Cassandra Project:
(The steps to the temple of Athena in Troy. Discarded swords of the Trojans lie around. Enter chorus of the Achaian soldiers.)

Chorus: 
Victory! / Ten years have passed since war began: / since the idle young were roused up, / since these men were taught in arms and warfare. / Since we heard of the betrayal of beautiful Helen, stolen from Sparta’s busom by cursed Paris, / wrecker of houses. / He abused the generosity of great Menelaos and took his most precious possession, / and fortified himself behind the strong walls of Ilium, / Troy that was. / It was clearly abuse to the king and the country / and Agamemnon, servant only to the Gods and true justice, called all men to arms. / Even peace-loving Odysseus, / Odysseus the loving parent and good husband, / worried for the safety of his household, / and took to war because he valued the lives of his family above his own. / A great horde, we were, the thousands who sailed the thousand ships for months / and arrived on these distant shores to right the wrongs done to us./ A sight for Bards to speak of: / the young men dressed in shining bronze, / the seasoned warriors who brought prized weapons, / and heroes, great heroes like Achilleus with strong limbs and fire in their breasts / who truly the spawn of gods and men, such was their greatness. / These were the men who had gathered. / The men who clasped each other, / shared our meals, / drank the same wine, / sung and danced, / and marched with us into battle. / But that was ten years ago, / before we met them in battle, / the fierce Trojans. / Not equals, / dread warriors, led by terrible Hektor, / a man who would kill children if it would increase his glory. / They were inhuman. / We lost many good men. / Even Achilles, the bes of men had his fate set upon him. / I heard that Paris did him in. / Done in by that coward? It must have been a trick. / No great man could have been killed otherwise. / No matter. We’ll repay him on the ruins of Troy. / The men who speared my friend and drew out his guts, / Who shot arrows when we tried to storm the wall, / I’m going to smash his face in and take his wife. / Bless old Ares! / When the fightings over, people get what they deserve.

(Struggle heard within.)


But what’s this, then?

(AIAS enters from the temple, dragging the dishevelled CASSANDRA behind him)

AIAS:

Look what I found in the temple! This is the girl who was virginal seer Cassandra, daughter of Priam. As I, Oileus’ son Aias, went searching for some sport in the city, I saw this temple of Athena and entered. It’s ours now, anyway. I’d had enough of sneaking and I wanted a prize. Guess who I found there, making sweet prayers to Athena for justice? Such sad prayers asking protection, aid and vengeance. Athena was typically grey-eyed and quiet, so I gave this girl an answer. I swear, she never stops begging: pleas to prophet king Apollo and Diana, keeper of virgins. She has no claim to either anyumore. So lads, who wants a second hand war prize? Who would like a broken-in seer, who Apollo has given up? Who neeeds an unmaidenly wife or servant? No one? Then I’ll hand her to Agamemnon, he’ll not say no to a free gift. It’ll increase my fame and standing with him. Plus, it’s only fitting that the king who loses his daughter gets another. Jusice is sweet. Watch her while I’m gone. Praise the gods!
CHORUS:

Praise the gods! / The mighty prosper under them when proper service is done to them. / The good man will keep his house, and know happiness in the busom of his wife and family. / He triumphs in battle and kills the man who threatens him. / And when he is made low, it is the gods who catch him and restore his fortunes.

CASS:


Is that so?

CHORUS:


How else can you explain this glory after ten years stalemate?

CASS:


How else, thieving kids.

CHORUS:


Who are you to say that? We’re no babies. We are warriors.

CASS:

I can see that. Every man with a sword is a warrior, now. Use your brains when you look at me. A rock could see the answer.

CHORUS:


All I see is a raped woman.

CASS:

Don’t talk so lightly about rape. It is… how to make a warrior understand? Being stabbed. Do you know how that feels?

CHORUS:


Every man here has had scrapes.

CASS:

Can you imagine bleeding? A cut arm that throbs and throbs until it is numb and dead? Bandage it, the blood stops fowing. With the right salve, the wound heals in time.

CHORUS:


Every boy at war knows that.

CASS:

But you don’t get what I’m telling you right now. I suffer from a wound with no bandage to wrap it and no cure or salve to stop it weeping. My blood falls and there is no catching it or putting it in my body again. All I can do is watch the blood mix with dust and turn to mud. Does anyone here understand?

