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come from all over the island to lend a hand. IÕve decided to open up
Ithaca for tourism, so if you could just try to promote it a bit over at
Troy, IÕd be ever-so grateful. Always know that my heart weaves for 
you.
Your ever-devoted lovely wife,
Penelope 

Agamemnon: aiai! 
Odysseus: what the Hades is going on here? (Glancing at the audience and 
switching into a corny salesman voice) I know that in Ithaca, at least, the sun is 
shining and the wine is sweet. Come try our freshly pressed olives! 
Agamemnon (between sobs): allÉ theÉ. soldiers are leaving and weÕre 
going to lose! 
Odysseus: Soldiers? Leaving? This is mutiny! How am I going to have
my aristeia without a bunch of commoners around to make the
appropriate clashing and groaning noises! Who told them they could
leave? 
Agamemnon: me 

Odysseus: Oh gods above and below and everyone in between, what
ever possessed you to do that? 
Agamenon: (breaking into hysterical sobs) IÕm just not good at this king 
business. I try so hard, but I never get it right. ItÕs so hard when 
everyone is jealous of my manly beauty, and my naturally curly hair. ItÕs 
such a trial to be the most attractive Greek in the camp, the pressure-
Odyssesus: whoa there, hang on buddy. DonÕt get yourself into a tizzy, 
weÕll sort it out. Chin up. WhereÕs the kingly smile? Alright, IÕll take
care of this, IÕll even hold your sceptre for a bit. You go take a breather,
have an arming scene, everyone feels better after heÕs dramatically pulled
on a pair of greaves, come on, off you go! 
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Be a Greek 
with all the foresight of Delphi too,
Be a Greek 
with all the heat of the fires of Lemnos 
Mysterious as HecateÕs crescent moon! 

Odysseus
Time is marching onward Ôtil the fall of Troy
ItÕs loaded up with plunder, loot for evÕry boy!
If you whine and say you wanna leave,
thereÕll be no tri-pods for you!
ThatÕs why IÕll make a Greek out of you! 

Chorus 

Homer: And so, the newly encouraged Greeks marched off to battle.
Meanwhile, on the battlements of Troy the old men, women and
children gathered to watch the fighting, unaware of their impending
doom. 

Chorus/heroes freezes in various battle poses while Trojans sit off to the side and
discuss them. 

Priam: Well now, what have we here today? Bless my stars and garters,
just look at all those Greeks; I canÕt even come up with a suitable
metaphor to describe their number. 
Cassandra: Oh woe! The end is near! I can see the bodies piled high
and streets running red with blood-
Priam: Oh stop that nonsense Cassandra. What in tarnation are you 
gabbinÕ about now? 

Enter Helen. 

Cassandra: Her the destroyer of out city! Cast her out now, BEFORE 
ITÕS TOO LATE! 
Priam: Now you pipe down, missy. HelenÕs a good girl; you ought to 
go learn from her examp60.3/T1_0  



 !

 
 

 
  

!
 

! ! ! !
! ! ! !

! ! ! ! !
! ! ! !

! ! ! ! ! !
!

 ! ! ! ! ! ! ! ! ! ! ! ! !!
! ! ! ! ! ! ! !

! ! ! ! ! ! !
!

! ! ! ! ! ! ! ! ! ! !
! ! ! ! ! ! ! ! ! ! ! !
!! ! ! ! ! !

!
!

!!
 

 ! ! ! ! ! ! ! ! ! ! ! ! !
! ! !
 

! ! !
! ! !
! !

! ! ! ! ! !
! ! ! ! !

! !
! ! ! ! ! ! !
! ! ! ! ! !
! ! ! ! ! ! ! !

! ! !
! ! ! ! ! ! ! ! !

!

!
!

! ! ! ! ! !
! ! ! ! ! !

! ! ! ! ! ! ! ! !
! ! ! ! !

! ! ! ! ! !
!

! ! !
! ! ! ! ! !

! ! ! ! ! !
! ! !

