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PROLOGUE

EXT.  THE RUBBISH DUMP - NIGHT.

A young girl exits from the kitchen carrying a bucket of slops.  She empties the bucket onto the rubbish heap and turns to go.  Suddenly a strange disembodied voice cries out from the dark in seSotho.  The girl, terrified, turns to look for the source of the voice which continues its cry.  Suddenly a pair of hands emerge from a dustbin.  The girl turns and flees back into the kitchen as the voice and the hands continue their cry.

CASSANDRA

Ntlo ena!  Bonahg hleng!

This horrible house!  Jo oe ...

Botlokotsebe ba khale ba ntlo ena.

Bo ipatile ka har’a mamati ona ana!

The house breathes with murder!

Drip!  Drop!  Drip!  Drop!

Mali, mali a rotha,

Blood is dripping down the walls

Ea nkha!  E nkha joalo ka

lebitla le butsoeng, le nkhisa h’o sa lokang.

Lebitla le bolang, le phete le bole

hore monkho o’ khane bohle

ba kenang ka ntlo.

A house where parents eat their little children,

fill their hands with their own flesh,

ba phete ba bontse bohle masalla

a maphelo a khaotsoeng.

Thusang!  Thusang!  O horrors!

INT.  THE PALACE NURSERY - NIGHT.

The sound of singing in isiZulu.  Two children are discovered playing under the supervision of their nurse (the singer).  They are twins, about five years old.  As they play we become aware of an argument taking place behind the half open door.  It is difficult to hear exactly what is being said but from time to time words can be made out.  The nurse is first to become aware of the argument but the children soon hear it too.  They are obviously distressed by the increasing violence of the arguing.

AGAMEMNON

Why do you look at me with trouble

and with terror in your eyes?

Is our daughter ready for the wedding?

CLYTAEMNESTRA

She is ready.  But for what I know not.

AGAMEMNON
What do you mean by this, woman?

CLYTAEMNESTRA
How dare you stand there and lie to me?

I know what your real plan is.

AGAMEMNON
What are you talking about?

CLYTAEMNESTRA
Don’t play games with me, Agamemnon.

Your child and mine - do you intend to kill her?

AGAMEMNON
What vile accusation is this, that spills  from -

CLYTAEMNESTRA
Stop!  Give me an answer to this question.

And let it be an answer spoken with courage.

AGAMEMNON
(Pause)  It has to be done.

CLYTAEMNESTRA
Nothing has to be done.  You’re talking about

killing your own child.  Your first begotten daughter.

How you can even entertain such a thought is beyond me.

AGAMEMNON
Do you think this is not difficult for me as well.

I love my children but the sacrifice must be made.

CLYTAEMNESTRA
Love.  How dare you talk to me of love.

What have I done to deserve this.

I’ve been a good and faithful wife.

Is this the thanks I get?

AGAMEMNON
Please stop shouting.  This is not about our marriage.

My position in the state demands that I avenge

the wrong done to my brother’s wife

who is your sister too.

CLYTAEMNESTRA
That slut.  Let Menelaus sacrifice his own daughter.

AGAMEMNON
I am the leader, the king and the general.  It is my duty.

CLYTAEMNESTRA
What about your duty to your children?

AGAMEMNON
The army, marooned upon the shore grows restless.

CLYTAEMNESTRA
How will you ever be able to look your children

in the eye after murdering their sister?

AGAMEMNON
If I don’t act, the Trojan armies will sail to Argos

and rape and kill all of our children.

This conversation is over.

He pushes open the door and crosses through the nursery, passing the nurse and the children, on his way to the kitchen.  Clytaemnestra appears in the doorway behind him.

CLYTAEMNESTRA
Come back you fucking bastard.

Don’t you dare walk away from me.

Agamemnon!

He opens the fridge, takes out a beer and opens it.  He starts to drink.  She goes back into the room half closing the door behind her.  The nurse continues singing, trying to calm the children.  After a few moments Agamemnon puts down the bottle and walks back to the room through the nursery space.  He opens the door and goes in.

CLYTAEMNESTRA
You weak and pathetic piece of shit.

Poor, pretty puppet of a king.

You don’t have the balls to stand up and protect this family.

You fucking coward.  I never should have married you.

You’ve never satisfied me in any way because,

to put it plainly, you’re just not man enough for me

and I should have realised that years ago.

Menelaus’s flaccid flunky quivering in the face

of the army he commands.  There is only ever one

option for you, the sceptre and the throne.

That you should choose this hell-hole you call Argos 

over our daughter just goes to prove what a weak and

powerless bastard you are.

He hits her.  There is a moment of silence.  Then Clytaemnestra comes through the doorway holding her head.  One of the children makes a move towards her as she passes through the nursery space but Clytaemnestra shrugs her off and continues down to the kitchen.  The nurse takes the children out.  Clytaemnestra turns on the tap and washes her head.  Agamemnon comes out of the room and follows her down to the kitchen.  He comes up behind her and tries to touch her in a gesture of apology.  She pushes his hand away.  He moves away angrily to a kitchen drawer and removes a meat clever/carving knife which he begins to sharpen.  Clytaemnestra turns towards him.

CLYTAEMNESTRA
Agamemnon, if you carry out this deed.

If you leave me then and go off to this war,

and if your absence there from me is stretched over the years,

with what heart shall I keep your house in Argos?

With what heart look at each empty chair and find it empty of her;

at her bed always empty and undisturbed?

Or when I sit down with tears of loneliness,

for a mourning that will have no end,

What thought will pierce my soul.

Who brought you to this death?

It was your father - he and no other,

and by no other’s hand!

This is the shame, Agamemnon,

and the retribution you leave in your house.

I swear to you, I will never forget this night

and the suffering I mete out to you in return

will be like the slaughtering of a thousand swine.

Agamemnon is silent for a moment watching her.  Then he drives the cleaver down into the chopping block with great force.  At the same instant a loud wind begins to blow.

EXT. THE DESERT - DAY

Wind blowing strongly.  Two travellers caught in a sand storm in the desert.

FADE TO BLACK

(LINK WITH CLOCK WINDING FORWARD IN TIME)

ACT ONE

FADE UP ON

INT. THE PALACE KITCHEN - NIGHT.

Sound of bedsprings creaking rhythmically from deep within the palace.  The kitchen seems deserted.  On closer inspection we see light spilling through the fridge door which is ajar.  Slowly the door swings open to reveal Electra inside the fridge stuffing food into her mouth.  She looks terrible: fatigued; unwell; scarred by years of abuse and imprisonment.  Her actions are slowed down as a result of this abuse.  She becomes aware of something over at the rubbish dump and leaves the fridge still carrying food.  At the rubbish dump she seems to go through some kind of ritual.  The smell at the rubbish dump is extremely strong and nauseating.  She has trouble stopping herself from vomiting.  Aegisthus enters and seeing her kneeling at the rubbish dump, he comes up behind her unable to see what she is doing.  At the last moment Electra turns towards him and vomits on his shoes.  [Aegisthus reaction]  Two secret service agents scurry out from the shadows.  One hauls Electra off back to the fridge and the other cleans Aegisthus’s shoes.  Aegisthus goes over to a dark corner of the kitchen and secretively stashes away bunches of money he has stuffed in his pockets.  Suddenly a terrified scream is heard from upstairs.  Aegisthus dismisses his agents to investigate.  He quickly finishes his stashing and starts to leave.  The palace lights begin to snap on and the chorus enters in great haste in the midst of preparations for taking care of the queen who is in distress from a nightmare.

