord, I implore thee, spesk not so !

AIAS.
Wilt not begone ?—take hence thy feet!—away !
Woe's me! ah me! 370
CHORUS.

Oh, for the Gods' sake, yield to wisdom's sway !

AIAS

Wretch evil-starred, who let slip through my hands
the accursed, my foe,
Dealt unto crook-horned cattle and sheep the mur-
derous blow,
And made their dark blood flow !

CHORUS.

O'er deeds irrevocable wherefore moan ?
These things are thus : they cannot be undone.
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AIAS. (Ant. 2
Thou spy, who watchest all, still, still pursuing
All paths, Laertes' son, of evil-doing, 380

Of yonder host the offscouring thou,
Loud and long laughter stirs thee now,
| ween, for very joy of this my ruin!
CHORUS.
Men laugh, men mourn, only as God ordains.

AIAS.

Might | but see him, shattered though | be—
Alas for me, for me!

CHORUS.
Ah vaunt not! Seest thou not thine evil state ?

AIAS.
O Zeus, of my fathers first Father, that | on yon vil-
lain might fall,
On yon loathed dissembler, yea, on the two kings
therewithal — 390

Then myself enter Hades' hall!

TEKMESSA.

Pray that in death | dso at thy side
May lie. Why should I live, when thou hast died ?

AIAS, (ar. 3)
Death's night, be thou light round about me!
O nethergloom, sunbright to me,
Receive me, receive '—be | made
An abider at rest in your shade !
Receive me, who look not for aid
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From Gods—even mortals shall scout me,
Though but things of a day they be ! 400

For the mighty Goddess, the Daughter
Of Zeus, with the hate of death
Smites me with flails of despair.
Whitherward shall | flee, and where
Shall | find me a haven of rest ?
My glory iswrit upon water :
It hathfledwith the parting breath
Of thevictims | dew : on a quest
After triumphs of madness | pressed ;
And the whole host armed for the slaughter
For my heart's blood clamoureth.

TEKMESSA.

Ay me, that one so good at need should "sy 410
Such words as he had scorned until this day !

AIAS. (At 3)

O paths where the brine breaks seething,
Sea-caverns and woods by the strand,
Ye have ssen me on Troyland's shore
Long, long, as the dow days more;
But no more—ye shall sse me no more,
Not Aias in life yet breathing !
Let whoso hears understand.

O streams of Skamander gliding
Long time so nigh unto us,
Kind to the Argives were ye: 420
But this man no more shall ye see
Who—Ilo, I will make my boast—
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Above all that came hitherward, riding
The seawaves, was glorious,
Yea, of all that warrior host
That fared from the Hellene coast.
Now. in shame and in darkness hiding,
To the dust am | humbled—thus !

CHORUS.

| dare not check, yet dare not let thee so
Speak, who hast met a fate so fraught with woe.

AIAS.

Ay me! Who, who had thought my very name 430
Should peal a presage-echo of my doom ?

For well may | cry now Ay me! not once

Nor twice, in such afflictions am | whelmed—

Even |, whose sire from this Idaean land

Came home with freightage of all high renown,
Achieved by deeds unmatched through Hellas' host !
And I, his son—to this, the selfsame land

Of Troy, | came, with warrior-might no less,

Nor meaner deeds accomplished of mine hand—

I, shamed before the Argives, perish thus'! 440
Y et well | know no less than this, | ween,—

If but Achilleslived, and would adjudge

His arms for meed of prowess to some chief,

None other man had grasped them in my stead.
And these, by Atreus' sons' contriving, fall

To a mean-souled knave, my prowess daffed aside !
Yea, but, except mine eyes and mind had swerved
Distraught, against none other man had these

Ever pronounced doom so iniquitous!

But that resistless Goddess, stern-eyed child 450
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Of Zeus, when now to smite them | prepared
Mine hand, with madness thrilled me, thwarting me,
That with these dumb beasts' blood | dyed mine

hands.
And they—they have escaped me—scoff at me |—
Not by my will; but if a God confound,

The veriest craven may escape the hero.

And now what must | do, I, manifestly

Abhorred of Gods, hated of Hellas' host,

And of all Troy and these her champaigns loathed ?
What, shall | leave the fleet, leave Atrens' sons 460
Unchampioned, cross the Aegaean sea for home ?
And with what look shall 1 meet Telamon

My father ? Shall he brook to see me come

Thus empty-handed, with no meed of valour

Like those he won, a mighty crown of fame ?

This may not be endured. Ha, shall | go

Against Troy's towers, and singly make assault,
Achieving noble deeds, then die at last ?

So should | gladden Atrcus' sons, | ween !

This cannot be. Some emprise must | seek 470
Such as shall prove me to mine aged sire

His son—no son of nature spiritless.

Base is it that a man crave length of days,

Who from misfortune sees no hope of change.

What joy in day still following day, that now
Thrusteth him near death, and draws back anon ?
Not at a straw's fee value | the man

Who warms his hearth by fires of idle hopes.

Either to nobly live, or nobly die

Is worthy of the high-born. 1 have said. 480

CHORUS.

None €'er shall say that thou hast uttered, Aias,
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A bastard word : 'tis true-born of thine heart.
Howbeit forbear : vouchsafe that friends o'errule
Thy purpose : put away these evil thoughts.

TEKMESSA.

0 my lord Aias, greater curse is none

To mortal men than is the lot of thralls.

| was the daughter of a frecborn sire,

A mighty man of wealth, no Phrygian more ;

And now am | adave. The Gods ordained it,
Mcthinks, and chiefly thy strong hand. So then, 490
Since | am wed to thee, | wish thy weal;

And | implore thee, by Hearth-warder Zeus,

And by thy couch, whereby thou art knit to me,—
Brook not that | should hear foul scoffs from foes
Of thine !—yield me not up a stranger's prey !

For on what day thou dost by death forsake

Me, on that sdfsame day be sure that I,

Seized, with thy son, by Argives' violent hands,
Shall taste thenceforth the portion of the slave.
Then one of our new lords shall slioot out shafts 500
Of bitter words—' Behold yon concubine

Of Aias, once the mightiest in the host !

