
 שיר   המתקדשות.ים    /     אריסטופנס,    הצפרדעים    (שורות    316-459),   תרגום:   אהרון   שבתאי  
The   Song   of   the   Initiates    /   Aristophanes,    The   Frogs    (rows   316-459),   translation:   Matthew   Dillon   

  

  

  

  

  

O   Iacchus,   Iacchus   O,   
O   Iacchus,   Iacchus   O!   

  
Iacchus,   here   abiding   in   temples   most   reverend,   
Iacchus,   O   Iacchus,   
come   to   dance   in   this   meadow;   
to   your   holy   mystic   bands   
Shake   the   leafy   crown   
around   your   head,   brimming   
with   myrtle,   
Boldly   stomp   your   feet   in   time   
to   the   wild   fun-loving   rite,   
with   full   share   of   the   Graces,   the   holy   dance,   sacred   
to   your   mystics.   

  
  

Awake,   for   it   has   come   tossing   torches   in   hand,   
Iacchos,   Oh   Iacchos,   
the   light-bringing   star   of   our   nocturnal   rite.   
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Now   the   meadow   brightly   burns   
Old   men's   knees   start   to   sway.   
They   shake   away   their   pains   
and   the   long   cycles   of   ancient   years   
Through   your   holy   rite.   
Beaming   with   your   torch,   
lead   forth   to   the   flowering   stretch   of   marsh   
the   youth   that   makes   your   choruses,   o   blessed   one!   

  
  
  

Let   him   be   mute   and   stand   aside   from   our   sacred   dances   
who   has   no   experience   of   mystical   language,   or   has   not   
cleansed   his   mind   
but   as   for   you:   arouse   the   song   
and   the   night-long   dances,   that   belong   to   our   festival   here.  

  
Each   one   boldly   marches   
to   the   flowery   meadows   and   glens   
stamping   in   time   
jesting,   joking   
and   mocking;   
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we've   breakfasted   enough.   
Come   now,   sing   a   different   strain   of   hymn   to   the   harvest   
queen,   
the   goddess   Demeter,   gracing   her   with   sacred   airs.   

  
Demeter,   mistress   of   our   holy   rites,   
be   present   now   
and   preserve   your   song   and   dance.   
And   grant   that   I   may   sport   and   dance   the   livelong   day   in   
safety.   

  
Now   then   
Summon   the   god   of   the   hour   with   your   songs   
the   partner   of   this   dance   of   ours.   

  
Iacchus,   honored   by   all,   deviser   of   our   festal   song   
most   sweet,   follow   us   here   
to   the   goddess   and   show   us   how   
you   travel   a   long   road   with   ease.   
Iacchus,   lover   of   the   dance,   lead   me   onward,   
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for   as   a   joke   and   to   save   money   you   split   my   sandal   
and   rags,   and   found   a   way   for   us   to   sport   and   dance   
scot-free.   
Iacchus,   lover   of   the   dance,   lead   me   onward,   

  
  
  
  
  

For   I   just   now   caught   a   sidelong   glance   of   a   very   cute   girl,   
a   partner   in   our   dance,   and   through   a   rip   in   her   robe   
I   saw   a   titty   peeping   out.   
Iacchus,   lover   of   the   dance,   lead   me   onward.   

  
  
  
  

Onward!   
In   the   sacred   round   dance   of   the   goddess,   in   the   
flower-bearing   grove   
sporting   with   all   who   partake   in   festival   dear   to   the   
goddess   
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Let's   march   to   the   flowery   meadows,   
blooming   with   roses,   
revelling   in   our   fashion    /   O   Iacchus,   Iacchus   O,   
with   song   and   fairest   dance   
which   the   blessed   
Fates   array.   
We   alone   enjoy   the   sun   
and   the   light   
who   have   been   initiated   
and   follow   the   way   of   piety   
towards   strangers   
and   laymen.   
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 אודה   לאדם    /     סופוקלס,    אנטיגונה    (שורות    332-375),   תרגום:   אהרון   שבתאי  
The   Ode   to   Man    /   Sophocles,    Antigone    (lines   332-375),   translation:   Sir   Richard   Jebb   

  

  

  

Wonders   are   many,   
and   none   is   more   wonderful   than   man.   
This   power   spans   the   sea,   even   when   it   surges   
white   before   the   gales   of   the   south-wind,   
and   makes   a   path   under   swells   that   threaten   to   
engulf   him.   
Earth,   too,   the   eldest   of   the   gods,   the   immortal,   the   
unwearied,   he   wears   away   to   his   own   ends,   turning   
the   soil   with   the   offspring   of   horses   as   the   plows   
weave   to   and   fro   year   after   year.   