CHORAL SEQUENCE

NURSE

The proud dead stir under the earth,
CHORUS
The proud dead stir/

under the earth/

they rage/

against the ones who took their lives/

rage/

against the ones who took their lives/

rage/

against the ones who took their lives./

Blood clots hard/

it cannot/

seep through the earth/

seep through the earth/

it breeds/

it breeds revenge/.

Frenzy/

goes through the guilty/

seething/

like infection/

swarming/

through the brain/

through the brain/

rage, rage, rage, rage, rage, rage, rage ...

ELECTRA

What news nurse?

NURSE

Your mother is aroused child.

There is great evil coming this way I fear.

ELECTRA

What is their plan?

NURSE

To send you where the sun no longer shines.

ELECTRA

When?

NURSE

As soon as Aegisthus comes home.

ELECTRA

Then let him come and do his worst.

I am in need of escape from this hell.

NURSE

Not go on living?

ELECTRA

Where are you going nurse? 

What offerings are those you carry there?

NURSE

Your mother, child, has sent me to your father’s tomb,

To wet the ground where he lies.

ELECTRA

Her mortal enemy? The one she hacked to death?

What mad idea is this?

NURSE

It is the product of a dream she had last night.

She woke just now in great alarm

And sent me on my way immediately.

ELECTRA

You cannot touch the tomb 

with any of the things you carry, nurse.

Do you think the dead man would accept such gifts,

from she who wiped her blade clean on his head?

Dispense of these libations and in their stead,

Cut a lock from my hair and place that on the tomb.

Then kneel and pray –

Pray that the dead rise to stand with us against their enemies;

Pray that my brother, Orestes, lives and will return 

to trample his enemies underfoot;

Pray that we live, nurse, to see a better day than this

when we can adorn my father’s tomb with worthy gifts.

CHORUS

The girl speaks true.

If you have sense,

old woman,

you would do exactly what she asks.

NURSE

I will do it. It is right.

But I beg for silence.

If her mother finds out,

My life will be bitter.

She cuts the lock of hair and exits.

CHORUS

Justice is coming!/

Vengeance is coming!/

Justice is coming!/

Vengeance is coming!/

Justice is coming!/

The Queen!

Enter Clytaemnestra

CLYTAEMNESTRA
Aegisthus!  Where is my husband?

The oversexed traitor.  His absence from my bed in times of need is far too frequent now.

Nurse, bring me a fucking drink.

Where is the water to bathe away my torment?

I bad it come ten fucking hours ago.

You, there, come rub my aching paws.

Oh for some sympathy, a kind and devoted ear.

The nurse brings her the drink and makes to go.  Clytaemnestra pulls her back.

CLYTAEMNESTRA
Stay! 

She drinks it down and thrusts it at the nurse who calls for another.

CLYTAEMNESTRA
It was terrible.  I felt my waters break,

blood everywhere, seeping from between my legs,

and the pain, like nothing I had ever felt before.

It was pushing its way out of me - my baby.

I wrapped it in a blanket and gave it my breast to feed.

But then, it reared back its head

and exposed its fangs, hissing;

its black, forked tongue darting in and out.

I tried to hold it back but it thrust forward

burying its sharp teeth into my nipple,

sucking from my breast,

my blood turning my mother’s milk

a dark and curdled red.

And then it was gone as quick as it had come

and there was darkness all around,

a heavy oppressive darkness which covered the land.

It came from the staff of my first husband.

The staff was thrust into the ground

and from it a tree had grown whose leaves

crept in under doors and through windows,

and wrapped themselves round walls.

Darkness like a cloak of evil.

What does it mean?

NURSE

I am too simple, madam, to understand these things.

CLYTAEMNESTRA
Oh, bring me something to smoke.

A draught, to ease the burdens of my

tortured mind.

Laughter heard from the direction of the fridge.  Electra approaches.

ELECTRA
Welcome mother.

I smell your guilty presence in the air and I gag on it.

CLYTAEMNESTRA
So you are loose again, wandering about.

ELECTRA
Look, the whorish queen racked with guilt

ventures deep into the bowels of the palace

to seek unholy comforts from her minions and those

she has discarded.

CLYTAEMNESTRA
Where is Aegisthus?  Why is she not restrained?

ELECTRA
Your lover, mother, seeks comforts away from the palace

which it seems you no longer provide for him within it.

In short and to be plain, he dips his stick tonight

while you make journey to the kitchen to be comforted by the servants.

CLYTAEMNESTRA
You have a foul and vicious tongue.

ELECTRA
Better than a foul and vicious heart.

CLYTAEMNESTRA
Look at you, a disgrace to your family and your position.

I do not wish to look upon your filthiness.

Crawl back into your hole.

ELECTRA
It is not I who disgrace our family, mother.

CLYTAEMNESTRA
Nor I, if truth be told.

ELECTRA
Whose truth?  What truth do you imagine

ever spilt from between your guilty lips?

The truth is plain:  you killed my father!

CLYTAEMNESTRA
Your father, yes, always your father.

ELECTRA
My father is dead.

CLYTAEMNESTRA
That death he got from me.  From me.

I know it well, there is no denial in me

But I was not alone in the deed.

Justice it was that took him, not I alone.

ELECTRA
Who is this Justice of whom you speak?

Is he one that I should know?

A suitor perhaps for your long unwed daughter

who lives with a multitude of sufferings,

inflicted by a mother and her bedfellow.

CLYTAEMNESTRA
Dark and lonely were you father’s plots against

those he should most have loved and least

conspired to kill.

ELECTRA
Dark and evil were yours, mother.

CLYTAEMNESTRA
If you have something truly to hate,

you ought to learn the facts first; 

then your hate would be more decent.

But in the dark it is a vile and festering thing.

ELECTRA
What facts?

CLYTAEMNESTRA
Your brutal father sacrificed your sister to the gods.

My daughter ripped from my arms

bound to the alter and sliced limb from limb

till her blood flowed freely into the howling winds

that lead to Trojan slaughter.  Ten years he stayed

away from home, ten long years in which he fought;

and I waited.  Ten years in which the hatred for his deed

burnt ever brighter in my breast.  And then, one day 

he came back home.  He came back home to me with a mad,

god-filled girl and introduced her to our bed.

So there we were, two brides stabled in a single stall.

A double insult: to my breast and to my sex.

ELECTRA
Oh mother the world knows you less well than I.

Long before your daughter came near sacrifice,

the very hour your husband marched away from home,

you were setting your brown curls by the bronze mirror’s light.

Any woman who works on her beauty when her man

is gone from home indicts herself as being a whore.

