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Dedication

 

 

 

As always, I would like to dedicate my work to my wife, Silviya, and my son, Christopher.

 

Sine quibus non

 

* * * * *


Dramatis Personae

 

 

 

TROJANS:

Priam: A King (M) 40s-60s

Hector: His son, Chief General of the Trojans (M) mid-20s-30s

Andromache: Hector’s wife (F) early 20s

Astynax: Their son; could be played by a woman (M) 8-10

Briseis: Hector’s cousin, Achilles’ slave (F) 15-20

 

 

CHORUS OF TROJAN WOMEN:

Trojan Women (1-4 of them) (F) 20s-30s

 

 

GREEKS:

Odysseus: A Greek King (M) 25-35

Ajax: Another Greek King (M) 25-35

Achilles: A Greek Hero and General (M) 20s

Patroclus: Achilles’ friend, mentor, and lover (M) 30-40

Thersites: A hideous Greek soldier (M) 20-30

 

 

CHORUS OF GREEK SOLDIERS:

Greek Soldiers (1-4 of them) (M) 20s

 

 

SETTING:

The following areas are represented on the stage: the Battlefield, the Outskirts of the Greek Camp, the Walls of Troy, and Achilles’ Tent.

 

During part of the play, several locations are used at the same time. There should be no lag or delay between the actions in various locations.

 

* * * * *


SCENE 1

 

 

 

The Battlefield

 

[Night]

 

[The lights come up on two men in an embrace; they stand there—still, but swaying]

 

[There is some light from the moon and the stars and from offstage fires—some from campfires, some from fires set by Trojan soldiers]

 

[Offstage, the Greek soldiers can be heard fleeing, scared and confused]

 

[One of the men, HECTOR, breathes heavily and shudders and sighs]

 

[He pulls his sword out of the body of PATROCLUS, who is wearing the armor of ACHILLES]

 

[The body of PATROCLUS falls to the ground]

 

[Out of breath and sated, HECTOR looks around to make sure he is alone]

 

[He prods the body and determines that it is indeed dead]

 

[He sighs]

 

 

HECTOR

Whence comes tonight’s light?

Does it come from moon and stars

Or flaming Greek tents?

 

I think from the camp

That burns so hot and roars to

Mask the screams of death,

 

But how can that be? 

The stars are themselves gods that

Flame in the heavens—

 

Or so priests tell me.

An inferno lives in each

Tiny prick of light.

 

A distant god in

Each distant star lives and there

Sees us live our lives.

 

Are these gods merely

Small and insubstantial points

Just beyond our reach?

 

Could we leap and grab

These small gods, squeeze and crush them

In our mortal grips?

 

If they live near man’s

Grand and bright cities then they

Are weakened, frailed gods.

 

I can reach my hands

To these flickering gods and

Feel no divine warmth.

 

The small campfires that

Warm my enemies and foes

Alike give more heat

 

And give more light to

Illuminate a page or

The thoughts of tired men.

 

Weak and distant stars

Can have little to do with

The affairs of men.

 

Why do we make oaths

And wars in the names of far

Away pricks of light

 

Or lazy fireflies

That hover impotently

Just out of our reach?

 

Was it these gods who

Helped me send this puny man

To hell? Did they guide

 

My sword to his gut?

Did they make me duck faster?

Is my victory

 

Skill or fate or worse?

Was it the cowardice of

This man’s erstwhile friends

 

Who fled when I came

Alone to this place, my men

Firing the Greek camps?

 

Man-made fires so hot

We cannot see nor feel far

Away divine flames.

 

Perhaps these fires and

Not the gods will chase the Greeks

From my city’s shores

 

On which they’ve lived and

Killed and stolen so many

Years of pointless war.

 

Years of pointless war.

Why do we fight? Is it for

Paris’ sacred love

 

Decreed by a far

Away Aphrodite, a

Flickering goddess?

 

Let me have one puff

Of air to extinguish this

Murd’rous divine tramp

 

Who sends her harlots

To befuddle a foolish

Boy’s pride and reason.

 

This barbarian

Is just an excuse for these

Roughnecks to slaughter

 

The men and women

Of this great city of Troy

In lust and fury.

 

Is this gods’ justice

Because Menelaus can’t

Satisfy his wife?

