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.,.rs. laya Angelou 
620 Colus1. Avenue 
Berkeley, California 94707 
Dear ~lfaya: 

Bob and I thought you'd be 
interested ·n seeing the enclosed. 

'T'his was from a performance we rlid 
for a high school gifted program. 

Pope I get to see you soon. 

Cordi lly, 

~ 
Ditta 0liker 
DO/rf' 
Enc. 

135 NORTH GRANO A.VENUE. LOS ANGELES, CALIFORNIA 90012, TELEPHONE (213) 620·5781 



351 S. HUDSON AVENUE 

(213) 795-6981 
PASADENA, CALIFORNIA 91109 

February 14, 1974 

Mrs. Ditta Oliker 
Mark Taper Forum 
135 North Grand Avenue 
Los Angeles, California 90012 

Dear Ditta: 

I thought you might like some feedback on the comments made by those who attended 
AJAX. The teacher who accompanied the group said that it was one of the most de 
lightful productions of AJAX that she had ever viewed; she felt the translation 
and interpretation were excellent. In addition, she passed along some student 
comments: 

"Wow, that was quite a program; I never felt drowsy once even though 
I was up all night. 11 

11 
It was really exciting to ta 1 k to the people involved. It added 
dimension to the play. Wouldn't it be helpful if all of our lit 
erature could be followed up by such experiences?" 

"I liked this much better than the modern version of ANTIGONE. 
This seemed to merge modern language and feeling with the theme 
of the original classic." 

It would seem that your preview was a "real hit" with our students. Thanks so 
much for including us, and good luck with the MASTERPIECES program. 

Cordia..J. ly, 
/' \__ . /} . 

~::?.w I. Kearney 
Curriculum Specialist 
Gifted 

EIK:emh 
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DISTRICT SUPERINTENDENT 

CLARK L. COX, ED.D. 
ASSISTANT SUPERINTENDENT 
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~ebruary 25, 1974 

M.rs. Ditto. Oliker 
Special Programs Director 
Center Theater Group 
135 North Grand Avenue 
Los Angeles, California 90012 

Dear Hrs. Oliker: 

As previously indicated to you, I wish to send along to you the comr:ients 
of the students of South Hills High Sc?10ol (19 Advanced Senior English and 
specia.1 Advanced Drama students) in response to the production of Ajax at 
the Forum Laboratory on February 6, 1974. 

First, they all considered it a pr i v Ll.ege to be invited. They recognized 
the exceptional opportunity offered them and went with eagerness and high 
anticipation. Their anticipation was fully rewarded. 

Second, the experience was totalJ.y involving. They gave the following 
reasons: 

ao Because the audience was kept small and arranged 
in such intimate contact w it.h the dramatic situation, 
their attention was riveted to all facets of the 
drama. Three students r:ientioned that they were so 
intensely affected that they were hoping for a r.ior;ient 
of relief. All felt totally ab&io?bed and involved. At 

rthe end when they were a.c->ked to rise they felt compe TLe d 
to do so, forgetting they were an audience. 

b. The quality of the actin,r:; was superb. They believed that 
the actors were so convin.cingly involved themselves that 
they pulled the audience into the illusion irnmed:i_ately. 

c , The effect of the rnuai c e. backgrounds and the sound 
effects was to further ":mrround" them and draw them into the 
drama. 

Third, talking with the actors after the performance was the greatest 
moment in the total experience. As one student put it: we could break 
through the shell and get to the soul of it all. The meaning of the dr~~a, 
as it developed for each student, was cost assuredly enhanced by the exchange 
between t.he audience and the actors. The actors were real and war-rn pe op.Ie , 
a fact they found doubly compelling. (By the way, it never occured to my 
students to be surprised or curious about mixing "black and white 11 actors. 
They were too taken up with characterization and meaning to notice anything 

unusual.) 
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The only weakness in the Ang0lou version of the originc.1 material that 
they could discern was the handling of Teucer. They felt u::comfortable 
about him and what the actor had to do to project the characrer. 