She has no decent cause to show her painted face

outside the door unless she wants to look for trouble.

CLYTAEMNESTRA
Oh you poor, prissy thing.

You are so dry and shrivelled in the prudish

prison of your virgin state.

You judge with little knowledge.

Once you have tasted its sweet fruits 

you too will be a fool for sex.

When our husbands choose to despise our beds,

to stay away through long and lonely nights,

why should we women not imitate them and find other friends.

But then the dirty gossip puts us in the spotlight;

the guilty ones, the men, are never blamed at all.

ELECTRA
If this be true; if you be right,

I thank the gods and your cruel imprisonment

for my virginity.

CLYTAEMNESTRA
It is not the gods who keep you virgin child,

nor your mother and her friends.

It is your own perverted hatred and your unhealthy rage.

What man would look upon your bitter vengeful state

and seek to hold you near or make you his?

ELECTRA
You are a cruel and heartless woman.

CLYTAEMNESTRA
One who wishes to speak to you no more.

I will be gone now and leave you to your self-inflicted suffering.

ELECTRA
A double blow I suffer.  Neither inflicted by myself.

My father unjustly slaughtered.

My mother lost forever from my sight.

CLYTAEMNESTRA
If Menelaus had been raped from home on the sly,

and I had killed my child so that my sister’s

husband could be rescued.  You think your father would

have borne it?  He would have killed me.  Then why was it fair

for him to kill what belonged to me and not be killed?

I killed.  I turned and walked the only path still open to me

and it has lead to sorrow and despair.

ELECTRA
What sorrow?  What despair?

You suffer little it seems as you lie beneath

the heaving buttocks of your false king.

CLYTAEMNESTRA
I have lost my children.  Do you think

that is a thing that makes me glad,

that fills my secret-grieving heart with joy?

ELECTRA
Your daughter, Iphigenia, is lost, that much is true.

But why do I, your daughter, still alive,

die my sister’s death twice over while you strangle my life.

If murder judges and calls for murder, I will kill you - for Father.

If the first death was just, the second too is just.

CLYTAEMNESTRA
That wicked thought I know you harbour 

deep inside your heart.  But there is little you can do

while your freedom to act is limited by royal decree.

For that I am grateful and relieved.

ELECTRA
Then why are your sleeping hours so wrenched apart

by guilty apparitions and horror-filled dreams?

Remember always that there is one who far away

escapes your evil claws, though barely,

and who free from your decrees is set to fill

your waking hours with horrors unimaginable.

CLYTAEMNESTRA
Enough of these rantings.

I will hear no more of this.

You know the penalty for speaking these things.

The one you speak of exists no more

within these city walls.  Crawl back into

your hole while you still have the power

to freely move your limbs and guard against

your foolish, liberal tongue or you shall not escape

the results of your behaviour when Aegisthus comes.

Away!

EXT.  SOMEWHERE ON THE ROAD TO ARGOS - DAY.

Second image of travellers.  Helping, caring, assisting each other.

EXT.  OUTSIDE THE PALACE - NIGHT.

Cassandra is discovered spray-painting Orestes’s name on the palace walls.  We hear the sound of a car approaching.  Headlights spray across Cassandra who ducks down out of sight.  The car stops and the engine shuts down.  We hear the sound of a door slamming shut and someone approaching.

EXT.  THE RUBBISH HEAP/ INT.  THE KITCHEN - NIGHT.

Aegisthus enters, drunk and singing.  He goes over to the tap and washes his face.  He opens a cupboard and takes out another bottle which he opens and slugs from.  He moves towards the door.  Through all of the above, Cassandra has been moving down into the kitchen undetected until she positions herself behind him.

AEGISTHUS

Start spreading the news,

Orestes isn’t coming no more etc. etc.

Agamemnon - no, please don’t get up.  Hee hee

I like you just the way you are,

in the womb of your rubbish heap tomb.

Fuck I need a wee, you don’t mind if I have a little pee.

He pees on the grave.  Cassandra mimics him from behind.  She will continue to mimic him until she is discovered.

AEGISTHUS

Out of me comes wee.

Hello.  Who do you want to speak to?

Daddy?  Hold on I’ll get him for you.

Agamemnon, it’s for you.  Oh, okay.

Sorry he can’t come to the phone right now,

he’s a bit tied up.  I’ll tell him.

He’s not coming back.  He’s never coming back.

Start spreading the news.

Orestes isn’t coming no more.

He won’t be a part of it.

Apollo.  Apollo.

He sees the Cassandra behind him and he stops dancing.  There is a standoff between them as they circle each other.  Then Aegisthus offers her a drink.

AEGISTHUS

Phuza! ... Phuza!

She reaches out to take the bottle he pulls it away at the last moment.  Laughs hysterically.  Then he gives her the bottle and she drinks.  Aegisthus sees the grafitti behind her back.  He moves towards her slowly and then he grabs her, holding her so she can’t move away.

AEGISTHUS

What is this?  What is this?

This vile scribbling on the palace walls

spells doom to you my little friend.

You dabble as if it is a game you play 

with small and incoherent children.

But the game is far more serious than that.

It was decreed to all the people all across the land

without exception, that this false dream,

this empty vision was banned from the public tongue,

banned from the public sight, its very existence

blotted out for all who live in Argos.

Now you will suffer my wrath as a sign for all around

that Aegisthus rules in Argos.  And the people will suffer

too the consequences of your rash scheme.

The kitchen chorus have begun to enter during the above ready to begin work on a new day.  They stop when they see Aegisthus and Cassandra.  Aegisthus hands Cassandra over to the security guards and grabs a bullhorn to address the chorus.

AEGISTHUS

Men and women of Argos!

There are those amongst us who seek

to overthrow our stable lives,

to wrench away our peace from out our bosom.

I cannot stand aside and let this pass.

It is my duty to ensure that law and order prevail;

that the social order remains intact;

that our children’s future remains secure.

If in doing my duty we all face hardship in one

form or another, this is something we must endure,

for to spare the rod will only spoil the future for us all.

This then is Aegisthus’s command.

By the powers invested in me as ruler of this place,

I declare that a state of emergency now exists

within the city walls.  I declare special powers to search and to seize;

to detain and punish those who seek to wreck our quiet lives.

So, if there be a man whom empty hope has still puffed up,

let him look upon those who suffer for their actions

and shun a forcible encounter with myself.

Punishment will make him grow some sense.

Aegisthus leaves and the security begin disseminating informationn to the chorus which they pick up and begin whispering.

CHORUS

Orestes is a terrorist!

Orestes doesn’t exist!

Orestes isn’t coming!

Orestes is the devil!

The whispering grows in intensity until a cry heard from the fridge stops them.

NURSE

Electra … I have news … Electra!

Orestes is with us.

Know this from me who held you at my breast.

I have seen the evidence with these eyes.

ELECTRA

What evidence?

NURSE

When I arrived at the spot,

The tomb was already dressed with flowers –

Flowers of many kinds and not all from these parts.

And milk dripped down from the top of the mound

and into the parched earth.

I came closer but found no one there.