 

Or is’t man’s envy

For Iliums’ grandeur and

Great wealth and power?

 

Has Troy grown so big

This city of light and hope

And jewels must fall

 

To these bickering

Cowardly hordes of madmen?

Or can we survive?

 

I look on my Troy

And see the greatness that man

Is capable of.

 

I look on this camp

And see whence we came. Were my

Ancestors like them?

 

Hirsute and ill read?

They believe in their gods, gods

Of flame, smoke, and air

 

Gods snuffed out by the

Weakest gust of winter cold,

The smallest rainstorm.

 

Troy is forever;

A great island city set

On by hostile seas

 

That roar and crash ’gainst

Our ancient constant walls and

Slowly wear them down.

 

Is Troy’s light to be 

Doused by a final great wave

That wastes her people

 

Or shall we be mined

By jealousy and collapse

Under our own weight?

 

This foreign horde stays,

Brought here by foreign storm winds

Bearing foreign gods

 

And we must change our

Ways, become like them, liking 

Them, like ourselves less.

 

Our great city has

Become a vast cave o’ergrown

By a wilderness.

 

Perhaps our great light

Will someday be a weakling

Flicker like the stars

 

Perhaps someday their

Fizzling spark will burst into 

Flame engulfing all.

 

Perhaps we will be

Gods then, and we can watch them

From our distant stars.

 

* * * * *


SCENE 2

 

 

 

The Outskirts of the Greek Camp

About the same time

 

 

[THERSITES sits alone, all but unseen]

 

[The camp is a mess; broken spears and garbage are strewn all about; whatever the Greeks use for toilets is next to the piles of rotting food]

 

[There are small campfires here and there]

 

[ODYSSEUS, AJAX, and the CHORUS OF SOLDIERS enter severally; they are running and out of breath]

 

 

ODYSSEUS

A spear!

 

 

AJAX

No! Water!

I am out of breath!

 

 

ODYSSEUS

A spear!

I say a spear. Now!

 

 

AJAX

Water, then cover.

What good will be a spear when

All Troy’s armies come?

 

I hear them behind

Us. Hide fast and let them pass,

Then we will be safe.

 

 

CHORUS OF SOLDIERS

Go sound the alarm.

Raise our allies from their sleep

P’raps they can save us.

 

 

ODYSSEUS

Duck or be seen and

Killed by a lucky arrow

Or face a hero—

 

 

AJAX

Who will hack at you

And remove your foolish head

 

 

ODYSSEUS

Do you call me fool?

 

 

CHORUS OF SOLDIERS

Hush, Odysseus.

Put out that fire! How can we

See without the fire?

 

Call Agamemnon

Call our kings and heroes. Send

For great Achilles!

 

 

ODYSSEUS

No!

 

 

AJAX

No.

 

 

ODYSSEUS

Be silent

I am no fool.

 

 

AJAX

Foolish plans

Come from foolish heads.

 

 

ODYSSEUS

Take that back, Ajax!

 

 

AJAX

I speak my mind.

 

 

ODYSSEUS

And I can.

Speak with my own sword!

 

 

CHORUS OF SOLDIERS

Down. Be silent you

Or bring our angry foes to

Our camp, to our deaths.

 

 

AJAX

Our deaths are on us.

 

 

CHORUS OF SOLDIERS

Put out the flames or the fire

Will lead them to us.

 

 

ODYSSEUS

No! Wait! These small flames

Won’t be seen by eyes used to

Brilliant city lights.

 

These fires are a few

Among many of our host.

They may pass us by.

 

 

AJAX

They may.

 

 

ODYSSEUS

They will. I

Won’t die by these chilly flames.

They will pass us by.

 

Trust that I am right.

 

 

AJAX

It would be the first time this

Night that you were so.

 

 

ODYSSEUS

I told you.

 

 

CHORUS OF SOLDIERS

Quiet!

Is that them?

 

 

ODYSSEUS

Who?

 

 

AJAX

Where are they?

 

 

ODYSSEUS

Is but a shadow.

 

 

CHORUS OF SOLDIERS

Are you sure?

 

 

ODYSSEUS

I am.

See the flickering prick of

Flame beyond that wall.