What thrall's work knows she, after all her pride! "
So shall they jeer. T shall be scourged of God ;

But shame to thee and thine these words shall be.
Nay, oh think shame to leave thy sire forlorn

In cheerless eld—thy mother, heritress

Of many years, think shame for her, who oft

Prays to the Gods to bring thee living home.

Pity thy son, King! Robbed of fostering care, 510
Orphaned of thee, a lone life shall he pass,

By loveless guardians ruled : such sore distress
Thou by thy death shalt deal to him and me.
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For | no more have aught whereto to look

Save thee. Mine home-land did thy spear lay waste :
My mother and my sire another doom

Brought low, to dwell in Hades' halls of death.
What, ah, what home-land can | have but thee ?
What wealth ? In thee all, all my safety lies.

Nay, even me remember ! It fits that man 520
Keep memory of all favours rendered him :

For kindness, lord, begetteth kindness still.

On whose mind kindness is in water writ,

He cannot be a man of noble strain.

CHORUS.

Aias, | would thine heart might pity her,
As mine doth. Well might'st thou commend her
words.

AlAS.

Y ea, she shall be of me commended well,
If she but flinch not from the appointed task.

TEKMESSA.
Dear Aias, | inall thingswill obey.

AIAS.
Bring my son hither : | would see him now. 530

TEKMESSA.
Ah! in my terror | conveyed him hence.

AIAS.
Mid mine affliction 2—or what meanest thou ?
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TEKMESSA.

Lest the poor child should haply meet thee and die.

AIAS.
Ay, sooth such horror well had matched my doom !

TEKMESSA.
Yea, | took thought to avert that depth of ill.

AIAS.
Thanks for thy deed, and for thy provident care.

TEKMESSA.
Say, what shall 1 do now to help thy need ?

AIAS.
Grant me to speak to him, to se his face.

TEKMESSA.
Yea, heis near : thy servants ward him safe.

AIAS.
Why doth he linger, then, and not appear ? 540

TEKMESSA.

Child, child, thy father calsthee! Bringhimin,
Whoever of you servants guides his steps.

AIAS.
Comes he at thy call, or is out of hearing ?
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TEKMESSA.
Nay, of the servants one now brings him nigh.

Enter Servant with the child Eurysakes.

AIAS.

Lift, lift him hither ; for he will not quail

To gaze on all this slaughter newly wrought,

If he be truly mine—his father's son.

Straight must this colt to his father's rough-hewn
ways

Be broken in, and to like nature wrought.

Child, happier than thy father mayst thou be ; 550

In all else like him : thou shalt not be base.

Y et even now this may | envy thee,

That thou art all unconscious of these ills :

For life is sweetest ere we learn its lore,—

If ignorance be an evil, ah, 'tis bliss !—

Ere thou have learnt what mcaneth joy and grief.

But when thou comest to this knowledge, then

Show thy sire's foes a hero's hero-son |

Till then still feed on unsubstantial air

Nursing thy child-heart, for thy mother's joy.

No fear lest any Greek shall thee insult 560

With flouts despiteous, though | be afar;

Such gateward-watcher o'er thee will | leave,

Teucer, a fosterer staunch, albeit now

Far off he journeyeth, holding foes in chase.

Now, shielded warriors, ye sea-faring folk,

| charge you also with this grace to us :

Withal to Teucer bear mine hest, that he

Take this my child unto mine home, and show

To Telamon and my mother Eriboia,

To be for aye the staff of their old age, 570
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Till to the Nether Gods' dim halls they come.

Mine arms no stewards of their games, nor he

That wrought me wrong, shall set for athlete's prize.
But thou, my son, shalt take my namesake shield
Sevenfold, the tower impregnable, and sway
Grasping its curious work of handle-loops.

Mine other arms be buried in my grave.

Haste, from mine hands receive this boy straightway :
Shut my pavilion ; raise not thercwithout

Wails :—woman is a passing plaintive things 580
Haste, make all fast! 'Tis not for prudent leech
To wail song-spells o'er hurts that ask the knife.

CHORUS.

| shudder hearing thy stern vehemence :

Thy tongue is a sharp swoid ; it likes me not.
TEKMESSA.

Aias, my lord, ah, what is thine intent ?

AIAS.
Ask not—enquire not! Good is self-control.

TEKMESSA.

Ah me! how sinks mine heart! By this thy babe
| pray, and by the Gods, forsake us not !

AIAS.
O'ermuch thou vexest me. Know'st not that |
No more am debtor to the Gods for service ? 590

TEKMESSA.
Oh blaspheme not!
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AIAS.
Speak unto who will hear !

TEKMESSA.
And wilt not yield ?
AIAS.

For thy much speaking—no !

TEKMESSA.
O King, | fear!
AIAS.

Wilt not make fast forthright ?

TEKMESSA.
By Heaven, relent!
AIAS.
Fools' thoughts, meseems, are thine,
If thou thus late dost think to school my moods.

The tent-door is closed on Aias. Exit Tokmessa with
Child.
CHORUS. @gr. 1)

Ah Salamis famous in story,
Thy feet do the surges kiss
Still, and for all men a glory
Dost thou dwell in the home of thy bliss
Evermore.

But I—woe is me for the lagging 600
Long years, for the camp-vigils drear
Under Ida, the leaden-dragging
Months of my pining here
Heart-sore | —
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For the looking for and the hasting
Unto Hades, unto the brink
Of the flood unseen, from the tasting
Whereof men shudder, and shrink
From its shore !

(Ant. 1)
Like a wrestler who bideth his season,
Whose grip shall throw me at last, 610
Is my lord's heaven-blasted reason
By whose cureless affliction fast
Is he bound.

Even he from thine arms who departed
An onset-peerless chief—
Oh the change !—now desolate-hearted
To his lovers a measureless grief
Is he found.

For the deeds of his hands, whose splendour
Through the world in the days past burned,
No love do the loveless render, 620
By the caitiff kings are they spurned
To the ground.