All around was still.

And then I knew it

This offering came from him -

Your brother.

Who else would do such work?

I tell you, these offerings came from Orestes.

CHORUS

Orestes!

ELECTRA

He is back.

There is a knock on the kitchen door.  The door is opened to reveal the two travellers asking for food and shelter.

FADE TO BLACK.

ACT TWO

INT. THE KITCHEN - EVENING.

Pylades is washing before eating.  Orestes waits.  They are sitting on the floor in front of the kitchen table.  The kitchen chorus are perched on and around the table watching the strangers with intense interest and suspicion.  Pylades finishes his washing ritual and sits down to eat.  They eat with their hands which causes a reaction in the chorus.  As they eat one or two of the chorus come forward to touch them or to smell them or to look closely at their clothing.  Finally, the eating is over.

PYLADES

Electra?

The chorus react in shocked silence and begin to move away.  For the remainder of the scene, Pylades only uses the word “Electra” in her attempts to gain information as to her whereabouts.  Finally they understand that she is in the fridge and move towards the door.  The nurse rushes to the fridge and bars their way.  Pylades tries everything he can to get the nurse to move away from the door including brute force, pleading, tears etc.  Finally the nurse relents and moves away from the door.  Pylades opens the door to reveal Electra.  He puts out his hand to her but she chooses to go to the nurse who hold her.  Pylades and Orestes are visibly shocked at the state of Electra.  

PYLADES

I have come about your brother.

ELECTRA

Orestes?

PYLADES

Orestes … is … no more.

He is dead and cannot save you.

Electra is beside herself with grief, enraged she turns on Pylades, the messenger, and begins to beat him.  

ELECTRA

You lie stranger.

Your tongue is false.

PYLADES

No. I was there when he died.

I have brought his ashes 

For scattering on the land.

He has already spent too long away in exile from this place.

NURSE

But who put the offerings on his father’s tomb?

I saw them there myself.

PYLADES

I made the offerings.

To honour Orestes’ memory.

NURSE

What an old fool I am!

Filled with joy 

while all the time the evils multiply!

ELECTRA

Give me the urn stranger.

Let me hold him in my hands.

Let me shed tears.

The hopes of a generation are extinguished.

I sent you away small, brother,

Filled with hopes that you would return to save us.

And now you have returned, and even smaller.

Death is too strong for me.

Take me with you brother.

Let me dwell there where you are.

I am already nothing …

Already burning …

All hope lost.

She grabs a knife and makes to kill herself. 

ORESTES
Electra!

Orestes, unable to hold back any longer and assured of his sister’s love by her obviously genuine reaction, pulls her from Pylades and hold her tight until she is quiet.  Then he reveals to her that he in fact is Orestes and very much alive.  Electra’s grief turns to joy which is picked up by the chorus.
INT.  THE KITCHEN - NIGHT.

Orestes bathes Electra.   They are alone except for Pylades who watches from a distance.

ORESTES
Am I hurting you?

My clumsy fingers, so keen to wash away your pain,

seem horribly unfashioned for the work.

ELECTRA
Shhh, talk less and work more.

ORESTES
Your hair is darker than I remembered it.

And your ears are pointier.

She laughs

ELECTRA

You are nothing like I imagined, Orestes.

ORESTES

Do I disappoint you?

ELECTRA

I imagined you bigger, stronger, more of a fighter

with bloodshot eyes like our father’s smouldering with rage.

ORESTES

I’m sorry I am so much less of a man.

ELECTRA
I dreamed of this moment through long years of waiting.

Held strongly onto the belief that you would come.

I must admit the waiting wore me down.

These last few years banished into the bowels of the palace,

detained by day in this dark and rusting cell,

freed only by night, when all company had long since left,

to roam this kitchen like a mangy hound.

ORESTES
I am sick to see the pain you have endured 

while I was free to do as I pleased.

ELECTRA
It is of no consequence, Orestes,

you are here now that is the important thing.

All that matters to us now is the future.

We have little time but much that needs doing.

ORESTES
Come away with me, Electra.

Now while we still can. We’ll escape together.

Flee this place and flee the deed which still imprisons us.

ELECTRA
Flee?  Now?  While all is yet not done?

ORESTES
Yes.

ELECTRA
No.

ORESTES
Why not?

ELECTRA
I refuse to run away.

ORESTES
I’ll take you with me to Corinth; to Athens.

I’ll show you that there are many, many other things

to ask of life than hatred and revenge.

ELECTRA
Stop!  Stop right now.

I will not hear these words again.

I have waited for you in suffering and torment,

alone and lonely, banished from the world’s sight,

and all these years it was the certain knowledge

that those who killed my father, our father,

would one day pay for their unholy acts,

that kept me sane and living.

There is only one way this story is to end

and that is my way, brother.  You will leave

this room with me when the time is right,

climb the golden stairs up into the blinding light

of our one time mother’s lair,

and with me at your side we’ll rip the guts from that

obscene and vile woman’s body and slit the ghastly throat

of the lover she took in our father’s place.

Then, and only then shall you speak of other things.

ORESTES
I have returned to avenge my father, sister,

but I shudder to think of killing my mother.

ELECTRA
She is no longer your mother.

She is Aegisthus’s wife.

ORESTES
She is the one who bore me.

ELECTRA
And the one who killed your father.

ORESTES
I am clean now, Electra.

To kill my mother will make my hands

the source of such pollution; to wring and choke

the world all round and make all life impossible.

ELECTRA
And if you do not kill her.

The tormented soul of your father 

will so pollute the world as to make your life impossible.

ORESTES
Where does it all end, Electra?

The vicious cycle that goes back and forth

between one killing and another so that the victims

multiply like sheep upon the slaughterhouse floor,

drowning in their own blood, desperately gasping

for breath in the foul and putrid air of our savage deeds.

So much time has passed.  The world has changed much,

and yet so little since that fateful day of which I remember nothing.

The sun still rises in the sky.  The trees in springtime still spray

with blossoms.  The cool inviting sea still crashes down

upon the golden shore.  Life goes on.  People forget.

Come away with me, Electra.

Lift this burden from your soul and live.

Walk away from evil while there is still time to walk away.

ELECTRA
No, I won’t listen anymore.

You want to make me forget my hatred.

to unlock my hands let my one and only treasure slip through them.

An evil thing is conquered only by another evil thing

and only violence can save us.

ORESTES
You will be killed.

ELECTRA
Not before we have killed her.

ORESTES
No.

She grabs him and drags him across to the rubbish heap.

ELECTRA 

Look, look at the rotting corpse of your father.

See what they did to him.  The king, the general,

the hero of Troy.  Not even a decent burial, thrown outside on the dirt

like some mouldy, uneaten vegetable left too long in the sun.

You dare to shun you duty?  Dare to think of letting it go by?

This corpse will hound your undeserving soul to the very ends

of the earth and even when you think you have at last escaped

its terrible reach, its long and bony hand will fly from out the dark

and finger you at last so that you’ll wish you’d done this evil thing

you shy away from here.

Orestes vomits.