 

The flame is so small

That is makes the tiny bench

Seem as a great beast.

 

 

CHORUS OF SOLDIERS

Do you not hear them?

The coming of a great host?

 

 

ODYSSEUS

Silent and listen!

 

 

AJAX

Do you hear them?

 

 

ODYSSEUS

No.

But wait—

 

 

AJAX

Pull back to shadow—

 

 

ODYSSEUS

It’s a pissing dog.

 

 

CHORUS OF SOLDIERS

A dog! Hapless hound

That follows our camp looking

For scraps of food.

 

Food! I’ve not eaten

Real meat for many months. Then 

We can dinner now!

 

Here dog! Here dog! Ho!

 

 

ODYSSEUS

Be still and silent as graves;

Tell them not we’re here

 

You can dine or die!

 

 

AJAX

I do not think we’re enough….

If they find this camp.

 

 

ODYSSEUS

They will not see us.

 

 

AJAX

We need more men.

 

 

CHORUS OF SOLDIERS

Yes, we do

Call out for more men.

 

 

ODYSSEUS

At last be silent!

 

 

AJAX

No one comes.

 

 

ODYSSEUS

I think so, too.

 

 

AJAX

P’raps they fear a trap.

 

 

ODYSSEUS

It is certain they

Aren’t afraid of our soldiers,

Brave cowardly men

 

Who cower out of

The glow of the weak flames there.

 

 

CHORUS OF SOLDIERS

Fire burns.

 

 

ODYSSEUS

The dark hides!

 

 

AJAX

I say no one comes.

 

 

ODYSSEUS

And I agree. But he’s there.

What is he doing?

 

 

AJAX

He gloats over the

Flesh of fallen Patroclus

Our dead comrade, there.

 

 

ODYSSEUS

He is mocking us.

What, far-seeing Ajax, do

You see in fire’s glow?

 

 

AJAX

I see Hector stand

Over the body of the

Dead. He does nothing.

 

 

ODYSSEUS

He’s a cruel bastard.

Does he not defile the dead?

Not strip the armor?

 

 

AJAX

He does naught but gaze

Up at the sky and count stars.

If I had a bow!

 

 

ODYSSEUS

Don’t call attention

To us! What moves in shadows?

All’s blur to my eyes.

 

 

AJAX

The shadows are black

But nothing blacker moves there.

No Trojan comes here.

 

 

CHORUS OF SOLDIERS

Then we are safe.

 

 

ODYSSEUS

For

Now. We are safe from Trojan,

Not from angry Greek.

 

 

AJAX

P’raps he’ll understand.

 

 

ODYSSEUS

P’raps dogs will shit gold. Are you

Really such a fool?

 

 

AJAX

Not such fool as you,

Odysseus.

 

 

ODYSSEUS

What say you?

 

 

AJAX

You heard my words.

 

 

CHORUS OF SOLDIERS

Hush!

 

Do you want to wake

Achilles?

 

 

AJAX

I don’t mind. ’Twas

Not my idea.

 

’Twas Odysseus

Who sent the old man to his

Death.

 

 

ODYSSEUS

How dare you say

 

You put blame on me?

 

 

AJAX

I did not dress the man in

Achilles’ dread kit

 

 

ODYSSEUS

Do you say I did?

 

 

AJAX

Every man here knows you did.

 

 

CHORUS OF SOLDIERS

We saw you do it.

 

 

ODYSSEUS

Even Achilles

Must trust a chief before the

Common herd.

 

 

AJAX

I am

 

Not the common kind.

He will see truth in your eyes.

He’ll venge Patroclus.

 

ODYSSEUS

No one who speaks will

Live to draw another breath.

 

 

AJAX

You’ll die with sword sheathed.

 

He may not have your

Gift for thought, but passion and

Anger are faster.

 

 

ODYSSEUS

I will not take the

Fall alone. Achilles will

Kill all who helped me.

 

Friend Ajax, there’s no

Comfort in dying alone.

 

 

AJAX

I want not to die.

 

 

ODYSSEUS

No more than do I

But give me time to think, I’ll

See to all our lives

 

 

CHORUS OF SOLDIERS

Be silent great lords

For there is fire that comes now 

From the Trojan walls.

 

 

[They all go and watch]

 

* * * * *
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