! ! ! ! ! !
! ! ! ! ! ! !

! ! ! ! ! ! ! !
! ! !

! ! ! ! ! ! ! ! !
!

! ! ! ! ! !
! ! ! ! ! !

! ! ! ! ! ! ! ! !
! ! ! ! !

! ! ! ! ! !
!

 
!

! ! ! ! ! ! ! ! ! ! !  
 

!! ! ! !
! ! ! ! ! ! ! !! ! ! !
! ! ! ! ! ! ! ! ! ! ! !

!! ! ! ! !!!
!!

! ! ! ! ! ! !!  
 

!! !! ! ! ! ! ! !! ! !



 !

! ! ! ! ! ! ! ! ! ! ! ! !! !
! ! ! ! ! ! ! ! ! ! ! ! !
!! ! ! ! ! !!!

 
 ! ! ! ! ! ! ! !! ! ! ! ! !

!! ! ! ! ! ! ! ! ! ! !!!
!

! ! ! ! ! ! ! ! ! ! ! !
!

 
 

!
! ! ! ! ! ! ! ! !

! ! ! ! ! ! ! ! ! ! ! !
! ! !

! ! ! ! ! ! ! ! !
 ! ! ! ! ! ! ! ! !
! ! ! ! ! !

!
 

 
!

 
 

!
! ! ! ! !! !

! ! ! ! ! ! ! ! ! ! ! ! ! ! !
! !! ! ! ! ! ! !

! !
!

! ! ! !
! ! ! ! ! ! ! ! ! ! ! !!

! ! ! !
! ! ! ! !

! ! ! ! ! ! !!
 !

 ! ! ! ! ! ! ! ! ! ! ! ! ! !
! ! ! !

! ! !
! !! ! ! ! !! ! ! ! ! ! ! !
!! ! ! ! ! ! ! ! ! ! ! ! ! ! !
! ! ! ! ! ! ! ! ! ! !!

! ! ! ! ! ! ! ! ! ! ! ! !
  ! ! ! ! ! ! ! !! ! ! ! ! !

! ! !! ! ! !
! ! ! ! ! ! ! ! ! ! !!

! ! ! ! ! ! ! ! ! ! ! !! ! !
! ! ! ! ! ! ! !

!!
!

  
! ! ! ! ! ! !! ! ! ! ! !
! ! ! ! ! !

 ! ! ! ! !
 !

! ! ! ! ! ! ! !
!

! ! ! ! ! !
! ! ! ! ! ! ! ! !! !

! ! ! !!
 ! ! ! ! ! !! ! ! ! ! ! !

! ! ! ! ! ! ! ! ! ! ! !
 ! ! ! ! ! ! !! ! ! ! ! !

! ! !! ! ! ! ! ! ! ! ! !!
! ! ! ! !! !

  ! ! ! ! ! ! ! ! ! ! !! ! !
! ! ! ! !! ! ! !

! ! ! ! ! ! !! ! ! ! ! ! ! !
! ! ! ! ! ! ! ! !! ! !! ! !!

! ! ! ! ! ! ! ! ! ! ! ! ! ! !
! ! ! !

 
 

! !
!!! ! ! !! ! ! ! ! ! ! ! ! ! !

!! ! ! ! !! ! ! !

Mediterranean 



 !

!
!! ! ! ! ! ! ! ! ! ! ! ! !

! ! ! ! !! ! ! ! ! ! ! !
!

!
! !! ! ! ! ! ! ! ! !!

! ! ! !! ! ! ! ! ! ! ! ! !
!

!! ! ! ! ! ! ! !! ! ! ! ! !
! ! ! ! ! ! ! ! ! ! !! ! ! !

! ! ! ! ! ! ! !! ! ! !
! ! ! ! ! ! ! !! ! ! !

! ! ! ! ! ! ! !
!

! ! ! ! ! ! ! ! ! ! !
! ! ! !!!

!
 ! !

!
  ! ! ! !