This experience 1:1i th the Forum Laboratory \forkshop has h. r1 a remarkable 
impact on my students. Previously, only an interested few }- · -se really taken 
adv ant.age of the sponsored trips to professional theater pro. ic t i ons offered 
throughout the year. Now , the!} all want to explore further. 1.!e have dis 
covered that the majority of then have never seen a full-blo·.m musical, or 
opera or baLl e t , Nor have they ta .. ke n advantage of the small theater productions 
Ln Los Ange Le s or on the college campuses near us. Their eyes have been 
opened to the impact that living theater might have for them. And this, of 
course, is what you and your wonderful colleagues were up to all along. A 
most sincere thank you from the students and myself for giving so much to us. 

Sincerely, 

r:,uriel S. Robinson 
English Department 
South Hills High School 

cot- Janet Hc=trd, MGM Consultant -- 
Covina-Valley Unified SchocI District 

NSR/pjs 



' . 
:- '»j la 11u :daqaclli AJitf_ ,,ti)~ ar:-£ . 
f~ ~~~?)le. ~/uJ- WM ;il 11 

~ J.,, -u :;;lit._, ~fl},,µ · dotv· I tJ CU- ' 

J! !J~ ldfl- Jf;J /()Al t,l I" I 

1.- /~ 
tLOa1: { ~>~ ,) ~1 -r: (JI-ti, 'Jj ~w ruo/) ~ /JfftPJ /Nf_; tlr.o ;d;.,I J /t1.-£!6 ct-u r- ~ W; ik r: U,V, f !flkrv . 

7)J;; :NJ 1d iJ !f!M dt ~~ 
dvv il Jm,d, ~cut f!/l~ IL~I rd 













I I 
' ( 
I f 











a 
~h/;tl~ ~~£ ~ 









aJtlX 



l s. _, 
DESCRIPTION 

2 3 4 5 6 7 8 9 10 11 14 15 

.16 17 18 19 20 21 22 23 24 25 26 29 30 31 

CS·Ol 197 10·71 

I APPROVED BY 













I 

ii 
I 



I 

'\ 

I 

11 

I 

I [ 







I 
I I 

I 

I 

1 

11 



•;. , . .. .. ...... ; ~ ... - 

- -- - - .. ----~, 
it•' r 1.11.J ,. 1, r. ~ · 

AJAX 

Will sec me outraged too, forcibly dragged 
By the Greeks, .together with your boy, to lead a 
slave's life. 

And then some one of the lord class, 
With a lashing word, will make bis hateful comment: 
"There she is, Ajax' woman; 
He was the greatest man in the whole army. 
How enviable her life was then, and now how slavish!" 
Some speech in that style. And my ill fate 
'Will be driving me before it, but these words 
Will be a reproach to you and all your race. 
Ajax, revere your father; do not leave him 
In the misery of his old age-and your mother, 
Shareholder in many years, revere her too! 
She prays the gods for your safe return, how often! 
And last, dear lord, show pity to your child. 
Robbed 0£ his infant nurture, reft of you, 
To live his life out under the rule of guardians 
Not kind .nor kindred-what a wretchedness 
You by your death will deal to him and me! 
And I no longer have anywhere to look for help, 
If not to you. My country was destroyed 
Utterly by your spear, and another fate 
Brought down my mother and my father too, 
To dwell in death with Eades. Then what fatherland 
Shall I ever have but you? Or what prosperity? 
You are my only safety. 0 my lord, 
Remember even me. A man ought to remember 
If he has expertcnced any gentle thing. 
Kindness it is that brings forth kindness always. 

r 
But when a man forgets good done to him : 
And the recollection of it slips away, i 

'--J:Iow shall I any longer call him noble?, , _ j 

1""\n. f f~l:Ht f1:t~J e-tnJr hrt!rr \\·:ty ("rJ(frcJr- 
,\11 <"n:rrprl"' 1,·lrfd1 wl!l provc 10 mr old farlicr 
TJ1:1t the ~on of !1f5 lofns Is not by breed :i. weakling. 
tr·,. n conrcrnp:llJlc thing lo wane to live forever 
\\.'hen a man's !Jfc gives him no relief from trouble. 
What joy Is there in a long file of days, 
Edi;!ng you fonvard toward the goal of death, 
Then back again a little? I wouldn't give much for a 
man 

Wl10 warms himself with the comfort of vain hopes. 
Let a man nobly live or nobly die 
If he is a nobleman: I have said what I had to say. 
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Chorus 
Ajax, no one could ever call those words 
Spurious or alien to you. They are your own heart's 
speech. 