ELECTRA
Get up.  Get up you weak and useless thing.

Stand up and face your fate,

don’t let your knees buckle so quickly beneath its weight.

Come on, be your father’s son.

Look at this arm.  This arm was made for vengeance.

You are a warrior!

Fight back.  Stand up for yourself.

Stand up to me.  Stand up to me.

She hits him over and over again until Pylades stops her.  Orestes gets up off the floor.

ORESTES
Pressure, pressure, driving me mad.

He flees the room.

ELECTRA
Run you dog; go and keep company where you belong,

with women.  But you are a grandson of Atreus,

and you can’t escape your heritage of blood.

INT.  THE KITCHEN - NIGHT.

Electra, deeply distressed, collapses to the ground.  Pylades fetches the water that Orestes was using to bathe her and brings it to her.  He begins to wash her feet.  At first Electra is too preoccupied to notice; then she becomes aware of him and watches him suspiciously.

PYLADES
There once was a man within whose belly there burnt a fire of rage so intense and indiscriminate as to cause him much wasted time and loss of friends.  He approached a wise old soul seeking a way to bring his rage under control.  The wise soul suggested that he abandon his life in the city and post himself at an oasis deep in the desert, there to sit amongst the withered trees and to offer of the brackish water to all who passed.  And the man, seeking to control his rage, rode out to the oasis and sat down amongst the withered trees.  For many years he endured the vicious stings of the flying sands and the remorseless heat of the sun, and he drew the sour water and offered it to all who passed.  Slowly, as the years went by the fire in his belly cooled and he no longer felt any rage.  One day, a dark rider came to that dead oasis and when the man offered him water, the rider looked down at him with scorn and asked how he dared offer him such clouded water.  The rider grabbed the bowl and threw the water to the sand.  The man was so enraged, he pulled the rider down from his horse and beat him to death.  As soon as he realised what he had done, the man was fillled with remorse and much aggrieved that after so much time he had still been so consumed with rage and it had led to death.  Suddenly, from out the desert, a second rider appeared riding at great speed and when he saw the face of the dead man he exclaimed:  “Thank the gods, you have killed the man on his way to murder the king.”  At that moment the water in the oasis turned clear and sweet and the withered trees blushed green and burst into joyous blossom.

EXT.  THE STREETS OF THE CITY - NIGHT.

Orestes runs through the streets desperately trying to escape the pressure.

INT.  THE KITCHEN - NIGHT.

Pylades continues to wash Electra.  They begin to play with the water becoming more and more boisterous and forward in their play.  The play gives way to intimacy and the washing becomes more and more erotic.

EXT. THE PARK - NIGHT.

Orestes stops running and tries to catch his breath.  He is approached by Cassandra wanting something from him.  He tries to shrug her off but she is insistent.  Finally he seeks refuge in a public toilet cubicle.  Cassandra bangs on the door but Orestes doesn’t open it.  Finally she stops banging and moves away.  Aegisthus, incognito, enters and knocks on the toilet door.  Orestes, thinking it is Cassandra doesn’t open.  Aegisthus knocks again and again.   Orestes tells him to fuck off.  Aegisthus knocks again and Orestes opens the door to be surprised by Aegisthus.  Aegisthus pushes his way into the cubicle and pulls the door closed.  Cassandra seeing the potential for Orestes to kill Aegisthus comes forward to listen.

SPLIT STAGE

1.  Sound of fighting in the cubicle.  Cassandra celebrating outside.

2.  Pylades and Electra making love.

EXT. THE PARK - NIGHT.

The door of the cubicle opens and Aegisthus exits pulling up his fly.  He begins to walk away revealing Orestes lying on the floor of the toilet cubicle.  Cassandra, in dismay and desperation, rushes out of the shadows and jumps on Aegisthus’s back.  He throws her to the ground and beats her to death.  She comes alive again and he kills her once more.  After a third killing, Orestes, now somewhat recovered, comes up behind Aegisthus and kills him.  He still does not know who it is that he has killed.  Cassandra is ecstatic that Aegisthus is dead and she starts to laugh, pointing to the body.

CASSANDRA

Aegisthus!

Orestes picks up the body and begins to haul it back to the palace.

EXT.  THE STREETS OF THE CITY - NIGHT.

Orestes carrying the body of Aegisthus on his shoulders.

INT. THE KITCHEN - NIGHT.

ORESTES

What are you doing?

ELECTRA
Orestes?

PYLADES
Where have you been, Orestes?

We’ve been worried about you.

ORESTES
What have you done with my sister?

PYLADES
Orestes, it isn’t what you think.

ELECTRA
What isn’t what he thinks?

PYLADES
You know what I mean.

ELECTRA
No I don’t.

PYLADES
Just forget it.  Leave it now.

ORESTES
What have you done with my sister?

PYLADES
He’s mad.

ELECTRA
He hasn’t done anything, Orestes;

nothing I was not a willing partner in.

ORESTES
You?

You’re just like her.  Just like the one called mother.

Look, look at this face.  Its unmistakable.

A copy of the other one; the painted one,

all done up to snare the unsuspecting hero.

You want to take her place.  Clear the decks

so you can have them all to yourself.

Perhaps it’s you who needs to die.

Pylades moves towards them.

PYLADES
Let her go.

ORESTES
Stay your distance.  Keep your grubby paws away.

You’ve done enough tonight Pylades.

Perhaps its time you left us

and went back home.  This is family business.

ELECTRA
Please, Orestes, he has done nothing.

We have done nothing that warrants such dismay.

He lets her go.

ORESTES
I brought you a present.

Go out and see what I have done.

They go to the door and look outside.  They find the body of Aegisthus dead.  They haul the body inside.

ELECTRA
He’s dead.  Aegisthus.  He’s dead.

Oh, how much I wanted this to happen.

A hundred times I saw him in my dreams

lying just where he is now with his heart ripped out.

His eyes were closed, he seemed asleep.  And I hated him.

What joy I got from hating him.

But now he doesn’t seem asleep.  He’s staring at me.

He is dead and I feel nothing.  No hatred at all,

just emptiness inside.  And that woman is still alive.

She should be screaming.  Screaming like a stuck pig.

I can’t bear these eyes any longer.

My heart feels like a lump of ice.

Was I lying to myself all these years?

It can’t be true.  I’m not a coward.

I haven’t changed.  I’m happy, happy

to see the bastard lying at my feet.

Let her scream.  Make her scream Orestes!

I want her to suffer.  I want my enemies dead.

I want my father avenged!

Orestes, listen to me.  Orestes!

He doesn’t react.

ELECTRA
Wake up.  Pull yourself together.

Now is the time.

PYLADES
Leave him, Electra.  Don’t waste your breath.

That weak and spineless thing you call your brother,

is of little use to us.  To tell you how I fought to bring him back,

laboured through adversity to keep him on the path,

I should have known then he lacked the will to see this through.

ELECTRA
Stop giggling.  Come on, Orestes.

PYLADES
Leave him, there’s little time and much still stands in our way.

Least of all your brother.

ELECTRA
What do you mean?