(Sr. 2
And the nursling of days far-fleeted,
White-haired, of her son shall be told,
Of his bosom's lord disseated,
His thoughts uncontrolled.

Ah, not as the nightingale's wailing
That moaneth softly and low,
But wildly and high, heaven-scaling
Shall shrill her woe, 630
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With smiting of hands unsparing
On her bosom with ringing blows,
And with rending of fingers tearing
Her brow's thin snows.

(Ant. 2)
He were better in Hades hidden,
Who by lineage is princeliest born
Of Achaians, than madness-ridden,
Affliction-torn.

In the wisdom that grew with his growing
To be one with the man, doth he stand
No longer : the paths of his going
Are in a strange land. 640

Woe is thee, hapless sire, when thou hearest
Of the soul-crushing curse on thy son,
Such as none of thy line but this nearest
And dearest hath known !

Aias comes out of the tent with a sword in his hand.

AlAS.

All things long immemorial Time brings forth

From hidden seed, and hides them after birth.
Nought is too strange to look for : impotent

Alike are dread oath and the stubborn will.

Even I, so wondrously unbending erst, 650
Like tempered steel, am womanlike disedged

By yonder woman ; and | rue to leave her
Widowed midst foes, and my son fatherless.

| to the bath, and seaward-sloping meads

Will go, to cleanse defiling stains from me,
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And 'scape the dread weight of Athena's wrath.
Then will I find some spot untrodden, there

To bury this sword, hatefullest of weapons,
Delving the earth where none shall s the deed :
Let Night and Hades keep it in their depths. 660
For since the hour mine hand received this sword

A gift from Hector, my most bitter foe,

No good thing have | had from Argives yet.

Ah, true the proverb is that mortals use—

" No gifts, and profitless, are gifts of foes.'

Therefore shall 1 know henceforth how to yield

To Gods, and learn to reverence Atreus' sons.
Rulers they are : one needs must yield—what help ?
Yea, ev'n things terriblest and strongest yield

To dignities : winters, with paths snow-paved, 670
Make way for goodly-fruited summer-tide :

Yea, and the weary-lagging wheels of night

Give place to dawn's flame-splendour of white steeds.
The blast's dread breath withal gives sumber-space
Unto the moaning sea: all-conqueror deep
Unlocks his gyves, nor holds his captives aye.

And we, shall we too not discretion learn ?

Yea, that will I : | know, & ne'er before,

That it behoves but so to hate a foe

As whom one yet may love, and to a friend 680
Be it mine in help and service so to cleave

As who shall not be constant aye. For most

The haven of comradeship is treacherous ground.

Y et touching this shall all be well. But thou,
Woman, pass in, and pray the Gods that all

Mine heart's wish be to the uttermost fulfilled.

And ye my comrades, honour even as she

Mine hest; and tell ye Teucer when he comes

To think on me, and kindly deal with you.

For thither go | whither | must go. 690
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Ye, do mine hest : ye haply soon shalt hear
That, though | am fortune-crost now, all is well.
[Exit.
CHORUS. (Sr.)
Shivers of rapture thrill through me, on wings of de-
light am | lifted !—
Hail to thee, Wild wood-king !
Forest-lord, rover of seas, from the crag-eyries snow-
overdrifted
To the brow of Kyllene that cling,
Thou who arraycst all votaries' dances, appear, high
Vision !
Be with me now, and inspire
Me with thine own heart's creation, the dance-
measures Knossian and Nysian, 700
For my feet for the dance are afire !
Yea, may the King come to meward o'er surges
Icarian riding,
He whom Leto in Delos bore,
Even Apollo, a manifest Presence with me abiding
Gracious for evermore.
{Ant.)
Swept from mine eyes by the War-god's touch is the
cloud of my sorrow—
O joy ! O joy! Now again,
Zeus, thou vouchsafest the cloudless light of a pros-
perous morrow
To our galleys that race o'er the main ; 710
Seeing that Aias once more hath forgotten his wrongs,
is fulfilling
The high Gods' ordinance now,
Yieldeth the sacrifice due with a perfect heart and
willing
That in lowliest worship doth bow.
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Time; mighty Time, maketh all thingsto fade : there
is nought that transcendcth
Belief, for that even our lord
Turns from his anger away, and the conflict of giants
he endeth
With the kings whom so late he abhorred.

Enter Messenger.
MESSENGER.

Friends, of my tidings the first word is this:

Teucer is here—new-come from Mysian highlands. 720

Soon as he reached the captains' tents mid-camp,

By all the Greeks as one was he reviled.

They marked his coming from afar ; they thronged

All round him, hailed their maledictions then

From this side and from that—was none refrained,—

Calling him brother of the maniac plotter

Against the host —' Thou shalt not 'scape/ they
cried,

" From dying battered out of life with stones! "’

Yea, to such pass they came, that swords were
snatched

Out of their scabbards, clutched in furious hands. 730

But, when to bloodshed's verge had wrangling run,

By elders reconciling words ‘twas stilled.

Now where is Aias! Him would | tell this:

Who are nearest touched, they must hear all the tale.

CHORUS.

He is not within : heis but now gone forth.
With his changed mood hath he yoked new resolves.
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MESSENGER.

Woe and aas!

Too late upon this errand he who sends

Hath sent me, or a laggard | am found !
CHORUS.

How hath performance fallen short of need ? 740

MESSENGER.
Saith Teucer, ' See ye suffer not the man
Forth of his tent to go, ere | be there/
CHORUS.
Nay then, he is gone ; for he to wiser thoughts
Turned, to be reconciled with wrathful Gods.
MESSENGER.

Of uttermost folly full are these thy words,
If Kalchas aught in wisdom prophesies.

CHORUS.
Prophesies >—what >—what know'st thou of this
thing ?
MESSENGER.