Pause, though, a moment; put aside these thoughts; 
And give your friends a chance to 'Win you over. 
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Tecmessa 

jkjax, my master, ~~ows no harQ.~g 
_han to_~~-~.LHl.<Unexcy_of GQ.mp_e)JJ_qg fortune. 

1 I, ·for example, was born of a free fath~ 
If any man in Pbrygia was lordly and prosperous, 
he was. 

Now I'm a slave: Such, it seems, was the gods' will, 
And the will of your strong hand. But since I've come 
To share your bed with you, my thoughts are loyal 
To you and yours. And I beg you 
In the holy name of Zeus who guards your hearth, 
fire, 

And by your bed, in which you have known peace 
with me, 

Don't give me up to bear the harsh speech 
Of your enemies and bow to it, their bondslave. 
For this is certain: the day you die 
And by your death desert me, that same day 

28 

490 

Chorus 
Ajax, I wish you could have pity in your heart 
As I do. For then you might approve her words. 

29 
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SOPHOCLES 
Ajax 

Well, she can certainly count on my approval 
If only she sets her mind to do as I bid her. 
Tecmessa 
Dearest Ajax, I '!ill be all obedience. 
Ajax 

Then bring me my child and let me see him. 
530 Tecmessa 

It was only because of my fears that I removed him. 
Ajax 

In all this terrible business? Or do I understand you? 
Tecmessa .. 
For fear the poor ,little one might come in your way 
and be killed. 

Ajax 

Yes, that would have been worthy of my evil genius. 

'0>; 
•' 

Tecmessa 
At all events I took care that it shouldn't happen. 
Ajax 

You did well and deserve credit for your foresight. 
Tecmessa 
Is there anything, then, you wanr me to do· for you? 
Ajax 

Yes. Let me speak to my boy and see his face. 
Tecmessa 
He's not far off. The servants are looking after him. 
Ajax 

Why doesn't he come at once, then? 
540 Tecmessa 

Eurysacesl Your father is caHing for you. 

.. (To one.'of the servants inside.) ' . 
'30 

AJAX 

You bring him! You have him by the hand. 
Ajax 

Is he coming? Doesn't he hear your words? 

(Enter, from the side door, a seruanr leading 
Eurysaces by the hand.) 

Tecmessa 
Here he is. See, the servant's bringing him. 
Ajax 

Lift him up, lift him to me. He won't be fdghtened, 
Even by seeing this fresh-butchered gore, 
Not if he really is my son. Break in 
The colt straight off to his father's rugged ways; 
Train him to have a nature i.ike his sire. 
My boy, have better luck than your father had, 550 
Be like him in all else; and you will not be base. 
You know, even now I somewpat envy you: 
You have no sense of all this misery. 
Not knowing anything's the sweetest life 
Ignorance is an evil free from pain- 
Till the time comes when you learn of joy and grief. 
And when you come to that, 
Then you must show your father's enemies 
What sort of a man you are, and what man's, son. 
Till then feed on light breezes, basking 
In the tenderness of your young life, giving your 
mother joy. 

For rest assured, the Greeks .will not offer you out- 
rage 560 

Or hatefully insult you, even when we are parted. 
I leave you a strong warden at the door, 
Teucer. He will protect and rear you up 
And stint you nothing, even though now he's far 
away, 

Gone on a distant raid in enemy country. 
+-You, men at arms and seafarers, my followers, 
I enjoin this act o~ kindness on you all: 

3I 
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~ You're growinc- tedious. Do.n't you know by now 
P: That I owe th~ gods no servj_ce any more? 

'--·----- 

.. 
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I 
···. 