PYLADES
The palace is filled with people,

and we know not who is friend and who is foe to us.

And then there is the matter of the doors,

barred shut to all.  We need the keys if ever

we are to penetrate her sanctuary.

Your energy, Electra, would be better spent in planning,

than wasted on this useless thing.

ELECTRA
You speak well, Pylades there is much to be done.

But I will not let him get away with failing to act.

He is the kind who shuns responsibility,

who lingers in the background when time comes to act.

I am not a fool.  I have suffered all these years while he was free

to run around the world seeking pleasures and experience.

I will not commit this crime all by myself so that he

can remain clean of all involvement.  So that tomorrow

he can lift his hands to the sky, pure and clean, girls hands,

which by all rights should be mine.  No, what will happen here tonight

is a kind of Mass in which both of us must participate.

It is a matter of blood.

Cassandra, who has been watching the above from the shadows, suddenly bursts into the kitchen, screaming.  She rushes up the stairs and begins banging on the doors.

CASSANDRA

The king, the king is dead!

Aegisthus rolls upon the ground,

body convulsing,

gasping for breath,

writhing with a high scream,

drowning in his own blood.

Out in the fields,

the saviour strikes,

the blade hits home

the hero has returned.

Vengeance is among us

ferreting away.

Beware, beware the river of blood.

Electra, Orestes and Pylades rush to hide themselves as the light flash on and the chorus enter in great haste, visibly alarmed.  They listen to the end of Cassandra’s vision and then rush out again to see what has happened.  When they have gone, and the lights have been switched off, Electra, Orestes and Pylades come out of their hiding places, breathing a sigh of relief.  Suddenly, the incessant sound of a bell ringing is heard.  Electra, Pylades and Orestes cannot work out where it is coming from.  Nurse enters in a hurry.

NURSE
I’m coming, I’m coming.

ELECTRA
Nurse, what is this bell?

It rings so long and hard.

NURSE
It is your mother, child,

my mistress calling.  Hurry, hurry,

always hurry.  With her long face

she’ll look at me, “what took you so long?”,

while down deep her eyes are laughing at me.

O god, the life is hard.

The old griefs, the memories,

cups of pain, so much pain in the house of Atreus ...

I have suffered, my child,

the heart within me always breaking.

So many blows, good slave,

I took my blows.

Electra/Orestes move to embrace her.

NURSE
You children were the sweetest, dearest

plagues of all my life!  Red from your mother’s

womb I took you both, like two peas in a pod,

reared you ... in the absence of my own children.

And such care I gave you both.

The endless nights I paced,

your wailing kept me moving.

First one and then the other.

You were babies, couldn’t think for yourselves,

poor creatures.  Had to read your minds,

little devils had no words, wrapped tight against my back.

Maybe it was a bite or a sip of something you wanted,

or perhaps your bladders pinched -

a baby’s soft insides have a will of their own.

I tried to understand your every need,

tried and missed, believe you me, I missed,

and then I’d scrub your pretty clothes until they sparkled.

Washerwoman and wet-nurse that was me.

A jack of two trades and an old hand at both ...

And look what has become of you now,

and me still pacing these halls doing her bidding.

What can be done?  A life of labour all for what?

ELECTRA
For this moment, nurse.

Give us the keys to her chamber.

Let us answer her bell, just this once.

NURSE
What for?  With what will you serve her?

ELECTRA
With the death that has always been her due.

NURSE
No ... I cannot ...

ELECTRA
Orestes has come back and

the curse must run its course.

NURSE
So much blood, so much suffering.

ELECTRA
Do it for us, your children, give us

the means to free ourselves from bondage.

She hesitates, not sure what to do.  Then she thrusts the keys at Electra.

NURSE
Take them, here the keys to hell.

And may the gods help you both.

She runs out.  Electra opens the doors while Pylades pushes Orestes forward towards them.  The doors open to reveal Clytaemnestra in her bed chamber, lying on her bed.  She expects to see the nurse and when she turns and sees Orestes she is visibly shaken.  But she recovers quickly.

CLYTAEMNESTRA
Orestes?  Is it you?  My child?

My darling boy, you’ve come.

O, thank the gods, you’re back.

And so beautiful, just as I always imagined you.

I’ve thought of you so often these too many years you’ve been away.

Come closer, let me look at you in the light.

You have beautiful eyes my child, my eyes,

big beautiful brown eyes.

Why do you hang about the door?

Come sit here next to me.  Don’t be afraid.

I would never hurt you.

You don’t want to hurt me either, do you?

I can see it in your eyes - you need me,

just as much as I need you right now.

You don’t want to hurt your mother.

Come, come closer.

Do you remember the songs I used to sing when you were small?

(Hush little baby, don’t say a word ...).

I often find myself humming that tune,

and an unbearable pain sears through my heart

when I remember the milky smell of your skin against mine,

the way a lock of your hair would fall across your forehead ...

I love you Orestes.  I gave birth to you.

And it was from these breasts that you first sucked.

There is no hate between a mother and her son.

Come here Orestes, come lay your head on this breast,

and hear my heart beat out its love for you.

Slowly, unsurely, he moves towards her until he is lying next to her with his head on her breast.

CLYTAEMNESTRA
Once upon a time, in a land far, far away, there lived a weak and wicked king.  The king had a brother around whose finger he was tightly wound.  Anything the brother ordered the king was happy to provide for him.  One day the brother came to the king and demanded that the king raise an army to sail to a land called Troy, far away across the sea, to bring back the brother’s wife who had run away with a Trojan prince.  The king immediately ordered an army raised but when it came time for the army to leave, the gods witheld the winds from their sails.  The brother came to the king in a great anger blaming the king for the lack of wind.  He told him that the gods were angry with the king and that they demanded he should sacrifice his firstborn daughter before they would allow the winds to blow.  The weak king, unable to resist his brother, came to his wife and told her what he what he was planning to do.  The queen begged and pleaded with the king not to, but he didn’t listen, and he killed their young and beautiful daughter.  The moment the blood flowed from the young girl’s tender throat, the winds began to howl and the king and his army were rushed off to war.  He stayed away from his home for a long, long time, never writing to find out how his remaining children were.  He missed the first steps they took, the first words they spoke, because he cared more about his duty to his brother and his country than his duty to his children.  After many years when he could destroy Troy no more, when he had burnt it to the ground, commiting most horrible atrocities against women and children, husbands and fathers, he returned home.  Only he brought with him a new wife, a woman who did terrible things, who sold her body for money.  The new wife was greedy; she wanted to get rid of of the old queen and her children, to have the king and his kingdom for herself and her own children alone.  So the old queen to protect her children, because she loved them so much, killed the evil king and his new wife and grabbed the power of the kingdom so that she might raise her own children as kings.

ELECTRA
Lies, lies, all lies, Orestes.

Don’t listen to her anymore.

CLYTAEMNESTRA
So, you are here too.  How touching.

For a mother to be surrounded by her children

in her old age.  I see you have cleaned yourself up.

You are at least halfway presentable again.

ELECTRA
She is the wicked one.

She killed your father.