Thus much | know, who, as it chanced, was there.
Out of the council of the ring of chiefs

Kalchas withdrew apart from Atreus' sons : 750
In Teucer's hand in friendly wise he laid

His right hand, bade him with strong urgency

To use all shifts to keep within the tent

Aias, nor let him pass forth while this day

Shines, if he fain would ever ssehim living ;

' Since for this one day,' boding spake the seer,
"Him shall divine Athena's anger scourge :
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For lives grown proud, and profitless to Heaven,
Fall by stern visitations of the Gods '—

So spake the ss—' yea, whoso, mortal-born 760
By nature, thinks not mortal-lowly thoughts.

Now he, at his first setting-forth from home,

Was found a fool, when wisely spake his sire,

Who said to him, " Son, crave thou to prevail

In fight, but aye with Gods help to prevail."

He arrogantly and witlessly replied,

" With Gods help might the veriest niddering

Win mastery, father. | without their aid

Doubt not to clothe myself with this renown."

Such was his vaunting speech. Nay, yet again, 770
When Pallas the divine would spur him on,

And bade turn on the foe a slaughtering sword,
Awful reply he made, unmeet to spesk :

" Queen, take thy stand by other Argives : never,
Where | am, shall the battle break our line."

By suchlike words the Goddesss dread wrath

He earned—by thinking thoughts too high for man.
Yet, so he but outlive this day, perchance

With a God's help may we save Aias yet.'

So spake the seer : then Teucer straightway rose 780
And sent me thence to bear thee these behests,

That thou mayst heed them. If we are foiled herein,
He is no more—if Kalchas be inspired.

CHORUS.

Hapless Tekmessa, child of sorrow, come,
Come forth and mark what words this man doth say.
This steel's edge sweeps too near for any joy !

TEKMESSA.

Why rouse ye me from rest, unhappy me,
From respite given now from harrowing ills ?
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CHORUS.
Hearken to this man, who hath come to tell
A fate for Aias which hath anguished me. 790
TEKMESSA.
Ahme! What say'st thou, man ? Are we undone ?

MESSENGER.

Thy plight | know not ; but if Aias be

Gone forth, for him my heart is sore afraid.
TEKMESSA.

He is forth—what thou meanest tortures me !

MESSENGER.
This Teucer's message is—' Within the tent
Keep him, and let him not go forth alone/

TEKMESSA.
And where is Teucer ? Wherefore saith he so

MESSENGER.

He is but now returned, and he forebodes

That this forth-going shall be Aias' death.
TEKMESSA.

0 hapless I!  Of what man learnt he this ? 800

MESSENGER.

Of Thestor's son, the seer, this day whereon,
Saith he, his life or death in balance hangs.
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TEKMESSA.

Ah me! O friends, defend us from this doom !
Haste! Some with speed bring Teucer hitherward :
Some to the westward gorges, eastward some

Go, track the hero's fatal going-forth.

For ah, | know me by my lord deceived,

And know me from his erstwhile grace cast out !
Woe! What shal | do, child ?—sit still we may not !
Thither will | too, far as strength avails. 810
On fare we! haste! No timeto sit at ease!

If we would save the man who hastes to death

CHORUS.

| am ready : this not words aone shall prove :
Speed shall attend them both of act and feet.

[Exeunt.

Scene changes to a lonely place on the sea-shore.  Aias,
standing over his sword, which is planted in the
ground point upward.

AlAS.

The dlayer standeth set where deadly-sure

He shall be—were this for such thoughts a time :
This gift of Hector,—of all foeman-friends

Most loathed of me, most hateful to mine eyes—
Planted in hostile ground, in Troad soil,

By the steel-biting whetstone newly edged. 820
| have planted, lapped it round with earth full well,
Most loyal to help me unto speedy death.

So have | well planned. For the rest do thou,

Zeus, first, vouchsafe thine aid, as well bessems

No mighty guerdon shall | ask of thee :

Send, prithee, a messenger with this ill news
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To Teucer, that he first may lift me up,

When | have fall'n on this wet-reeking sword,

Ere of some enemy | be espied,

And cast aravin-prey to dogs and birds. 830
This | beseech thee, Zeus, and cry to Hermes,

The Hades-guide, to hush me gently asleep,

Not with convulsive throes, but one swift bound,
When with this sword 1 have cleft my heart in twain.
And help me ye, O Maids who live for aye,

Who look on mortal sufferings evermore,
Far-striding awful Erinnyes! Do ye mark

How wretchedly through Atreus' sons | perish!

| pray you, swoop and seize these felons : blast them
Most horribly ! Even as ye look on me 840
Falling self-slain, be they by kinsfolk slain,

Done by their dearest flesh and blood to death.
Come, O ye swift Avengers, Erinnyes, come !

Glut you, spare not this host confederate !

And thou, who driv'st thy car up heaven's steep,
Sun, when thou look'st down on my father's land,
Stay there thy golden-plated chariot-rein,

And publish thou my ruin and my doom

To mine old father and my woeful fostress—

Ah hapless ! when she hears the tale, | ween, 850
Through all the city her bitter wail shall peal.

What profits thus to raise a bootless dirge ?

I must right swiftly take in hand the deed.

0 Death, 0 Death, come now and look on me !—
Nay, there too shall | meet thee and accost.

But thee, O splendour of radiant day, seen now—
Thee too, Sun chariot-borne—I hail you now

For this last time of all, and nevermore !

0 light, O hallowed soil of the homeland mine,
Salamis, stablished hearth-floor of my sire |— 860
O glorious Athens, folk akin to me !—
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Fountains and rivers nigh me, plains of Troy |—
Onyou | call! Farewell, O fosterers mine !
Thisisthelast word Aias saith to you :

The rest in Hades shall | tell the dead.

[Falls on his sword.
Enter Chorus in two bands, from east and west.

HALF-CHORUS |.

Travail and trouble '—none other fruit
From trouble and travail, the stem and the root !
Whitherward have my feet not pressed,
Whitherward, in their endless quest ?
Y et no place knoweth the secret, none that can share
it with me—
Loye! loye! 870
Do | hear not the sound of afootfall 2—ah, isit he ?
HALF-CHORUS 2.