Pass on my comrn-md to Teuccr; bid him take 
My boy here torny home, present him 
To Tel:imon and my mother, Eriboea, 
And let him tend and nourish their old age 
With constancy; till at the last they find 
Their dark apartments with the god below. 
As for my arms·~ . 
I say no arbiter .. of the Greeks shail set them 
As a prize of cotnpetition:.for the army; 
Certainly my destroyer shall not. Rather 
You, my boy, take from me this great weapon 
From which you have your name, Eurysaces; 
Hold and direct it by its .stalwarr strap, 
This sevenfoJd-oxhidc-tbiGk unbrcachab1e shield. 

AJAX 

Tecmessa 
What impious words! 

570 Ajax 
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Reprove those who hear you .• 
Tecmessa 
And will you not relent? 

Ajax 

You've said too much already. 
Tecmessa 
My lord, it is my fear that speaks! 

The rest of my arrnor sh~ll be buried with me. 
But there's enough. Come, take the child quickly; 
Close up the house. And let there be no wailing 
Here out of doors. Lord, what a plaintive creature 
Womankind is! ·(He goes inside.) Make fast, and 
hurry! 

Ajax (to the servants) 
Shut the doors at once! 

580 
Tecmessa 
In the gods' name, soften! 

No good physici~i:i cuavers incantations 
When the malady he's trE!atir.;g needs the knife. 

Ajax 

You have a foolfsh thought 
' I 
. ~ . If you think at this late date to school my nature. 

(The doors are shut; Tecmessa remains quietly 
crouching or kneeling beside them. A servant 

stands behind her, holding Eurysaces 
by the hand.) 

Chorus 
I'm terrified by your eagei urgency, 
And take no comfort in your whetted tongue. 

Tecmessa ., .. 
Ajax, my lord, what is vour mind bent upon? 

•: 
·~ I 

Chorus 
Ajax 

STROPHE 

0 splendid Salamis, my heart recalls, 
Blest island, where you lie 
At peace in the surf's pounding, 
Radiant in all men's sight and prized forever. 
But Time has grown old since I 
Have kept this wretched bivouac under Ida, 
Losing count of the months' lapse, 
Feeling the slow abrasion; 
And dark is my._ thought's forecast: 

33 

Don't probe and questionr!t becomes you to submit, 
Tecmessa . 
How my heart faiters'. Ajax, by your child 
And by the gods r beg you,' don't be our betrayer! 

590 
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SOPHOCLES 

And cast me forth, a prize for birds and dogs. 830 
Grant me, 0 Zeus, this one thing. And do you, 
Hennes, Conductor to the Nether World, 
Waft me with one swift unconvulsive leap 
Upon this piercing blade. And you, Dread Furies 
You who are ever maidens and do watch 
Above all fates and sufferings of men- 
Come with long strides, my helpers; mark my end, 
How Atreus' sons have brought me to my ruin, 

· And sweep upon them for their ruin too. 
They see me falling now by my own hand; 840 · 
So too by loved and kindred hand may they! 
Go, swift and punishing Erinyes, 
Taste the whole army's blood, and spare them 
nothing. 

And you that drive your chariot up the steep 
Of Heaven, Lord Helios-when you next shall see 
My own dear country, check your golden reins, 
And bring the tale of my distressful death 
To my old father and to her that nursed me. 
Poor mother! When she hears this wretched word, 850 
How her grief's note will quaver through the town! 
But I must leave this idle vein of weeping 
And set about my business with some speed. 
Strong God of Death, attend me now and come. 
And yet I shall converse with you hereafter 
And know you in the world below. But you, 
Sweet gleam of daylight now before my eyes, 
And Sun-God, splendid charioteer, I greet you 
For this last time and never any more. 
0 radiance, 0 my home and hallowed ground 
Of Salamis, and my father's hearth, farewell! 
And glorious Athens, and my peers and kin 
Nurtured with me, and here all springs and streams, 
My nurses, you that wet the plains of Troy, 
Farewell! This last word Ajax gives to you; 
The rest he keeps, to speak among the dead. 

860 
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Second Semichoros 
Only us, your shipmates. 

First Semichoros 
What luck? 