  
The   light-hearted   tribe   of   birds   
and   the   clans   of   wild   beasts   
and   the   sea-brood   of   the   deep   
he   snares   in   the   meshes   of   his   twisted   nets,   
and   he   leads   them   captive,   very-skilled   man.   
He   masters   by   his   arts   the   beast   who   dwells   in   the   
wilds   and   roams   the   hills.     
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He   tames   the   shaggy-maned   horse,   
putting   the   yoke   upon   its   neck,   and   tames   the   
tireless   mountain   bull.   

  
Speech   and   thought   fast   as   the   wind   
and   the   moods   that   give   order   to   a   city   
he   has   taught   himself,   
and   how   to   flee   the   arrows   of   the   inhospitable   frost   
under   clear   skies   and   the   arrows   of   the   storming   
rain.   
He   has   resource   for   everything.   
Lacking   resource   in   nothing   he   strides   towards   
what   must   come.   
From   Death   alone   
he   shall   procure   no   escape,   
but   from   baffling   diseases   
he   has   devised   flights.   

  
Possessing   resourceful   skill,   
a   subtlety   beyond   expectation   
he   moves   now   to   evil,   now   to   good.   
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When   he   honors   the   laws   of   the   land   
and   the   justice   of   the   gods   to   which   he   is   bound   by   
oath,   his   city   prospers.   
But   banned   from   his   city   is   he   who,   
thanks   to   his   rashness,   couples   with   disgrace.   
Never   may   he   share   my   home,   
never   think   my   thoughts,   who   does   these   things!   
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 שיר   מגיפה    /     סופוקלס,    אדיפוס   המלך    (שורות    153-186),   תרגום:   אהרון   שבתאי  
Plague   Song    /   Sophocles,    Oedipus   The   King    (lines   153-186),   translation:   Sir   Richard   Jebb   

  

  

  

  

I   am   on   the   rack,   terror   shakes   my   soul,   
O   Delian   healer   to   whom   wild   cries   rise,   
in   holy   fear   of   you,   
wondering   what   debt   you   will   extract   from   me,   
perhaps   unknown   before,   
perhaps   renewed   with   the   revolving   years.   
Tell   me,   immortal   Voice,   
child   of   golden   Hope.   

  
  

Alas,   countless   are   the   sorrows   I   bear.     
A   plague   is   on   all   our   people,   
and   thought   
can   find   no   weapon   for   defense.   
The   fruits   of   the   glorious   earth   
do   not   grow;   by   no   birth   of   offspring   do   women   
surmount   the   pangs   in   which   they   shriek.   

  

 Botanic   Chorus    מקהלה   בוטנית  Theater   in   the   Rough   2021    9   מותך    20 תאטרון   בתזוזה 



  
  

  
  
  
  
  
  

  

  

You   can   see   life   after   life   speed   away,   like   a   bird   on   
the   wing,   swifter   than   irresistible   fire,   
to   the   shore   of   the   western   god.   

  
With   such   deaths,   past   numbering,   the   city   perishes.     
Unpitied,   her   children   lie   on   the   ground,   
spreading   pestilence,   with   no   one   to   mourn   them.     
Meanwhile   young   wives   and   grey-haired   mothers     
raise   a   wail   at   the   steps   of   the   altars,   some   here,   some   
there,   
and   groan   in   supplication   for   their   terrible   woes.   
The   prayers   to   the   Healer   ring   clear,   and   with   them   
the   voice   of   lamentation.   
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 אוריפידס,    איפיגניה   באוליס    (שורות    542-545),   תרגום:   אהרון   שבתאי  
Euripides,    Iphigenia   in   Aulis    (lines   543-545),   translation:   E.   P.   Coleridge   

 אוריפידס,    איפיגניה   באוליס    (שורות    458-557),   תרגום:   אהרון   שבתאי  
Euripides,    Iphigenia   in   Aulis    (lines   458-557),   translation:   E.   P.   Coleridge   