Nay, only your voyaging-fellows : like you from the
galleys we fare.
HALF-CHORUS 1.
What then ?—what tidings hast brought ?

HALF-CHORUS 2.
To the westward side of the ships have our feet
tramped everywhere.
HALF-CHORUS 1.
Ha!—and hast thou found aught ?

HALF-CHORUS 2.
Ay, toil enow, but no glimpse of his face.
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HALF-CHORUS | .
Nor this path, which the shafts of morning's rays
Glance down, revealeth of the man one trace.

CHORUS [united) (Sr.)
Oh for tidings of the lost
From some toiler of the sea, 880

One of them that dceplessy
Ouest the crannies of the coast!
Oh that Oread of the mountain,
Oh that Naiad of the fountain
Would but tell us, ' | have seen
Y onder hero stern of mien
Wandering ! '
0 'tis hard, thus wearily
Roaming chartless, neer to s
Wildered-souled beloved, thee,

O my King ! 890
TEKMESSA.
Ahme! ahme!
CHORUS.

Whose cry brake from yon thicket herebeside ?
TEKMESSA.
O misery !
CHORUS.
| se the hapless maid, the spear-won bride
Tekmessa: from a broken heart she cried.
TEKMESSA.

This isl_m |death l—friends ! friends ' —O desolate
plignt!



A IAS 45

CHORUS.
What shall this be ?

TEKMESSA.

Aias !—in this hour slaughtered !—in our sight
He lies !'—in his heart a sword is buried deep !

CHORUS.

O what home-coming shall mine be now ! 900
Woe's me! O hapless King, in thy fall
Hast thou slain thy voyaging-fellow withal !

O wretched-hearted woman thou !

TEKMESSA.
Tisevenso ! Well may we wail and weep.

CHORUS.
Ill-starred '—whose hand in this his act should aid ?

TEKMESSA.

His own. Too plain—planted in earth the blade
Whereon he is fall'n hath accusation made !

CHORUS.

O mine infatuate folly !—aone

Didst thou fall in thy blood—no friend with thee,
none!

And |, as one deaf in veriest deed, 910

All wit-bereft, | took no heed !

See where, ah where, now lieth our slain—

Aias, the spirit that none could rein—

Aias, whose name was a presage of bane !
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TEKMESSA.

None shall gaze on him : with enfolding cloak

The whole man will | hide, forasmuch as none

That loved him would endure to look on him

Thus spirting through his nostrils, through the gash
Of death, the darkened blood himself hath shed.
What shall | do? What friend shall raise thee up ?
Where tarries Tcuccr ?  'Tis high time he came  [920
To lay this corpse out of a brother dead.

Aias ill-starred! So noble, brought so low |—

So low, even foes might fitly wail o'er thee !

CHORUS.

Doomed wast thou, unbending-souled

Hapless hero, doomed to gain

At the last a goa of pain,

Self-accomplished woes untold !

Ah, herein had | forewarning

Night by night, and morn by morning, 9;0

In thy bitter murmurings

Fierce against the Atrei'd kings—
Ruin's seed !

Sorrow did that hour beget

When the golden arms were s

Forth, to be, where heroes met,
Valour's meed.

TEKMESSA.

Woe for me! woe!

CHORUS.
This pang doth pierce thy true heart, well | wot.
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TEKMESSA.
Oh anguish-throe!

CHORUS.
Well mayst thou weep and wail again thy lot, 940
S0 near, so dear was he—and he is not!
TEKMESSA.
Thou canst but guess—to fed it is for me.

CHORUS.
Yea, even 0!

TEKMESSA.

Ah me, my babe, to cruel slavery
We pass : for thee and me taskmasters wait |

CHORUS.

So ruthless they cannot be, whom
Thou dost glance at—Atreus seed—
As to do this unspeakable deed !
Now may Heaven avert such a doom !
TEKMESSA.

Heaven!—all this came by heaven-appointed fate. 050

CHORUS.
A load too hard to bear on us it throws.

TEKMESSA.

Y et awful Pallas, Zeuss Child, still sows
Our path, for Odysseus sake, with all these woes.
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CHORUS.

Ah, doubtless the hero patient-souled

In thy fall is exulting: with uncontrolled

Long laughter his black heart mocks at thee,

Mocks at thy frenzy, thine agony !

Out on him ! Out on the caitiff souls

Of the Atreids twain, who gloat as they hear—

O kings unkingly !—and echo the jeer ! 960

TEKMESSA.

Ay, let them laugh, and triumph o'er the wrongs

Of Aias! Who in life desired him not,

In straits of fight shall haply mourn him dead.

For these warped souls, when their hands grasp their
good,

Discern it not, ere they have let it slip.

His fall shall more my grief be than their joy.

To him shall it be sweet. That which he yearned

To win, he hath gained, even death, the boon he
craved.

How shall they dare, then, make a mock at him ?

His death concerns the Gods, but yon men—no ! 970

Then let Odysseus prate his empty taunts :

For them no more is Aias ; but to me

Leaving a broken heart's moan, he is gone !

A cry behind, the scenes—' Ah me ! ah me!"’

CHORUS.

Hush ! for methinks 'tis Teucer's voice | hear,
A cry that leaps to meet this woeful sight.
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Enter Teucer.
TEUCER.

Beloved ! Aias! O my brother's face !

Hast thou, O hast thou fared as rumour cries ?
CHORUS.

Dead is the hero, Teucer : know thou this.

TEUCER.
Woe is me for mine heavy fortune then ! 980
CHORUS.

Tis even so.
TEUCER.

O wretched, wretched | !

_ CHORUS.
Well may we wail
TEUCER.

O deed of passionate haste !

CHORUS.
Ay, all too hasty, Teucer.

TEUCER.
Woe is me !

Where is his son 2—where in this Troad land ?

CHORUS.
Alone amid the tents.

TEUCER {to Tek)
Away with speed !

Haste, bring him hither, ere some foe shall seize,
And thou be as a lioness robbed of whelps.
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Hence! hurry ! bear thy part. When men be dead,
All folk are wont to make a mock at them.

