
Greek 1: Fall 2003
An Anthology

Texts and translations from Perseus.

Aeschylus, Prometheus Bound 106-113 Jen Boger

Prometheus speaks.
Yet I am not able to speak nor be silent about

�ll' oÖte sig�n oÖte m� sig�n tÔqac my fate. For it is because I bestowed good gifts
oÙìn tè moi t�sd' âstÐ. jnhtoØc g�r gèra on mortals that this miserable yoke of con-
por°n �n�gkaic taØsd' ânèzeugmai t�lac. straint has been bound upon me. I hunted out
narjhkopl rwton dà jhrÀmai puräc and stored in fennel stalk the stolen source of
phg�n klopaÐan, £ did�skaloc tèqnhc fire that has proved a teacher to mortals in ev-
p�shc brotoØc pèfhne kaÈ mègac pìroc. ery art and a means to mighty ends. Such is
toiÀnde poin�c �mplakhm�twn tÐnw the offence for which I pay the penalty, riveted
ÍpaijrÐoic desmoØc pepassaleumènoc. in fetters beneath the open sky.

Sophocles, Ajax 815-822 Jonathan Hatae

Ajax speaks.
The sacrificial killer stands planted in the way

å màn sfageÌc ésthken ­ tom¸tatoc that will cut most deeply – if I have the leisure
gènoit' �n, eÒ tú kaÈ logÐzesjai sqol ; for even this much reflection. First, it is the
dÀron màn �ndräc VEktoroc xènwn âmoÈ gift of Hector, that enemy-friend who was most
m�lista mishjèntoc âqjÐstou j' år�n; hateful to me and most hostile to my sight;
pèphge d' ân g¬ polemÐø t¬ Trú�di, next, it is fixed in enemy soil, the land of Troy,
sidhrobrÀti jhg�nù nehkon c; newly-whetted on the iron-devouring stone;
êphxa d' aÎtän eÞ peristeÐlac âg¸, and finally I have planted it with scrupulous
eÎnoÔstaton tÄd' �ndrÈ di� t�qouc janeØn. care, so that it should prove most kind to me

by a speedy death.
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Sophocles, Antigone 141-154 Malik Mufti

The chorus sings.
For the seven captains, stationed against

ápt� loqagoÈ g�r âf' ápt� pÔlaic an equal number at the seven gates, left
taqjèntec Òsoi präc Òsouc êlipon behind their brazen arms in tribute to
ZhnÈ tropaÐú p�gqalka tèlh, Zeus the turner of battle – all but the
pl�n toØn stugeroØn, ³ paträc ánäc accursed pair who, born of one father
mhtrìc te mi�c fÔnte kaj' aÍtoØn and one mother, set against each other
dikrateØc lìgqac st sant' êqeton their spears, both victorious, and who now
koinoÜ jan�tou mèroc �mfw. share in a common death.

But since Victory whose name is glory has
�ll� g�r � megal¸numoc ªlje NÐka come to us, smiling in joy equal to the joy
t� poluarm�tú �ntiqareØsa J bø, of chariot-rich Thebes, let us make for our-
âk màn d� polèmwn selves forgetfulness after the recent wars,
tÀn nÜn jèsjai lhsmosÔnan, and visit all the temples of the gods with
jeÀn dà naoÌc qoroØc night-long dance and song. And may Bac-
pannuqÐoic p�ntac âpèljwmen, å J bac d' âlelÐqjwn chus, who shakes the earth of Thebes, rule
B�kqioc �rqoi. our dancing!

Sophocles, Oedipus the King 884-896 Sarah Clabby

The chorus sings.
But if any man walks haughtily in deed

eÊ dè tic Ípèropta qersÈn « lìgú poreÔetai, or word, with no fear of Justice, no rever-
dÐkac �fìbhtoc oÎdà daimìnwn édh sèbwn, ence for the images of gods, may an evil
kak� nin éloito moØra, doom seize him for his ill-starred pride, if he
duspìtmou q�rin qlid�c, does not gain his advantage fairly, or avoid
eÊ m� tä kèrdoc kerdaneØ dikaÐwc unholy deeds, but seeks to lay profaning
kaÈ tÀn �sèptwn êrxetai hands on sanctities. Where such things oc-
« tÀn �jÐktwn jÐxetai mat'øzwn. cur, what mortal shall boast any more that
tÐc êti pot' ân toØsd' �n�r jeÀn bèlh he can ward off the arrow of the gods from
eÖxetai yuq�c �mÔnein? his life? No. For if such deeds are held
eÊ g�r aÉ toiaÐde pr�xeic tÐmiai, in honor, why should we join in the sacred
tÐ deØ me qoreÔein? dance?