CHORUS:


Your light words don’t carry.

CASS:


I thought so. It’s like telling a pebble about water.

CHORUS:

Don’t lecture us about blood. You woman who has never held a sword. Honest warriors know about blood. We get stabbed and wounded. We see our blood mix and dry on earth.

CASS:

Oh, do you? Forgive nme. I never knew what you were. It’s clear now. You are pretenders at blood.

CHORUS:


We know blood.

CASS:

You don’t, trust me. A woman knows blood – a woman is blood. The moment a women knows what she is, her blood confirms it. It tells her the truth. It tells her what her body is. It is regular and honest and knows what it is. We know what it means when it stops – signs of sweet pains and cruel joys. It is constant until we grow old and the blood leaves us to wither. What could a man tell me about blood? You skit around in front of each other. When a man chases you, arms raised with a bloody spear, you run. You stumble back, hands clutching the shield you pray will hold out and wishing for stronger armour with every breath. You scream and wail over a graze. Then, when the next offensive comes you stab and thrust with all your might, hoping the other man never gets that chance again. No man man stands for anything now. The heroes are killed by cowards.
CHORUS:


Bitch!
CASS:

It’s the truth. If any hero live, whould he destroy the homes of families? Would he steal and pillage? Would he rape and abuse?

CHORUS:


It’s our right!

CASS:


Says who?

CHORUS:


Says me. I’m alive and I deserve it.

CASS:

Good for you pigs. Your noses are so long in the muddy troughs you forget who you’re eating with. Who here likes Aias?

CHORUS:


He’s a man of men.

CASS:

Him? He’s an archer. He waits at the back, shooting at near dead corpses. He’s a greasy, oily man who takes an equal share for standing back and firing into the fight he’ll never join. A man who rapes in temples. Who would want to remember him? Who calls him a friend? Next to Telamon’s Aias, he’s a lesser man.

CHORUS:


He shared the battle, he shares the glory and the prize.

CASS:
Sharing? Your army could teach me about that. I heard how greedy Agamemnon takes a prize whenever his hands are empty, and that’s his reward for his heroes. The men he thought unshakable stand against him, and he doesn’t know why. Once wronged Achilles leets his friends die for the sake of pride. And who can rememer the great Telamon’s Aias? He’s in Hades’ coffer now, because Odysseus took the prize he wanted. I hope I never see Argos. It must be a wilderness of dogs, fighting to the death for one bone.
CHORUS:


Stop, now. Prizes don’t talk.

CASS:


Is that all I am now?

CHORUS:


Nothing more.

CASS:


Fine, then. I won’t talk to you. Maybe some wind will listen to me.

CHORUS:

Finally, she’s quiet. Another victory. /  Who should tell us what needs to be done? We won, we make the rules. / If they wanted to live safe, they should have opened the doors to Troy. Now it’s years too late. / I didn’t hate Troy. It’s a good city. If you could find a way to haul a building whole, then I would take the walls here home with me. They’d frame my house well. And the citadel would sit good on any other hill. / It’s the Trojans. They built the walls that kept us out. They hurt us for ten years. / We have to crush the bricks to dust. The ashes of the dead are thirsty, and they only drink blood.
CASS:
There’s no talking to them. They never listen anyways. People wait for you to breathe then continue to talk about what they want. These men don’t understand that the gods only smile for themselves. Ares laughs when he sticks the knife in. I know what the gods do to people. I’d tell people, but it’s useless. I know who I am now. I am Cassandra. I know things that men can’t understand, even when they are told. Well, I won’t save these crude men. The lessons best learned come a minute too late.

(AGAMEMNON enters. The soldiers cheer.)

AGAM:

Men, I call you what you are, great men of the world. The best of Dardanians, of Spartans, and of Argonian men. Yes, the prime men from the centre of the world – no, the universe. The world yawns with us, weeps for us, puts itself beneath our feet to aid us and help us. After all, that is what the gods have done for us. That is how how they reward those who do justice on others.

CASS:


Is there some justice you can throw my way?

AGAM:


Who is this, then?

CASS:


Would you believe me if I told you?

AGAM:


Speak and I’ll consider it.