[Exit Tekmessa.
CHORUS.

Yea, while he yet lived, Teucer, our lord bade 990
That thou shouldst care for him, as thou dost care.

TEUCER.

O woefullest of all sights unto me

That ever | have looked on with mine eyes!

0 path of all paths most unto mine heart

Afflicting, path which I have trodden now,

0 dear, dear Aias, when 1 learnt thy fate,

As, following thee, 1 tracked thy footsteps out!

For, as from a God, a thrilling rumour passed

Through all the Greeks, that thou wast dead, wast
gone!

| heard it—woe is me |—albeit afar, 1000

| groaned : | s now—oh, 'tis death to me!

Ahme!

Unveil him : let me se this woe's full depth. (The
corpse is uncovered).

Il sight!'—face full of bitter resolution,

What anguish thou hast dying sown for me!

For whither now, to what folk, can | go,

Who was not near to help thine agony ?

Good sooth, but Telamon, thy sire and mine,

With gracious mien and kind would haply welcome

Me coming without thee! How not 2—Ay, he 1010

Who meets not even good fortune with a smile!

What taunt will he keep back ?>—spesk not what
daggers,

Calling me bastard born of spear-won thrall,
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Who, all of craven cowardice, betrayed

Thee, dear, dear Aias, or of traitorous guile.

To hold the sceptre and palace of the dead !

Thus, passion-grim, and soured by weight of years,

He'll say, who is wont to wrangle and rage for nought ;

And, last, shall thrust me away, flung forth the land

With words that brand me thrall in place of free. 1020

So shall | fare at home : but here in Troy

1 have many foes, and helpers passing few.

All this is mine inheritance by thy death.

Ah me! what shall | do ? how pluck from thee

This bitter glittering point, the slayer to whom,

Wretch, thou hast yielded up thy breath ? Knew'st
thou

How that dead Hector would at last destroy thee ?

Mark, O by heaven, the fate of these two men :(—

Hector, by that same belt by Aias given

Gripped as with wolf-fangs to the chariot-rail, 1030

Was mangled, till he gasped his life away :

And he, our lord, who had this gift of him,

By this hath perished, fall'n in deadly fall.

Did an Erinnys, then, not forge this brand,

And Hades, a grim craftsman, shape that belt ?

I will aver that 'tis the Gods contrive

These things, yea all things evermore for men.

Whoso mislikes my judgment in his thoughts,

Cleave he to his conviction, | to mine.

CHORUS.

No more! Take thought how thou shalt hide this
man 1040

In earth, and what words thou shalt speak ere long.

For | behold a foe : perchance to scoff

At our affliction felon-like he comes.
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TEUCER.
What man dost thou spy coming from the host ?

CHORUS.
Menelaus, he for whom we sailed to Troy.

TEUCER.
| s=: heisnigh, aman not hard to know.
Enter Menelaus.
MENELAUS.

Sirrah, | warn thee, lend no hand to raise
Y on corse, but leave it even as it lies.

TEUCER.
For what cause wastest thou such arrogant breath ?

MENELAUS.
My will is this, and hiswho rules the host. 1050

TEUCER.
So! Wilt not tell what charge thy pretext is?

MENELAUS.

This, that we trusted we had brought from Greece
To Achaia’s host an ally and a friend ;

Y et found him, tried, worse than all Phrygian foes—
The man who plotted death for all the host,
Marched forth by night, to slay us with the spear;
And, but some God had thwarted this essay,

We by this fate which he hath drawn on him

Had died, laid low by doom of utter shame,
Andhehadlivedon! God hath turned aside 1060
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His outrage, that it fell on sheep and kine.
Wherefore there is no man so strong, that he

Shall in a grave ensepulchre this corse.

Nay, but cast forth upon the yellow sand

He shall be ravin for sea-haunting birds.

Therefore blow up no flame of blustering rage,

For, if we could not curb him living, we

Will rule him dead in any wise, maugre thee.

Our hands shall helm him now, though never once
In life would he consent to heed my words. 1070
Y et 'tis a knave's part when a citizen

Brooks not to hearken to authority.

For neither in a city shall the laws

Have fair course when there lives no fear of them,
Nor shall a host be wisely disciplined

Without these bulwarks, fear and reverence.

A man must, though he have gotten a giant's bulk,
Think, ' I may fall by trivial hurt o'erthrown.'

For he in whose heart dwelleth fear and shame,

He, be thou sure, hath safety for his guard. 1080
But where is insolence and wilfulness,

That state, bethink thee, shall one day at last,
Wrecked in a fair wind, sink into the depths.
Stablished, say |, be seasonable fear ;

Nor let us dream that, working our own will,

We shall not win requital of sore hurt.

Mark Time's reversal here: erewhile was he

A fiery scorner ; | am now high-stomached.

And | forewarn thee not to bury him,

Lest, burying him, thou fall into the grave. 1090

CHORUS.

Menelaus, while thou preachest with wise saws,
Do not thyself foul outrage to dead men.
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TEUCER.

Ne'er shall 1 marvel more, friends, if a man
Low-born reveal by acts his churlish blood,

When they which are accounted nobly born

By words reveal them churls in grain no less.

Come, from the first say—didst thou capture, thou,
And hither bring this man, the Greeks ally ?

Sailed he not hither himself, lord of himself ?

How art thou captain o'er him ? By what right iioo
Claim'st kingship over folk he led from home ?
Thou earnest Sparta's king, no lord of ours.

No ordinance for thine office was laid down

That thou shouldst rule him more than he rule thee.
Subject to others hither sailedst thou,

Not chief o'er all, that thou shouldst €er lead Aias.
Rule whom thou rulest: with thy pompous words
Chastise them : but this man, though thou forbid,
Or that thy brother-captain, | will lay

In earth, as right is, fearing not thy tongue. 1110
For not for thy wife's sake he came to war,

Like yonder drudges who thy fardels bear ;

Nay, but in honour bound by his own oaths,

No whit by thee |—for men of nought he cared not.
Wherefore, take yet more heralds with thee, yea,

Y on general, and so come. Thy clamour |

Will heed not, while thou art—the thing thou art!