!
!

! ! ! ! !
! !

!
 

! ! ! ! ! ! ! ! !
! ! ! ! ! !

! ! ! ! ! ! ! ! !
! ! ! ! ! !

!
 
! ! ! ! ! ! !

! ! ! ! ! !
! ! ! ! ! ! ! ! !

! ! ! ! ! !
! ! ! !

! ! ! ! !

! ! ! !
! ! ! ! !

!
! ! ! ! ! ! !

! ! ! ! ! ! !
! ! ! ! ! ! !

! ! ! ! ! ! !
! ! ! ! ! ! ! !
! ! ! ! ! ! !
! ! ! ! ! ! ! !

! ! ! ! ! !
!

! ! !
! ! ! ! ! ! !

! ! ! ! ! !
! ! ! ! ! ! !!

! ! ! ! ! !
! ! ! !
! ! ! ! ! !
! ! ! !
! ! ! ! ! !

!
! ! ! ! ! ! !

! ! ! ! ! ! !
! ! ! ! ! ! !

! ! ! ! ! !
! ! ! ! ! ! ! ! !
! ! ! ! ! !

! ! ! ! ! !
! ! ! ! ! !

!
! !
! ! ! ! ! ! !

! ! ! ! ! !
! ! ! ! ! ! !!

! ! ! ! ! !
! ! ! !
! ! ! ! ! !

Patroclus: Achilles, the sun in shining on the beach and I can see
dolphins splashing in the waves. How can you waste such a beautiful 
day? 

Odysseus: Ahh! The Greeks are loosing, the Trojans are encroaching.
All will be lost! Without Achilles to carry the day, weÕre bird food! 

Patroclus: Hey, you think your lifeÕs messed up?! Look at me, I canÕt
even get him out of his tent, me his BEST FRIEND. I always thought
we only needed each other, you know, friends. That our friendship
surpassed pettiness and that girls were just distractions. But now, look 
at him, itÕs like I donÕt even exist! 

Odysseus: Well, youÕre in luck, because I brought the most persuasive
bunch in this camp. 

Chorus: Who, us? 

Odysseus: Hop to it men! 

Chorus 
Hey! What's the big idea? 
Yo, Ôpollo! 

(chant)
I said stuck too deep in your emo rut
Oh, loves gonna get you down
I said stuck too deep in your emo rut
Oh, loves gonna get you down 

(sing)
Stuck too deep in your emo rut
Oh, loves gonna get you down
I said stuck too deep in your emo rut
Oh, loves gonna get you down
Say love, say love
Loves gonna get you down 

Say love, say love
Loves gonna get you down. 

I went walking with Patty one day
When he warned me what people say
Live your life until love is found
'Cause the gods gonna get you down.
Take a look at the girl next door
She's a player and a downright bore
Zeus, he loves her but she wants more 
Oh, bad girls get you down. 

Muse, sing it! 
stuck too deep in your emo rut
Oh, loves gonna get you down
stuck too deep in your emo rut
Oh, loves gonna get you down
Say love, say love
Oh, loves gonna get you down.
Say love, say love
Oh, loves gonna get you down. 

Thetis told you what you should know
Too much sulking gonna eat your soul
If she loves you let her go
'Cause love only gets you down.
Take a look at a boy like him (chorus points to Patroclus)
works out regularly at the gym
heÕs fit for a Homeric hymn
oh love wonÕt get him down 

Sing it!
stuck too deep in your emo rut
Oh, loves gonna get you down
stuck too deep in your emo rut
Oh, loves gonna get you down
Say love, say love
Oh, loves gonna get you down. 
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Say love, say love
Oh, loves gonna get you down. 

Diomedes: 
Just back from my night raid. Good song, an admirable performance,
men, but right now the Trojans are torching out ships! Hector set them
on fire and theyÕre burning up!!! 