CASS:

Will you? That’s nice. I’m the singular Cassandra of Troy. My relatives are murdered, have killed themselves or have turned to salt. What will you do?

AGAM:

I have heard of you, daughter of Priam. Count yourself lucky to be alive. There are murderous peoples in the world: monsters who kill without mercy-

CASS:


Nice that they could join us today.

AGAM:

If you would let me finish, woman, I was saying that these men would kill you on the spot.

CASS:


So you save me from that. Thank Aias for me.

AGAM:


You are turning my kind words on their heads.

CASS:

I don’t need to. Talk on and persuade us all.

AGAM:

I think only of justice! My brother’s wife is stolen from him. What would any man do in that position?

CASS:


Ask why?

AGAM:

He would act: he must do something to help. Any brother who wouldn’t must have a stone heart or be an idle ass. Every man knows I am neither and I must always prove it as king.

CASS:

Ok, I understand that. One question, though. Why, instead of fighting for ten years, did you ever consider knocking?

AGAM:


What do you mean?

CASS:

I mean that we aren’t barbarians. We respect household laws and welcome guests. We also consider diplomacy. Paris would have given you Helen back to get Hector off of his back.

AGAM:


Really? Then why was there an army to receive us when we landed here?

CASS:

You would be dense not to send an army to meet invaders. Hector sent defenders, not pillagers.

AGAM:


You shouldn’t complain. You did us wrong.

CASS:


And killing off a city makes it right?

AGAM:


Justice is important. When a victim suffers, they cannot be ignored.

CASS:

How touching. Tell me, Agamemnon: there is a woman in high lofty Argos who is weeping hot tears every night. They started as tears of sorrow – they’re hateful now. A man took it upon himself to bind up a sweet girl because the gods told him that they would get him wind to sail by. She wondered what he was doing as he forced a bit into her mouth and bound her and bled her like cattle. The woman is crying because not one tear can persuade Hades to let her go free, and because there is no man to give her justice. What would you do?
AGAM:


I would find a man for her to get vengeance for her.

CASS:


Good answer, Agamemnon the daughter killer. Is Helen worth it?

AGAM:


I love my family-

CASS:


Not more than a good wind-

AGAM:


It still hurts.

CASS:


You could have said no. But at least you understand me now.

AGAM:


You’ll shut up. Now.

CASS:

No, Agamemnon. I’ll talk as much as I want and as long as I want, longer and in more detail than you can believe. I’ll talk of piled gold and whispered secrets, bloody banquets and-


(AGAMEMNON hits CASSANDRA in the face. She stops.)

AGAM:

I’ve hated seers for a while. They deal in vague images, and tell me that a flight of birds means that it may be favourable if I do what they think to be right. I am more direct. When I say I’m doing something or other I do it. You will not speak ill of me or my family. You are no longer so high and mighty that you can say what you want to anyone. You are little more than a slave to all now. My slave, in fact, and I am willing to treat you better than you deserve. The gods moved through us and made us strong, and we destroyed Troy’s high gates. The men who wronged are dead. I could have contined and killed you as well, but I mercifully stayed my hand. Who here would call me unjust?

CHORUS:


No man.

AGAM:


I thought as much. I will return for you later. (Exits)
CHORUS:


Back to our watch. The night would fall soon, if it could.

CASS:

It seems pointless to ask for his logic. Agamemnon was born without it. He entered Troy in a hollow promise. I’m glad not to be part of his family, now I know him for what he is. Give a man a crown to lead if you want, but never trust him after.

(APOLLO appears to CASSANDRA)

APOLLO:


You are one for talking of trust.

CASS:


Phoebus Apollo, have you come to plague me too?

APOLLO:

I merely came to watch the end. The walls are being kiccked in all over Troy. The citadel falls burning. This was a city loved by gods, by Zeus himself, until women turned his head and forced him against it. If I had a throne and mastery of the earth and skies, I would smash all invaders, preserve the wall in an empyreal glow and plant a rainbow here. But the Olympiad wouldn’t have it, so I’ll stand and watch the fall with the last seer of Troy. In thousands of yers, men will come with brushes and shovels and weapons to scratch the earth. They will see these pillars and rocks and stroke their beards. Then they proclaim to the world, ‘This may have been Troy. We can never be certain, because there are no people here to remember it.’