AJ 

(He falls on the swo 
the bushes. Enter, 

of the two d 

First Semichoros 
Toil breeds toil upon toil, 
Where, where have I not sear 
No place knows that I share · 
Listen! What noise was that? 

(Enter, from the other 

Second Semichorus 
From the ships to westwar 
ground. 

First Sernich.oru.s 
And discovered .•• ? 

Second Semichorus 
Labor enough; no trace of hi 

F irst: Semichorus 
Nor yet on -the path to eastw: 
No sign of him at all. 

(The two halv 

I 

' --· -·---- ---·-------- - _ .. 

Chorus 
What struggling fisherman 
Of those that seek their haul 
With labor in the hours of sl 
What nymph of mountain si 
Or seaward-rolling river 
Might see the grim man 
wandering somewhere and 
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SOPHOCLES 

can't say. But if Ajax 
! is not much hope for him. 

I tremble in suspense 
g, 

ccrions that Ajax 
c cover of his tent 
to out alone. 

Aud why does he say this? 

·\r.<l he apprehends 
vfll be his ruin. 

) was the man that told film. 
800 

He warned us to be on our 

rim either life or death. 

tween me and my doom! 
nd bring Teucer quickly; 
ie group search the eastward 
beridingn of the shore, 

> path. I can see now 
iled of his intent 
indness which I knew. 
u shall I do? Not stay, 
s far as my strength supports 

810 
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AJAX r 

f: ·: 
Come, let's be at the work! No time to linger, l .. 
If we aim to save a man that's bent on death. , , 

! 

Chorus 
I am ready. More than my words shall show it. 
You'll find me swift of foot and prompt in action. 

; . 
' 

(Tecmessa leaves Eurysaces with the attendants and 
9oes hurriedly out. Meanwhile, the Chorus-divides 

into two equal semichoruses and exits through 
the side entrances.) 

SCENE: An empty place by the seashore. No scenery 
need be indicated except some bushes, behind 
which Ajax' body will fall. His preparations, 
though, should be largely visible to the audi 
ence. Enter Ajax. 

Aja."C (carefully fixes the sword in place, tamps down 
the ground, and feels the edge of the blade) ; . ~ ~. 

He's firm in the ground, my Slayer. And bis cut 
(If I have time even for this reflection) 
Should now .be deadliest. For, first, the sword 
Was Hector's gift, a token of guest-friendship, 
And he of all guest-friends my bitterest foe; 
Here, too, it stands, lodged in this hostile ground 
Of Troy, its edge made new with iron-devouring 

stone. -, 
And, last, I've propped it, so, with careful handling, 
To help me soon and kindly to my death. 
This preparation I have made. And now, 
Making my invocation, as is right, 
I call first, Zeus, on you. Grant me a little thing: 
Rouse up some messenger for me, to bear 
The news of my disaster first to Teucer, 
So that be first may gently lift me up 
When I have fallen on this reeking sword. 
I would not have some enemy spy me out 
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SOPHOCLES AJAX 

730 

7IO Most men have found friendship a treacherous harbor. 
Enough: this will be wc11. 

You, my wife, go in 
And fervently and continually pray the gods 
To grant fulfilment of my soul's desire. 
And you, my friends, heed my instructions too, 
And when he comes, deliver this to Teucer: 
Let him take care for me and thought for you. 
Now I am going where my way must go; 
Do as I bid you, and you yet may hear 
That I, though wretched now, have found my safety. 

690 

Ajax forgets his !)ain, 
And now, with holy rite and due observance, 
Once more knows reverent thoughts. 
Great Time makes all thing; dim, 
And nothing seems beyond the verge of speech, 
Since Ajax has resolved 

(Amazingl) his heart's fierceness and his stem 
Strife with the sons of Atreus. 

720 

.. 'Ai.i.•"' 

(Enter a Messenger.) 

(Ajax goes out through the wing; Tecmessa 
and Eurysaces go into the tent.) 