CHORUS.

| like not such high tone amidst such ills :

For hard words rankle, be they ne'er so just.
MENELAUS.

Our bowman-churl, meseems, hath no small pride.
[1120
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TEUCER.
Bowman 2—no churl's art have | made mine own !

MENELAUS.
High were thy vaunts, couldst thou but get thee a
shield!
TEUCER.

Fencdess |'d match mc against thee panoplied.

MENELAUS.
O me! what lion-mood sits on thy tongue !

TEUCER.
Good right hath justice to be high of heart.

MENELAUS.
That he, my slayer, prosper, is this just ?
TEUCER.
Thy slayer ?2—a portent!—dead, and yet thou livest!

MENELAUS.
A God saved me : for his part, | am dead.

TEUCER.
Then, saved by Gods, insult not thou the Gods.

MENELAUS.
Say'st thou | lightly esteem the Gods' laws—I ? 1130

TEUCER.
Thou, if thou com'st denying dead men graves.
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MENELAUS.
Ay, to mine own foes. Aught beside were shame.

TEUCER.
How then, did Aias €er stand forth thy foe ?

MENELAUS.
He hated me who hate him. This thou know'st.
TEUCER.
Ay, thieving fabricator of adverse votes !
MENELAUS.
The judges cast him in this suit, not I.
TEUCER.
Thou'ldst do much specious baseness underhand.
MENELAUS.
There's one to whom this speech shall breed annoy.

TEUCER.
Not more annoy, methinks, than | shall deal.

MENELAUS.
One thing | tell thee—this man finds no grave. 1140

TEUCER.
Hear my reply : buried this man shall be.

MENELAUS.

Ere this | have marked a man of blustering tongue
Who urged the shipmen to set sail in storm,
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In whom thou hadst found no voice, when compassed
round

With dress of tempest. Muffled 'neath his cloak

Helay : what shipman would might tread on him.

Even so with thee and thy loud-raving tongue—

Haply a great storm, from alittle cloud

Blowing, shall quench thy mighty clamour's fire.

TEUCER.

| too have seen a man of folly full, 1150
Who mocked despiteously his neighbour's woes.

But one looked on him—such an one as I,

In mood like me—and spake such word as this :

" Man, do not thou despite unto the dead :

If so thou do, know, thou shalt suffer too.'

So faced he and rebuked that sorry wretch—

Whom now | s ; none dse he is, meseems,

Than thou. Ha! ismy riddle hard to read ?

MENELAUS.
Hence will I . This were shame, if any hear
That my words chasten whom my power can crush.
[1160
TEUCER.

Ay, get thee hence ! 'Twere deepest shame that |
Should hearken while a fool prates idle words.

[Exit Menelaus.
CHORUS.

Full nigh doth the shadow of grim strife loom !
Nay, hasten with all speed, Teucer, and find
A place for the hero's deep-delved tomb,
Where he, borne ever by mortals in mind,
Shall dwell in gloom.
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TEUCER.

And lo, in season fittest for our need

Hither draw nigh this hero's child and wife

To array for burial the hapless corpse. 1170
Child, hither come : stand by in suppliant guise,
And lay thy hand on him who gave thee life.

Kneel thou in invocation, in thine hands

Holding mine hair, thy mother's, and thine own,

The suppliant's all of wealth. If of the host

Any by force will pluck thee from this corpse,
Vilely be that vile wretch cast forth his land,
Unburied, rooted up with all his race,

Ev'n in such wise as now | shear this tress !
Holdit, O child, and guardit. Letnoman 1180
Move thee therefrom, but kneeling cling to him.

Ye, not like women, but as men, stand by,

And ward him, till 1 come, when | have made

A grave for this man—yea, though all forbid !

[Exit,
CHORUS. CA)

When shall the final count be told,
The endless coil be all unrolled
Of these long homeless-wandering years
Which bring the curse, the ceasdless strain
Of travail of the charging spears
Wide-swaying over Troyland's plain 1190
For Hellas' sons' reproach and pain ?
[Ant. 1)
Oh had he vanished from men's sight,
Drowned in the heaven's abysmal height,
Or to all-havening Hades thrust,
Who first taught Greeks the leagued array
Of arms abhorred '—O battle-lust
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Begetting battle-lust for aye '—
He ruined nations in a day.
(sr. 2

No joy of garlands to cnwreathe me,

Nor wine-draughts deep, 1200
Did that man's felon lore bequeath me ;
No, nor sweet notes of flutes outpealing.
Nor any solace travail-healing

Of nightly deep.
Tis long since dream of love beguiled me,
From love so wholly he exiled me.
Uncared for thus, thus utter-weary
I lie, while aye with dews thick-falling
My dank hair drips—all things recalling
One nightmare thought: ' By Troy the dreary'

My watch | keep !’ 1210

(Ant. 2)

Once from the terror darkling creeping

On through the night,
And from the arrows daylong leaping
Fierce Aias was my shield and tower.
Low lies he now : some demon power

Hath wreaked its spite!
What joy henceforth for me abideth ?
Oh to be in the bark that rideth
The surge 'neath Sunium's foreland fleeting,
Whose wood-crowned level brows far-gleaming
Rise from the foam-veil downward streaming, 1220
That | might cry to Athens greeting—

"Hail, holy height!"

Enter Teucer.
TEUCER.

| have hasted back ; for | spied the army-chief,
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Agamemnon, posting hither for our bane.
| trow he will unrein a froward tongue.

Enter Agamemnon.
AGAMEMNON.

Thou, thou, they tell me, darest braw!| against us

Wide-mouthed, with swelling words, unpunished yet!

Even thee 1 mean, the captive woman's brat !

Hadst thou been bred of mother gently born, [1230

How high had been thy vaunts, thy strut how proud,

When thou, mere naught, dost champion this mere
naught,

Swearing that we came neither; chiefs of hosts

Nor fleet—may govern neither Greeks nor thee !