CASS:


You like making fun, don’t you?

APOLLO:

When you are immortal, you have an infinite capacity for boredom. That’s why we like humans: they are impulsive and they can make mistakes that are, literally, mortal. It makes for interesting viewing. And though I rule poetry and song, it’s amusing to watch others stumble blind in verse and achieve by accident. That element of fallibility is something much more vital than perfection. After all, if humans could fly, they would never fear a cliff. It’s fun to watch hard work and struggle.
CASS:

You are a child, sometimes. You could let the spider go, or shoo it away, or simply squash it. Why pin it down and pull off the legs, one by one?

APOLLO:

You said no to me. When I gave you the visions of the future, you thanked me. Even for bad visions, you returned respect. Yet I asked you for one thing, and you denied me it. That was the crime: you made me believe you when you told me that you would repay me for my gifts. It was only right that you should never sway anyone again.

CASS:

I couldn’t sell myself. Everyone would treat me like rotten fruit, no man would have time for me. And your lovers don’t end up as well as you do. I would rather not sprout branches. Why couldn’t you just take back your gifts?

APOLLO:


Take them back? Gods can’t do that.

CASS:


Why not?

APOLLO:


Gods are justice. If someone stabs you, you can take his knife, but what’s to stop him from getting another? Take his hand and he’ll never hurt again.

CASS:


Or do much else.

APOLLO:

It isn’t just punishment. It is justice. The stabber shows his friend his misfortune and the friend passes the story on. Soon the tale has size and meaning, and moral as well. The myth, as it is, is then a warning against violence that every child learns, and they know that stabbing is wrong. That is justice.

CASS:

It must be great for the children. They don’t have to feel the scar of a missing part.

APOLLO:

It is not my fault if the moral is harsh. Morals are to be upheld: it’s a leash I’m bound by as a god. Transgression is a freeedom denied me.

CASS:


Well, that’s no comfort to me.

APOLLO:

It never is. You want comfort? I don’t have any for you, except that you’ll never die until fire runs from Troy to Argos, and a wife becomes an armed monster. The men who tore down temples will lose their homecomings or be swallowed by the world. I am bored of Troy now, I suppose I shall ascend and look for some other city to crown and look at. (Exits)
CASS:

I guess this is it. Troy is smouldering. Another empty prophecy is my only protection and the impossible will happen before sunset. The gods are like that. I should be angry. Spitting like a cobra. That’s what knowledge does: the more you know, the less you can do. The knowledge only frustrates and all I can do is watch my life being moved around by others. All it does is fill my head with apathy. It wouldn’t be so bad if there was someone who could share my fate, but all my sisters are dead, or as good as. I am the last woman with a name here, and the only one with a garbled voice. No one else got that treatment. I heard of a woman who lost her tongue: A man cut it out after he raped her, and a miracle gave her a voice to name her enemies. She turned into a bird to sing forever. There was a queen who was dying in silence, fearing a forbidden love. She speaks and the truth kills her in the end. At least there was something to that. There are no more birds to become. What would be the point of a bird that gets ignored? The gods wouldn’t make it. There are no swords to stick in the backs of my enemies, and no people to confide in.. This is how my life ends. I don’t have anything else to say, so I might as well end with silence.

(Enter AGAMEMNON.)

AGAM:

Men, the ships are full of the gold of Troy, and the other prizes are loaded. Finish your business here. The wind is good, blowing west and homeward. Tell your wives – if you have none, use your gold to buy one – tell your wives what you have done here. They shall kiss you and praise your merits, as they should. All will have a heroes welcome. The beacons here are lit, and the fire catches another and another, and soon it shall reach Argos where my wife is waiting. She will be happy to see me. We are finished here, head to the ships. (to CASSANDRA) After you. I take it you will be quiet? (No response) Good. It would be beter for all. Let’s leave this place.

CHORUS:

Nothing’s left to burn here. / Let’s go. It’s just a city with no people, except for us. / Night will fall on some man’s head, and the stars will point out directions home. / The journey west starts now. / I’m tired of this. / Time to take the journey back and dream of a bed without flint in it. / War is over. / Life resumes. / Let’s just hope that no man decides that our home town deserves to die. / All that’s left to do is sharpen swords and spears again and wait for the armies to march on us.