Sophocles, Philoctetes 827-838 Sam Nordli

The chorus sings.
Divine Sleep, god who knows no pain, Sleep,

VUpn' ædÔnac �da c, VUpne d' �lgèwn, stranger to anguish, come in favor to us, come
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eÎaàc �mØn êljoic, happy, and giving happiness, great King!
eÎaÐwn eÎaÐwn, Ânax; Keep before his eyes such light as is spread
îmmasi d' �ntÐsqoic before them now. Come to him, I pray you,
t�nd' aÒglan, � tètatai tanÜn. come with power to heal! Son, consider what
Òji Òji moi pai¸n. position you will take, and to what strategy
Â tèknon, íra poÜ st�sei, you will next direct our course. You see his
poØ dè moi t�njènde b�sei, condition now! Why should we hesitate to
frontÐdoc. år~øc ¢dh. act? Opportunity, the umpire of all contests,
präc tÐ menoÜmen pr�ssein? often wins a great victory by one swift stroke.
kairìc toi p�ntwn gn¸man Òsqwn
polÔ ti polÌ par� pìda kr�toc �rnutai.

Euripides, Medea 1042-1048 Suzy Hwang

Medea speaks.
Alas, what am I to do? My courage is gone,

aÊaØ; tÐ dr�sw? kardÐa g�r oÒqetai, women, ever since I saw the bright faces of the
gunaØkec, îmma faidrän ±c eÚdon tèknwn. children. I cannot do it. Farewell, my former
oÎk �n dunaÐmhn; qairètw bouleÔmata designs! I shall take my children out of the
t� prìsjen; �xw paØdac âk gaÐac âmoÔc. land. Why should I wound their father with
tÐ deØ me patèra tÀnde toØc toÔtwn kakoØc their pain and win for myself pain twice as
lupoÜsan aÎt�n dÈc tìsa kt�sjai kak�? great? I shall not: farewell, my designs!
oÎ d¨t' êgwge; qairètw bouleÔmata.

Euripides, Heracles 637-654 David Cho

The chorus sings.
Dear to me is youth always, but old age is hanging

� neìtac moi fÐlon aÊ- over my head, a burden heavier than Aetna’s crags,
eÐ; tä dà g¨rac �qjoc casting its pall of gloom upon my eyes. Oh! never
barÔteron AÒtnac skopèlwn may the wealth of Asia’s kings tempt me to barter for
âpÈ kratÈ keØtai, blef�rwn houses stored with gold my happy youth, which is in
skoteinän f�oc âpikalÔyan. wealth and poverty alike most fair! But old age is
m  moi m t' >Asi tidoc gloomy and deadly; I hate it; let it sink beneath the
turannÐdoc îlboc eÒh, waves! Would it had never found its way to the homes
m� qrusoÜ d¸mata pl rh and towns of mortal men, but were still drifting on for
t�c ¡bac �ntilabeØn, ever down the wind.
� kallÐsta màn ân îlbú,
kallÐsta d' ân penÐø.
tä dà lugrän fìniìn te g¨-
rac misÀ; kat� kum�twn d'
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êrroi, mhdè pot' ºfelen
jnatÀn d¸mata kaÈ pìleic
âljeØn, �ll� kat' aÊjèr' aÊ-
eÈ pteroØsi foreÐsjw.

Euripides, Orestes 1-10 Jason Autore

Electra speaks.
There is nothing so terrible to describe, or

OÎk êstin oÎdàn deinän Ád' eÊpeØn êpoc suffering, or heaven-sent affliction, that hu-
oÎdà p�joc oÎdà xumfor� je latoc, man nature may not have to bear the bur-
©c oÎk �n �rait' �qjoc �njr¸pou fÔsic. den of it. The blessed Tantalus – and I am
å g�r mak�rioc � koÎk æneidÐzw tÔqac � not now taunting him with his misfortunes
Diäc pefuk¸c, ±c lègousi, T�ntaloc – Tantalus, the reputed son of Zeus, flies
koruf¨c Ípertèllonta deimaÐnwn pètron in the air, quailing at the rock which looms
�èri pot�tai; kaÈ tÐnei taÔthn dÐkhn, above his head; paying this penalty, they
±c màn lègousin, íti jeoØc �njrwpoc »n say, for the shameful weakness he displayed
koin¨c trapèzhc �xÐwm' êqwn Òson, in failing to keep a bridle on his lips, when
�kìlaston êsqe glÀssan, aÊsqÐsthn nìson. admitted by gods, though he was a man, to

share the honors of their feasts like one of
them.

Euripides, Bacchae 717-727 Dan Brooks

A messenger speaks.
Some one, a wanderer about the city and

kaÐ tic pl�nhc kat' �stu kaÈ trÐbwn lìgwn practised in speaking, said to us all: “You
êlexen eÊc �pantac; \W semn�c pl�kac who inhabit the holy plains of the moun-
naÐontec ærèwn, jèlete jhras¸meja tains, do you wish to hunt Pentheus’ mother
Penjèwc >AgaÔhn mhtèr' âk bakqeum�twn Agave out from the Bacchic revelry and do
q�rin t' �nakti j¸meja? eÞ d' �mØn lègein the king a favor?” We thought he spoke well,
êdoxe, j�mnwn d' âlloqÐzomen fìbaic and lay down in ambush, hiding ourselves
krÔyantec aÍtoÔc; aË dà t�n tetagmènhn in the foliage of bushes. They, at the ap-
¹ran âkÐnoun jÔrson âc bakqeÔmata, pointed hour, began to wave the thyrsos in
^Iakqon �jrìú stìmati tän Diäc gìnon their revelries, calling on Iacchus, the son of
Brìmion kaloÜsai; p�n dà suneb�kqeu' îroc Zeus, Bromius, with united voice. The whole
kaÈ j¨rec, oÎdàn d' ªn �kÐnhton drìmú. mountain revelled along with them and the

beasts, and nothing was unmoved by their
running.
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Aristophanes, Clouds 1363-1368 Mike Siegfried