CM4: Hey, letÕs break out those bags of marshmallows! LetÕs see if we
can toast them golden-brown! (Chorus exits stage) 

Patroclus: Achilles, pal, friend, cousin, you canÕt let this happen. Your 
own ships are in danger of being toast. 

Achilles: I donÕt mind, IÕve already got a new ship picked out from the
Spring Catalogue of ships. See, this one has four banks of oars and an 
optional lavender canopy. (Shows catalogue to audience) 

Patroclus: I donÕt care how many banks of oars or what the color
options are for canopies, we need to focus on the present, and that
means you need to fight! É Or at least let me take your place. 

Achilles: Fine. You can grab my armor from the back of the tent. ItÕs 
adjustable. (Pause while Patroclus grabs armor.) Try not to scratch it or ding 
it up too much. They donÕt call me shiny Achilles for nothing. 

Achilles sings to Patroclus as he marches off
There's a fine, fine line between a lover and a friend; 
There's a fine, fine line between eros and pretend;
And you never know 'til you reach the gods if it was worth the uphill 
climb. 

There's a fine, fine line between love 
And a waste of time. 

Patroclus goes off to fight.  Achilles sings as he leaves 
There's a fine, fine line between a slaying and a win;
And there's a fine, fine line between your comrades and your kin. 

I guess if someone wants to fight back it isn't such a crime, 
But there's a fine, fine line between war 
And a waste of your time. 

And I don't have the time to waste out here anymore. 
I don't think that I even know what IÕm looking for.
For my own sense of pride, I've got to close the door
And walk away...
Oh... 

There's a fine, fine line between a tripod and pot
And there's a fine, fine line between what I wanted and what I got.
You gotta go after the things you want while you're still in your prime... 

There's a fine, fine line between love, war and hate, 
And a waste of time. 

(Achilles sits on steps with head in his hands, then exits.) 

Homer: At the sight of Patroclus playing dress-up in AchillesÕ armor,
the Trojans fled. All except one. The brave, the daring, the invincible
Hector! In the dust of battle, like two lions fighting for a kill, they
square off for a duel. 

Hector: Is it just me, or were you a little taller when we last met? And
your noseÉ itsÉ different. Did you get a nose job while staying at
Troy? Good grief, how are we Trojans supposed to be the front-
runners of civilization with you Greeks continuously bringing in
anachronisms? 
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Hector: Òfine, make it quick.Ó 
Patroclus: Alas, how tragic it is that one should be cut down in the
prime of life when theyÉ 
Hector: not ÒtheyÓ but Òhe or sheÓ 
Patroclus: É when he or she has so much potential and future. Due to 
the grievous kidnapping of Helen 
Hector: ÒOwing toÓ the grievous kidnapping. Someone wasnÕt paying 
attention in rhetoric class. 
Patroclus: Oh, put a lid on it. When one is dying, grammar, 
surprisingly, is not a priority. 

Hector: Well IÕve heard enough. (Hector lunges at Patroclus). 

Patroclus: (rolls out of the way) But IÕm not dead yet! 

Hector: what?? 

Patroclus: 
feel happy. I feel happy. My thumos is ablazing! 
(sung)
I am not dead yet
I can dance and I can sing
I am not dead yet
I could go and have a fling 

I am not dead yet
No need to go to bed
No need to call the gods in
Cause I'm not yet dead. 

Chorus: 
He is not yet dead
That's what olÕ Patsy said
No, he's not yet dead
That man is off his head d
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Chorus: across the wine dark sea 
across the wine dark sea 
across the wine dark sea 

Odysseus: gonna travel back to my Home 

Chorus: across the wine dark sea 
AintÕs gonna study war no more!
ainÕt gonna study war no more.
I ain't gonna study war no more 
Ain't gonna study war no more 

Homer: Wait what are you doing? Stop spouting those double
negatives! how is my Iliad going to be studied in a Quaker institution 
2000 years from now? 

Chorus: Ain't gonna study war no more 
I ain't gonna study war no more 
Ain't gonna study war no more 
Ain't gonna study war no more 
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