Aias, say'st thou, was chief in his own right.

Is not this infamous to hear from slaves ?

01 whom thus loudly rings thine arrogant vaunt ?

Where stood he, whither went he, and not | ?

Were there no men among the Greeks but him ?

So to our cost to Argives we proclaimed

That day a contest for Achilles' arms, 1240

If Teucer, howe'er it fall, shall brand us knaves ! —

If ye, though vanquished, to the doom that pleased

The more part of the judges, cannot bow,

But aye bespatter us with revilings, or

Stab like assassins—ye, the beaten ones !

Tush !—never of such dealings should there come

Establishment of law or ordinance,

If we shall thrust aside the rightful winners,

And drag the rearmost to the foremost place.

This must be checked. Tis not the men of bulk 1250

And big assemblage are our surest help ;

Nay, but the prudent everywhere prevail.

The huge-ribbed ox is by a little whip,
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For all his bulk, straight-guided on his way.

Yea, and this medicine see | drawing near

To thee full soon, except thou get thee sense—

Who for no more a man, a shadow now,

Art bold for insolence of a tongue uncurbed.

Wilt thou not find discretion ? Learn thy breed,
And bring another hither, some free man, 1260
To plead thy cause before us in thy stead !

When thou dost speak, | cannot understand :

The tongue of barbarous people know | not.

CHORUS.

Would that ye twain could get you temperance !
No better counsel can | give to you.

TEUCER.

O shame! how swiftly gratitude to the dead

Fleets from men's memories, and is traitor found,

When, Aias, he for thee not one poor word

Keeps of remembrance '—he for whom so oft

Thou toiledst, hazarding thy life in fight! 1270

Ay, all these things are clean gone—flung away !

Thou who hast said but now vain words enow,

Dost thou in no wise call to mind the day

When ye within your rampart-lines were penned,

Were now ' mere naught' when turned your spears
in rout,

And this man came alone and saved you, then

When fire around the stern-decks of the ships

Was blazing, when upon the galley-hulls

Hector was leaping high above the fose ?

Who thrust the peril back ? Was't not his deed, 1280

Who neer set foot, say'st thou, where thou wast not ?

Did he not render you leal service there ?
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And did he not again in single fight,

Unbidden, by the lots' doom, Hector meet ?

No skulker's lot cast he into the helm,

No clod of damp earth ; nay, but one that first

Light from the crested morion forth would leap.

'Twas he who did this: at hissidewas I,

The slave, the man of barbarous mother born !

Wretch, where are thine eyes when thou say'st it—
thou ? 1290

Know'st not that he who was thy father's sire

Was a barbarian Phrygian, Pelops old ?

And Atreus, who begat thee, god-contemner,

Feasted his brother on his own son's flesh !

And what art thou ? A Cretan mother's son,

With whom her father found a paramour,

And to dumb fishes doomed her for a prey.

And such as thou revile my lineage—mine !—

Seeing | had for father Telamon,

Who wrought of all the host most valiantly, 1300

And won for bride my mother—a princess she

By birth, Laomedon's child : Alkmena's son

Gave her, the choice and flower of all the spoil.

Shall I, so nobly born of noble twain,

Shame these that are by blood akin to me,

Whom thou, when in misfortune low they lie,

Wouldst thrust forth graveless, nor dost blush to say
it?

Now know this well, that, if ye cast him forth,

Us three shall ye cast forth to lie with him.

More glorious were it, that in all men's sight

| diedin battle toiling for this man 1310

Than for thy wife—O yea, thy brother's then !

Therefore at my good look not, but thine own :

For, if thou gall me, thou shalt wish to have been

A craven rather than so bold toward me!
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Enter Odysseus.
CHORUS.

O King Odysseus, in good time thou com'st,
If not to embroil, but mediate thou com'st.
ODY SSEUS.
What isit, warriors? From afar | heard
The Atreids' outcry o'er this hero-corpse.
AGAMEMNON.
Ay, have we not heard words most infamous 1320
But now, O King Odysseus, from this man ?
ODY SSEUS.
What manner of words >—for | can pardon him
Who, hearing foul speech, hurlcth railing back.
AGAMEMNON.
I I'l words he heard, who did to meill deeds.

ODY SSEUS.
What did he then, whereby thou hast a wrong ?

AGAMEMNON.
He will not leave this man without his dues
Of burial, but will bury him, maugre me.
ODY SSEUS.
IS it vouchsafed a friend to speak the truth,
And, even as erst, still pull the oar with thee ?
AGAMEMNON.

Say on : for | were dse unsound of wit; 1330
Since of all Greeks | hold thee chiefest friend.
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ODY SSEUS.

Hear then :—this man, in God's name, dare not thou
Thus ruthlessly to cast unburied forth.

Thee in no wise let violence constrain

For hate of him to trample justice down.

He was my worst foe once in all the host

From that hour when | won Achilles' arms.

Yet, him, though ne'er so much my foe he were,

| would not so dishonour, as not to say

That no man, save Achilles, have | seen 1340
So mighty, of all the Greeks that came to Troy.
Unjust, then, thy dishonouring of him were.

No scathe to this man, but to laws of Gods,

Shalt thou work. Yea, unjust it is, to abuse

A brave man dead, how stern so€er thine hate.

AGAMEMNON.
Thou champion him, Odysseus, against me !
ODY SSEUS.
Even I. | hated him, when honour bade.

AGAMEMNON.
Behoves thee not to trample on him dead ?

ODY SSEUS.
Joy not in shameful triumph, Atreus' son.

AGAMEMNON.
'Tis hard for kings to observe strict righteousness. 1350

ODY SSEUS.
Not hard to honour friends who counsel well.
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AGAMEMNON.
A good man should give ear to them that rule.

ODYSSEUS.
No more! Thou conquerest, if thou yield to friends

AGAMEMNON.
Bethink thee to what man thou show'st this grace.

ODYSSEUS.
O yea, my foe : yet noble once was he.

AGAMEMNON.
What wou