Do it, do it now while we have the chance.

Don’t throw away so many years of waiting,

so many years of hatred and resolve.

CLYTAEMNESTRA
Orestes?

Orestes does not move.

CLYTAEMNESTRA
You pathetic excuse for a woman.

You have tried to turn my son against me,

but you have failed.  All these years,

all your silly plottings against this family

have come to nothing.

There is no doubt that you are your father’s daughter -

the same weak will is in you too.

ELECTRA
Please, Orestes, for me, 

for my sake, do it now.

He doesn’t move.  She runs down the stairs into the kitchen and with the help of Pylades they haul the dead body of Aegisthus up the stairs and dump it on the bed in front of Clytaemnestra.

CLYTAEMNESTRA
What is this?  What face?  Dead?

It cuts me deep inside like a blade 

ripping at my unprotected heart.

O, I loved this man, this terrible,

violent, angry weakling of a man.

He was everything life gave as compensation.

The thing that filled the hole left in my soul

after the horrible deed was done.

Look at him now, cold and stiff and without breath.

Vile and unlovable. How quickly our dreams are lost;

our hopes dashed in this cruel and heartless world.

ELECTRA
How could you love this man?

This purveyor of death who robbed your riches from under your nose,

who inflicted unheard of suffering on your people,

who was never faithful to your bed from the day he married you?

How could you raise him above my father

who was so true, so powerful, so beautiful

in every eye but yours?

CLYTAEMNETSRA

What do you know?

What do you really know about your father?

Who spent more time away from home

than ever he spent time in it.

Whose sudden and brutish returns

terrified the children and the servants.

About the war he fought in Troy?

A useless war prolonged for his own greedy motives

and his personal ambitions.  He celebrated every

defeat as much as every victory

as he dabbled with his whores in Asian brothels.

What do you know about life and love?

You are so much a child, Electra.

I loved this man because he was the best thing I had in the world.

Because he loved me more than I had ever been loved.

I cared little for what he did outside this room.

I didn’t want to know where he went at night,

when waking I found his half of the bed empty.

Our love was about looks, about things unsaid,

for they didn’t need saying, about long and silent

walks through the park, about soft and intimate caresses in the dark

hiding the true shape of our aging bodies.

I was happier with Aegisthus, happier than you will ever be.

ELECTRA
Shut up!  Shut your vile sewer of a mouth.

Or I will grab hold of your throat

and with every ounce of strength left in these hands,

I will wring the words out of your flabby cheeks.

Stop speaking!

CLYTAEMNESTRA
But I am speaking, I’m screaming!

Your father deserved to die,

the disgusting slob, the idiot,

the dirty brute.  Dirtier the minute

he stepped out of the shower

than my lover here ever was after a night of love making.

I am glad that I was the one who killed him.

It was the most pleasurable experience of my life.

I caught him in the net and watched him squirm.

I stuck him twice in quick succession true and deep

and watched him spew his blood from out his mouth.

Then for luck I shoved a third and final stroke deep

in his guts and he retched forth his life

in a spray which soaked me in its drizzle like fine spring rain.

Then he went down, cold and stiff with 

horror and surprise etched on his brutish face.

To see that look once more, I would do it again and again and again ...

Clytaemnestra is killed.

ACT 3

INT. THE PALACE - NIGHT.

FURIES SEQUENCE

Pollution rises from the Orestes and Electra’s bloody hands.  Strange figures in gas masks slide into the room from different directions.  They begin to chase Orestes and Electra, hounding them, driving them mad. As they move off a figure is seen at the back of the stage dressed in army fatigues. He removes his uniform and replaces it with a white robe.

MENELAUS

My house! 

I, Menelaus, have returned to you –

Back from Troy and glad to set my eyes on you once more.

I lay down my weapons at your door

And don the robes of peace.

And yet I grieve. So wretched this house.

I heard of my brother’s death on the long journey home 

– Agamemnon’s sorry demise at the hand of his wife; 

His end in a bath of his own blood.

And then when I set my foot upon this earth

A sailor told me of Clytaemnestra’s unholy end;

Her death at the hand of Agamemnon’s vengeful child

Who was a babe in his victim’s arms the day I left for Troy.

ORESTES
I am that erstwhile babe, Uncle.

Now, as supplicant, I clasp your knee.

Save us, I beseech you.

MENELAUS

Poor child. You look like a wild animal.

ORESTES
My deeds not my looks do shame me.

MENELAUS

What sickness wastes you away?

ORESTES
Mother blood.

MENELAUS

How do you mean?

ORESTES
Grief and conscience kill me.

MENELAUS

A dread cocktail but curable.

ORESTES
I am assailed, hounded, driven mad.

MENELAUS

By what visions?

ORESTES
Strange beings of the night. 

Those who won’t be named.

They have great power.

MENELAUS

A merry dance of madness.

ORESTES
True. 

ELECTRA

But to you our hopes run.

You are our escape, uncle.

Your fortunes run high now that you’ve returned victorious.

Help us, your kin, you owe our father that.

ORESTES
He chose to make war on Troy

Not for his own sake 

But to put right an offense to your wife.

MENELAUS

But you killed your own mother, an unholy act.

ELECTRA
What are you thinking uncle?

Why do you pace in circles?

MENELAUS

I am not sure which way to turn.

Wrong follows wrong forever.

ORESTES
Think of our father.

Think of our house.

The blood we share.

He is listening now from beneath the ground.

Lift up your sword again and join the battle on our side.

MENELAUS

I want to share your pain, 

Orestes, Electra, I do.

That’s what family is for.

But my own force is slight now.

After all these years away.

My army is disbanded, my friends are few.

The influence of this house is on the wane.

I have shed my battle garb,

Laid down my sword.

Perhaps its time to talk, to negotiate.

Perhaps this is where hope lies.

The mob is angry, on fire,

But with care and diplomacy

Perhaps they can be swayed.

I will go to them, try to persuade the citizens

To use their passion wisely. 

ELECTRA
Negotiate?

MENELAUS

Timing is key.

ORESTES
O father, we are friendless after all.

We are betrayed.

Menelaus exits.

ELECTRA
Run along you worm, you are no good to us.

Begone!

ORESTES
On and on we go.

Orestes and Electra set off again hounded once more by the furies. Two old figures, also in gas masks, are seen pushing there way through the pollution and the furies.

TYNDAREUS
Where is my daughter Clytaemnestra’s grave?

Orestes struggles to make sense of what is happening, who these old people are?  He goes up to them.

ORESTES
Grandfather?  Grandmother?

The old woman spits in his face.

TYNDAREUS
We came to lay some flowers on your mother’s grave.

If we had known that you were here,

we never would have come.

Look at you two: the children who murdered their mother,

coiled like two snakes at the door,

sick eyes glowing like coals.

What a loathsome pair/sight!

ORESTES
Please try to understand.

TYNDAREUS
Understand?  What is there to understand?

If moral facts are clear to all,

if right and wrong are plain as black and white,

what man ever acted more blindly,

more stupidly, with smaller understanding

of right and wrong than you did?