  

  

  

Happy   are   they   
who   find   the   goddess   come   in   moderate   might,   
sharing   with   self-restraint   
in   Aphrodite's   gift   of   marriage   

  

  

where   the   Love-god,   golden-haired,   
stretches   his   charmed   bow   with   twin   arrows,   
and   one   is   aimed   at   happiness,   
the   other   at   life's   confusion.   
O   lady   Cypris,   queen   of   beauty!   
far   from   my   bridal   bower   I   ban   the   last.   
Be   mine   delight   in   moderation   
and   pure   desires,   
and   may   I   have   a   share   in   love,   
but   shun   excess!   
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 אוריפידס,    מדיאה    (שורות    630-634),   תרגום:   אהרון   שבתאי  
Euripides,    Medea    (lines   630-634),   translation   David   Kovacs   

  

 אוריפידס,    היפוליטוס    (שורות    525-533),   תרגום:   אהרון   שבתאי  
Euripides,    Hippolytus    (lines   525-533),   translation:   David   Kovacs   

  

  

  

If   Aphrodite   comes   in   moderation,   
no   other   goddess   brings   such   happiness.   
Never,   o   goddess,   may   you   smear   with   desire   
one   of   your   ineluctable   arrows   
and   let   it   fly   against   my   heart   
from   your   golden   bow!   

  

Eros,   god   of   love,   
distilling   liquid   desire   down   upon   the   eyes,   
bringing   sweet   pleasure   
to   the   souls   of   those   against   
whom   you   make   war,   
never   to   me   may   you   show   yourself   to   my   hurt   
nor   ever   come   but   in   due   measure   and   harmony.   
For   the   shafts   neither   of   fire   nor   of   the   stars   
exceed   the   shaft   of   Aphrodite,   
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 אוריפידס,    היפוליטוס    (שורות    1268-1281),   תרגום:   אהרון   שבתאי  
Euripides,    Hippolytus    (lines   1268-1281),   translation:   David   Kovacs   

  

  

  

which   Eros,   Zeus's   son,   hurls   forth   from   his   hand.   

  

You   carry   along   the   unyielding   hearts   of   the   immortals,   
Aphrodite,   and   the   hearts   of   men,   
and   with   you   is   he   
of   the   many-colored   wings,     
surrounding   them   with   his   swift   pinions.  
Eros   flies   over   the   earth   
and   over   the   loud-roaring   salt   sea   
and   bewitches   the   one   
on   whose   frenzied   mind   he   darts,   
winged   and   gold-gleaming,   
he   bewitches   the   whelps   of   the   mountain   
and   those   of   the   sea,   what   the   earth   brings   forth   
and   what   the   blazing   sun   looks   down   upon,   
and   likewise   mortal   men.   
Over   all   these,   Aphrodite,   you   alone   hold   
your   honored   sway.   
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 מזמור   לארוס    /     סופוקלס,    אנטיגונה    (שורות    781-800),   תרגום:   אהרון   שבתאי  
Hymn   to   Eros    /   Sophocles,    Antigone    (lines   781-800),   translation:   Sir   Richard   Jebb   

  

  

  
  

Love,   the   unconquered   in   battle,   
Love,   you   who   descend   upon   riches,   
and   watch   the   night   through   
on   a   girl's   soft   cheek,     
you   roam   over   the   sea   
and   among   the   homes   
of   men   in   the   wilds.   
Neither   can   any   immortal   escape   you,   
nor   any   man   whose   life   lasts   for   a   day.   
He   who   has   known   you   is   driven   to   madness.   

 
 

You   seize   the   minds   of   just   men   
and   drag   them   to   injustice,   to   their   ruin.   
You   it   is   who   have   incited   this   conflict   
of   men   whose   flesh   and   blood   are   one.   
But   victory   belongs   to   radiant   Desire   
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swelling   from   the   eyes   
of   the   sweet-bedded   bride.   
Desire   sits   enthroned   in   power   beside   
the   mighty   laws.     
For   in   all   this   
divine   Aphrodite   
plays   her   irresistible   game.   
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 לכנה   בקכות    /     אוריפידס,    הבקכות    (שורות    64-167),   תרגום:   אהרון   שבתאי  
Go,   Bacchae    /   Euripides,    The   Bacchae    (lines   64-167),   translation:   T.   A.   Buckley   

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

From   the   land   of   Asia,   
having   left   sacred   Tmolus,   I   am   swift   
to   perform   for   Bromius   my   sweet   labor   
and   toil   easily   borne,   
celebrating   the   god   Bacchus.   

