Greek 1: Fall 2003
An Anthology

Texts and translations from Perseus.
Aeschylus, Prometheus Bound 106-113

Prometheus speaks.
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Sophocles, Ajax 815-822

Ajax speaks.
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Jen Boger

Yet I am not able to speak nor be silent about
my fate. For it is because I bestowed good gifts
on mortals that this miserable yoke of con-
straint has been bound upon me. I hunted out
and stored in fennel stalk the stolen source of
fire that has proved a teacher to mortals in ev-
ery art and a means to mighty ends. Such is
the offence for which I pay the penalty, riveted
in fetters beneath the open sky.

Jonathan Hatae

The sacrificial killer stands planted in the way
that will cut most deeply — if I have the leisure
for even this much reflection. First, it is the
gift of Hector, that enemy-friend who was most
hateful to me and most hostile to my sight;
next, it is fixed in enemy soil, the land of Troy,
newly-whetted on the iron-devouring stone;
and finally I have planted it with scrupulous
care, so that it should prove most kind to me
by a speedy death.



Sophocles, Antigone 141-154

The chorus sings.
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Sophocles, Oedipus the King 884-896

The chorus sings.
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Sophocles, Philoctetes 827-838

The chorus sings.
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Malik Mufti

For the seven captains, stationed against
an equal number at the seven gates, left
behind their brazen arms in tribute to
Zeus the turner of battle — all but the
accursed pair who, born of one father
and one mother, set against each other
their spears, both victorious, and who now
share in a common death.

But since Victory whose name is glory has
come to us, smiling in joy equal to the joy
of chariot-rich Thebes, let us make for our-
selves forgetfulness after the recent wars,
and visit all the temples of the gods with
night-long dance and song. And may Bac-
chus, who shakes the earth of Thebes, rule
our dancing!

Sarah Clabby

But if any man walks haughtily in deed
or word, with no fear of Justice, no rever-
ence for the images of gods, may an evil
doom seize him for his ill-starred pride, if he
does not gain his advantage fairly, or avoid
unholy deeds, but seeks to lay profaning
hands on sanctities. Where such things oc-
cur, what mortal shall boast any more that
he can ward off the arrow of the gods from
his life? No. For if such deeds are held
in honor, why should we join in the sacred
dance?

Sam Nordli

Divine Sleep, god who knows no pain, Sleep,
stranger to anguish, come in favor to us, come
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Euripides, Medea 1042-1048

Medea speaks.
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Euripides, Heracles 637-654

The chorus sings.
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happy, and giving happiness, great King!
Keep before his eyes such light as is spread
before them now. Come to him, I pray you,
come with power to heal! Son, consider what
position you will take, and to what strategy
you will next direct our course. You see his
condition now! Why should we hesitate to
act? Opportunity, the umpire of all contests,
often wins a great victory by one swift stroke.

Suzy Hwang

Alas, what am I to do? My courage is gone,
women, ever since I saw the bright faces of the
children. I cannot do it. Farewell, my former
designs! I shall take my children out of the
land. Why should I wound their father with
their pain and win for myself pain twice as
great? I shall not: farewell, my designs!

David Cho

Dear to me is youth always, but old age is hanging
over my head, a burden heavier than Aetna’s crags,
casting its pall of gloom upon my eyes. Oh! never
may the wealth of Asia’s kings tempt me to barter for
houses stored with gold my happy youth, which is in
wealth and poverty alike most fair! But old age is
gloomy and deadly; I hate it; let it sink beneath the
waves! Would it had never found its way to the homes
and towns of mortal men, but were still drifting on for
ever down the wind.
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Euripides, Orestes 1-10

Electra speaks.
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Euripides, Bacchae 717-727

A messenger speaks.

xofl Tic TAdvne ot dotu xal TelBuv Adywy

Eneev elc dnavtag " oepvic TAdxog
valovtee dpéwy, Vélete Inpachueda
evidéwe Ayadny untép’ éx Bongyevudtwy
YGpw T Gvaett Youeda; €0 & Muiv Aéyewy
&dole, Vduvwy 8 éNhoylouev @dBouc
xpOdovtes abtols: of 8¢ Ty TeTaryuévny
&pav éxtvouv Ypoov é¢ Bonyeduara,
"Tooyov dpbw otduatt 1OV Aldg yovov

Bpduiov xahoboo ndv 8¢ cuveBdnyey 6pog

xoll Ofjpec, 0088y & fiv docivrjtov Spouw.

Jason Autore

There is nothing so terrible to describe, or
suffering, or heaven-sent affliction, that hu-
man nature may not have to bear the bur-
den of it. The blessed Tantalus — and I am
not now taunting him with his misfortunes
— Tantalus, the reputed son of Zeus, flies
in the air, quailing at the rock which looms
above his head; paying this penalty, they
say, for the shameful weakness he displayed
in failing to keep a bridle on his lips, when
admitted by gods, though he was a man, to
share the honors of their feasts like one of
them.

Dan Brooks

Some one, a wanderer about the city and
practised in speaking, said to us all: “You
who inhabit the holy plains of the moun-
tains, do you wish to hunt Pentheus’ mother
Agave out from the Bacchic revelry and do
the king a favor?” We thought he spoke well,
and lay down in ambush, hiding ourselves
in the foliage of bushes. They, at the ap-
pointed hour, began to wave the thyrsos in
their revelries, calling on Iacchus, the son of
Zeus, Bromius, with united voice. The whole
mountain revelled along with them and the
beasts, and nothing was unmoved by their
running.



Aristophanes, Clouds 1363-1368

Strepsiades speaks.

Mike Siegfried

Then I asked if he at least would
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Aristophanes, Wasps 656-663

Bdelycleon speaks.
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Listen to me, dear little father, un-
ruffle that frowning brow and reckon,
you can do so without trouble, not
with pebbles, but on your fingers,
what is the sum-total of the tribute
paid by the allied towns; besides this
we have the direct imposts, a mass
of percentage dues, the fees of the
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.



Aristophanes, Lysistrata 408-413

The magistrate speaks.
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Aristophanes, Frogs 209-225

The chorus croaks; Dionysus sings.
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Matt Kruger

Oh, goldsmith, about that locket I bought from
you.

My wife was having a ball the other night

and it seems this bolt here slipped right out of its
hole.

I've got to leave, I'm travelling up to Bangor

I’d be grateful if you’d visit her some night

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

Kenny Hickman

Brekekekex koax koax,
Brekekekex koax koax,

Marshy children of the waters,
the harmonious cry of hymns,
Let us sing, my sweet

song, Koaxkoax,

which for Nysian

Dionysos, son of Zeus,

we sang at Limnae

when in drunken revelry

at the Feast of the Jars

the crowd of people marches to my sanctuary.
Brekekekex koax koax,
Dionysus — I'm starting to hurt
my butt, Koax koax!

Maybe it doesn’t bother you!
Frogs — Brekekekex koax koax.