ORESTES
Sir, I shrink from speaking,

knowing almost anything I say will displease you

or offend you.  My murder of my mother was,

I admit, a crime.  But in another sense,

since, by killing her, I avenged my father,

there was no crime at all.

Tyndareus starts to walk away in disgust.

ORESTES
Wait.  Listen.  Let me speak.

This respect I feel for your age

cripples me, shames me.  If you only knew

how that white hair of yours fills me

with shame.

Tyndareus stops and listens.

ORESTES
Have pity on us.

TYNDAREUS
Where was your pity, your humanity,

when your mother bared her breast and begged you

for her life?  I did not see that pitiful sight,

but the very thought of it makes the tears come

to these eyes.  One thing I know for certain:

heaven loathes you.  These fits of madness

are the price you pay for murder; heaven itself

has made you mad.  No further proof is needed.

ORESTES
In god’s name, in the name of heaven,

what was I supposed to do?  I had two duties, two clear choices,

both of them conflicting.  Should I have kept still about her deeds?

What would he have done then?

Hounded me with the Furies of a father’s hatred!

Or are there Furies on my mother’s side,

but none to help him in his deeper hurt?

TYNDAREUS
What should you have done?

When your father died -

killed, I admit, by my own daughter’s hand,

an atrocious crime which I do not condone

and never shall - you should have dragged your mother

into court, charged her formally with murder,

and made her pay the penalty prescribed,

expulsion from this house.

Legal action, not murder.

That was the course to take.

Under the circumstances, a hard choice,

true, but the course of self-control

and due respect for law, and the better choice

of two evils.  But as things stand now,

what difference is there between you and your mother?

No, vicious as she was, if anything,

the evil you have done by killing her

has far surpassed her crime.

Where I want to know, will this chain

of murder end?  Can it ever end, in fact,

since the last to kill is doomed to stand

under permanent sentence of death by revenge?

LEDA
Our ancestors handled these matters well

by banning there murderers from public sight,

forbidding them to meet or speak to anyone.

They purged their guilt by banishment not death.

And by so doing, they stopped this endless vicious cycle

of murder and revenge.

ORESTES
We did what we thought was right.

Let no man say that what we did was wrong,

but doing what we did, we did it

to our great cost and misery.  Our actions

make our lives perpetual hell.

ELECTRA
We did a service, old man

a patriotic service.  Tell me, what would happen

if all women decided to adopt our mother’s example,

killed their husbands and then came rushing home

to their children, exposing their breasts for pity?

They could murder a man for any trifle,

on any pretext.  But our ‘crime,’ as you call it,

has stopped that practice for good or kept it

from spreading.  We had every right to kill her.

We hated her, and we had every reason in the world

to hate.  Gods, our poor father away from home,

a soldier fighting in a war in his country’s service,

and what did she do?  She took a lover

and betrayed his bed!

TYNDAREUS
So you have found your voice at last.

You who incited your brother against your mother,

stuffing his ears day in and day out

with malice and venom, telling him your dreams

of Agamemnon’s ghost and what he said,

tattling to him of your mother’s adultery.

That was your effort.  Yes, you worked on him

until you set this whole house on fire

with the arson of your malice.

LEDA
My daughter is dead,

and she deserved to die, but it was wrong

that he should kill her.  Except for my daughter,

I might have lived a happy woman and died in peace.

But there my fortune failed.

TYNDAREUS
Do not mistake me.

I despise adultery and unfaithful wives,

and my daughter Clytaemnestra, an adulteress

and murderess to boot, most of all.

No, not my daughter but the law:

that is my concern.  There I take my stand,

defending it with all my heart and strength

against the brutal and inhuman spirit of murder

that corrupts our cities and destroys this country.

CHORUS
Stone them!  Stone them!

Guilty, guilty, guilty.

Stroke for bloody stroke be paid;

the one who acts must suffer!

Stone them!  Stone them!  Stone them!

TYNDAREUS
Quiet, quiet friends.  Let us not act rashly.

I am as impatient as you to see them die.

But let the law run its course.

We seek not private vengeance here, but public retribution.

Justice will win out.

Our time will come.

CHORUS
Justice!  Justice!  Justice!

The court herald enters.

HERALD
What is the charge you bring before the court?

TYNDAREUS
That these two monstrous creatures,

drenched in hatred and contempt for blood,

wrenched the life from out their mother’s body.

HERALD
Do you agree to bind yourselves to the verdict,

to respect whatever is decided here within these walls?

TYNDAREUS
We revere justice, we trust the verdict will fall right.

HERALD
Then bring forth the defendants!

The court is now in session!

Orestes and Electra are pushed forward and led in to the inner chamber by the herald.

Herald’s voice is heard from inside the chamber.

HERALD
Who wishes to speak the question?

Should the matricides live or die?

CHORAL SEQUENCE

The herald emerges again.

HERALD
Here now is the verdict in the matter before the court.

The wise and learned judges have decreed,

that in the case of matricide,

and for the crime of regicide,

there can be but one verdict here today:

Guilty on all counts!

CHORUS
Guilty!  Guilty!

Stone them!  Stone them! Stone them!

Stroke for bloody stroke be paid;

the one who acts must suffer!

Guilty!  Guilty!  Guilty!

The chorus grab hold of Orestes and Electra and start to toss them around above the ground but the herald stops them.

HERALD
However, we stand today upon an historic bridge

between a past of deep division and discord,

and a brighter future of peace and prosperity for all.

There is a need for understanding, not for vengeance,

for forgiveness not retaliation,

for humanity not for victimization.

Our learned judges, seek to reconcile all differences,

to set aside all enmity and hatred,

to build anew our fragile lives in Argos.

They decree, therefore, that amnesty shall be granted

in respect of acts, omissions and offences

committed in the cause of conflicts of the past,

where a full disclosure of the facts are made,

lest we forget our brutal heritage.

TYNDAREUS
So they walk free?  Unpunished for their acts?

What justice this?

Can children spill their mother’s blood

upon the ground, then settle into their

father’s house in Argos?

What about our justice?

A parent’s right to recompense and retribution.

Our daughter lies buried beneath the earth,

her soul can never be at rest.

Our souls can never be at rest.

Are we condemned to live out the

remaining years of our long lives

with such a bitter taste in our toothless mouths?

This amnesty pollutes our law,

the clear well is fouled

and we are doomed to suffer great thirst.

What say the people to this travesty of justice?

There is a moment of confusion and indecision from the chorus not knowing which way to go, still holding Orestes and Electra above the ground.  Then one starts to chant and the others pick up the chant and the previous images of the mob about the stone them to death give way to images of triumphant adoration.

CHORUS
Orestes!  Electra!

Orestes!  Electra!

Sound of bell ringing and the chorus put Orestes and Electra down and rush back to work.

PREPARATIONS FOR THE BANQUET.

THE BANQUET.

All sit at a long table eating in a celebratory mood. Real time gives way to slow motion, extended movement which becomes increasingly grotesque. Celebrants leave the food on their plates and begin eating each other producing the final image of a society consuming itself.
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