  
Go,   Bacchae,   Go,   Bacchae,   
Who   is   in   the   way?   Who   is   in   the   way?   
Let   him   get   out   of   the   way   indoors,   
Go,   Bacchae,   Go,   Bacchae,   

  
and   let   everyone   keep   his   mouth   pure,   
speaking   propitious   things.   
For   I   will   celebrate   Dionysus   with   hymns   according   to   
eternal   custom.   
Blessed   is   he   who,   
being   fortunate   and   knowing   the   rites   of   the   gods,     
keeps   his   life   pure   

  

 Botanic   Chorus    מקהלה   בוטנית  Theater   in   the   Rough   2021    16   מותך    20 תאטרון   בתזוזה 



  

  

  

  

  

  

and   has   his   soul   initiated   into   the   Bacchic   revels,     
dancing   in   inspired   frenzy     
over   the   mountains   
with   holy   purifications,   
and   who,   revering   the   mysteries   
of   great   mother   Kybele,     
brandishing   the   thyrsos,   
garlanded   with   ivy,   
serves   Dionysus.   

  
the   god   Bromius,   child   of   a   god,   
Bromius,   

  
flourish,   flourish   with   the   verdant   yew   
bearing   sweet   fruit,   
and   crown   yourself   in   honor   of   Bacchus   
with   branches   of   oak   or   pine.   
Adorn   your   garments   of   spotted   fawn-skin   with   
fleeces   of   white   sheep,   
and   sport   in   holy   games  
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with   insolent   thyrsoi.   
  At   once   all   the   earth   will   dance—     
whoever   leads   the   sacred   band   is   Bromius—   
to   the   mountain,   to   the   mountain,   

  
The   plain   flows   with   milk,   
it   flows   with   wine,   
it   flows   with   the   nectar   of   bees   
The   Bacchic   one,   raising   
the   flaming   torch   of   pine   on   his   thyrsos,   
like   the   smoke   of   Syrian   incense,   
darts   about,   
arousing   the   wanderers   with   his   racing   and   dancing,     
agitating   them   with   his   shouts,     
casting   his   rich   locks   into   the   air.  
And   among   the   Maenad   cries   
his   voice   rings   deep:   

  
“Go,   Bacchae,   Go,   Bacchae,   
Who   is   in   the   way?   Who   is   in   the   way?   
Let   him   get   out   of   the   way   indoors,   
Go,   Bacchae,   Go,   Bacchae,   
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with   the   luxury   of   Tmolus   that   flows   with   gold,   
sing   of   Dionysus,   
beneath   the   heavy   beat   of   drums,   
celebrating   in   delight   the   god   of   delight   

  
Ho,   Bacchae,   Ho   

  
with   Phrygian   shouts   and   cries,   
when   the   sweet-sounding   sacred   pipe   
sounds   a   sacred   playful   tune   suited   
to   the   wanderers,   to   the   mountain,   to   the   mountain!”   

  
And   the   Bacchante,   
rejoicing   like   a   foal   with   its   grazing   mother,   
rouses   her   swift   foot   in   a   gamboling   dance.   
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 היו   שלום    /     אייסכילוס,    נוטות   החסד    (שורות    938-1047),   תרגום:   אהרון   שבתאי  
Farewell    /   Aeschylus,    The   Eumenides    (lines   938-1047),   translation:   Herbert   Weir   Smyth   

  

  

  

  

  

  
  

  

  

Farewell,   farewell,   again,   I   repeat,   farewell,   
all   you   in   the   city,   
both   gods   and   mortals,   

  
cry   aloud   now   in   echo   to   our   song!   cry   aloud   

  
  

May   no   hurtful   wind   blow   to   harm   the   trees   
and   may   no   burning   heat,   stealing   the   buds   
from   plants,   
pass   the   border   of   its   proper   place;   
may   no   deadly   plague   draw   near   to   kill   the   
fruit;   
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