Messenger 
Friends, I would deliver this news first to you: 
Teucer has just come back from rugged Mysia. 
No sooner did be reach headquarters than 
The whole Greek army gathered to abuse him. 
They'd seen him coming quite a long way off 
And, when he arrived, stood around him in a circle, 
Jabbing at him with jeers from every side. 
Called him the brother of a lunatic 
And traitor to the army; threatened him 
With stoning to a torn and bloody death. 
So far they went that eager fingers then 
Had plucked forth swords from scabbards, but the 
thing, 

Just as it hurried toward its uttermost, 
Grew quiet at the elders' peaceful words. 
But where is Ajax? I must speak my charge, 
LTJd cannot do it but to my lord himself. 

Chorus 
STROPHE 

I shudder and thrill with joy, 
I leap and take wings-Lord Pan! 
Come to me over the sea 
From your huge, snow-buffeted mountain, 
From the long, harsh ridge of Cyllene. 
I would dance, I am bent upon dancing! 
Teach me (you are the gods' teacher 
And yourself you need no teacher) 
Wild, high, excited dances, Mysian, Cnosian 
I would dance, I am bent upon dancing! · 
And over the open sea 

700 

Come to me in the clear light, 
Apollo, Lord of Delos- 
Be with me in kindness always. Chorus 

He is not here. He went away just now; 
His heart is changed, and bends to bear the yoke 
Of a changed purpose. 

ANTISTROPHE 

The harsh god has taken 
His siege of grief from our eyes. 
(I exult with love and with joy!) Messenger 
Once again, Zeus, 
King of the bright air, your perfect daylight 

May God help him then! 
Perhaps the map that 'sent me was too slow 
In sending, or I lingered on the way. 

37 

May bathe our skimming scacraf'r in its whiteness, 
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Teuccr declared the man sliould not go out, 
But stay indoors, t1ll he himself arrives, 

Chorus 

He has gone out, though-seeking his truest good. 
He wants to be relieved of the gods' anger, 

:Messenger 

A very foolish and misguided thought, 
If CaJchas can foresee events at allJ 

Chorus 

What are you saying? What can you know of it? 

Messenger 

This much I know-I happened to be near: 
For Calchas rose and left the kingly circle 
And came to speak with Teucer privately 
Without the Atridae; gently he placed his hand 
In Teucer's own, and urged and pled with him 
To use all shifts to keep his brother .safe 
Under his tent-roof, and confine him there 
Throughout the length of this now present day, 
If ever he wished to see him alive again. 
Only for this one day, the prophet said, 
Will the Goddess Athena vex him with her anger. 
"Wherever men forget their mere man's nature, 
Tliinking a thought too high, they have no use 
Of their huge bulk and boldness, but they fall 
On most untoward disasters sent by Heaven. 
Ajax, even when he first set out from home, 
Proved himself foolish, when his father gave him 
His good advice at parting. 'Child,' he said, 
'Resolve to win, but always with God's help.' 

38 
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But Ajax ~nswercd with a senseless boast: . 
'Father, with God's help even a worthless man i 
Could triumph. I propose, without that help, / 
To win my prize of fame.' In such a spirit -' 
He boasted. And when once Athena stood 
Beside him in the fight, urging him on 
To strike the enemy with his deadly hand, 
He answered then, that second time, wirh words 
To shudder at, not sp2ak: 'Goddess,' he said, 
'Go stand beside the other Greeks; help them. 
For whe:-e I bide, no enemy will break through.' 
These were the graceless words which won for him 
The goddess' wrath; they kept no human rneasurs, 
But :if he lives this day out, then perhaps, 
With God's help, we may be his saviors still." 
This was the seer's message. Teucer rcse 
At once and sent me off, bearing you these 
Instructions, with strict charge to keep them. But 
If Ajax has dcp1ived me of my hope, 
His life is done. Else Calchas has no art. 
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Chorus 

Tecmessa, I think you were born for every misery. 
Come and attend to this man's fearful story. 

(As thouq): to himself.) 
The :razor grazes near, and I feel no comfort. 

(Enter Tecmessa, carrying Eurysaces.) 
Tecmessa 
I have only just found respite from that other 
Siege of calamities. What new alarm is this? 
Chorus 
Listen to the message this man has brought. 
It concerns Ajax, and it sounds grim. 
Tecmessa 

Alas, what is your message? Not that we're ruined? 
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