Strepsiades speaks.
Then I asked if he at least would

k�g° mìlic màn �ll' ímwc �nesqìmhn tä prÀton; put a garland on his head,
êpeita d' âkèleuc' aÎtän �ll� murrÐnhn labìnta read me something by Aeschylus;
tÀn AÊsqÔlou lèxai tÐ moi; k�j' oÝtoc eÎjÌc eÚpen; he right away replied (I quote),
�âg° g�r AÊsqÔlon nomÐzw prÀton ân poihtaØc, “I regard old Aeschylus as
yìfou plèwn �xÔstaton stìmfaka krhmnopoiìn?� being first among our bards:
k�ntaÜja pÀc oÒesjè mou t�n kardÐan æreqjeØn? first at incoherence, noise and

words as steep as mountaintops”!
You can just imagine how I
almost had a heart-attack!

Aristophanes, Wasps 656-663 Matt Farmer

Bdelycleon speaks.
Listen to me, dear little father, un-

kaÈ prÀton màn lìgisai faÔlwc, m� y foic �ll' �pä qeirìc, ruffle that frowning brow and reckon,
tän fìron �mØn �pä tÀn pìlewn snll bdhn tän prosiìnta; you can do so without trouble, not
k�xw toÔtou t� tèlh qwrÈc kaÈ t�c poll�c ákatost�c, with pebbles, but on your fingers,
prutaneØa mètall' �gor�c limènac mesjoÌc kaÈ dhmiìprata. what is the sum-total of the tribute
toÔtwn pl rwma t�lant' âggÌc disqÐlia gÐgnetai �mØn. paid by the allied towns; besides this
�pä toÔtou nun kat�jec misjän toØsi dikastaØc âniautoÜ we have the direct imposts, a mass
ãx qili�sin, koÖpw pleÐouc ân t¬ q¸rø katènasjen, of percentage dues, the fees of the
gÐgnetai �mØn ákatän d pou kaÈ pent konta t�lanta. courts of justice, the produce from

the mines, the markets, the har-
bours, the public lands and the con-
fiscations. All these together amount
to nearly two thousand talents. Take
from this sum the annual pay of the
dicasts; they number six thousand,
and there have never been more in
this town; so therefore it is one hun-
dred and fifty talents that come to
you.
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Aristophanes, Lysistrata 408-413 Matt Kruger

The magistrate speaks.
Oh, goldsmith, about that locket I bought from

Â qrusoqìe tän ormon çn âpeskeÔasac, you.
ærqoumènhc mou t¨c gunaikäc áspèrac My wife was having a ball the other night
� b�lanoc âkpèptwken âk toÜ tr matoc. and it seems this bolt here slipped right out of its
âmoÈ màn oÞn êst' âc SalamØna pleustèa; hole.
sÌ d' «n sqol�cùc, p�cù tèqnù präc áspèran I’ve got to leave, I’m travelling up to Bangor
âlj°n âkeÐnù t�n b�lanon ân�rmoson. I’d be grateful if you’d visit her some night

with the proper tool and fix the hole that needs
it.

Aristophanes, Frogs 209-225 Kenny Hickman

The chorus croaks; Dionysus sings.
Brekekekex koax koax,

brekekekàx ko�x ko�x, Brekekekex koax koax,
brekekekàx ko�x ko�x. Marshy children of the waters,
limnaØa krhnÀn tèkna, the harmonious cry of hymns,
xÔnaulon Õmnwn bo�n Let us sing, my sweet
fjegx¸mej', eÖghrun âm�n �oid�n, song, Koaxkoax,
ko�x ko�x, which for Nysian
£n �mfÈ Nus ion Dionysos, son of Zeus,
Diäc Diìnuson ân we sang at Limnae
LÐmnaisin Êaq samen, when in drunken revelry
�nÐq' å kraipalìkwmoc at the Feast of the Jars
toØc ÉeroØsi qÔtroisi the crowd of people marches to my sanctuary.
qwreØ kat' âmän tèmenoc laÀn îqloc. Brekekekex koax koax,
brekekekàx ko�x ko�x. Dionysus – I’m starting to hurt
Diìnusoc � âg° dè g' �lgeØn �rqomai my butt, Koax koax!
tän îrron Â ko�x ko�x; Maybe it doesn’t bother you!
ÍmØn d' Òswc oÎdàn mèlei. Frogs – Brekekekex koax koax.
B�traqoi � brekekekàx ko�x ko�x.
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