Now Iphigenia, now!

(Other possible titles: the greatest of all battles must soon take place indoors)

Iphigenia, in her white robe, stands meditative at the center of the stage. Soon Agamemnon enters the stage dressed in a khaki mantle girdled by his sword. He looks astonished, as if he has been pressed to wake up earlier than expected. He stands unseen by Iphigenia, and overhears.

IPHIGENIA –(She talks all alone, ecstatic, contemplative) Now, Iphigenia, now. (Pause, she repeats) Now, Iphigenia, now. (She fixes her look far in the distance). It’s now or never, Iphigenia, now. Women, mothers, queens of the earth, now, the great hour is now.

AGAMEMNON- What is the matter with you,my daughter? What is tormenting you? (They look at each other silent, for some time). Why did you wake me up that early? Have you got something to tell me?

IPHIG – Well said,father. You got it right. I’ve got something to tell you. (She turns around talking all by herself). Now, Iphigenia, now.

AGAM – Well, tell me then. I am listening.

IPHIG -  (Looks at him) Now, Iphigenia, now.

AGAM- (talks by himself while staring at her). Unfortunate girl, her brains are torn apart. A little while before the sacrifice. The winds started to blow. Is it the sign that Iphigenia has made up her mind for the sacrifice? Is it so my child? Resolved?

IPHIG- (looking in the distance) Now, Iphigenia, now.

AGAM- Yes, now,my child. The time has come. When the sun has risen up enough. Is that what you mean when you say- Now, Iphigenia, now.

IPHIG- (comes to herself, communicates). Yes, general.

AGAM- How glad I am, my child.

IPHIG- About what?

AGAM- You are responding, you communicate with me. A while ago, I thought you had…

IPHIG- gone mad?

AGAM- because of the agony, I meant to say. Because of the fear of death, your brains might have been torn, your mind broken. But thank the Gods, all right again. Isn’t it so, my daughter? Do I understand you? Am I seeing within your soul? I am a heart reader, myself. Look at the sea. The blow of the winds is swelling our sails. This is the sign that the Gods have seen through your decision and they are helping you to bring it to an end, making the winds propitious for our sailing. I, myself, I communicate with the Gods. I can feel their dispositions. Is that so,daughter?

IPHIG- Yes, general. You understand everything right, everything that resides in your mind, but only that.

AGAM- Why don’t you call me father? You have never called me general so far, neither have I asked you to.

IPHIG- Are you a father?

AGAM- Am I not your father? Are you not my child?

IPHIG- I am my mother’s child.This I can feel. You are now the general. The commander in chief of this awful campaign, of this dreadful war. I  talk to the general and I only listen to him.

AGAM- Thank you my child. Your sacrifice for the honour of the country will give us the propitious will of the gods. The gods will be with us, we will win. The tents of the war chiefs, of the kings are close by . I am going to tell them the good news.

IPHIG- Tell them to come here, general. I will tell them the good news myself. I want them to understand what kind of sacrifice I am about to do today and why. I am about to offer it. I want to engrave deep in their hearts and minds the meaning of my sacrifice. Go. I am waiting for you.

(Agamemnon goes out, stepping down from the front part of the stage to the main hall. Iphigenia puts down in a circle a wire at the left part of the stage, where the men will stand. She ties it, allowing a part of the wire, about two meters long, and puts down the end of it by the trunk of a tree or pole. She stands still, her glance fixed in the distance.

Agamemnon persuades some men from the audience to follow him up the stage. He dresses them up in ancient Greek robes with the sword by the waste. Agamemnon goes up to stage first, and the six war chiefs follow. They stand at the left end of the stage. Surely, all this was agreed upon and prepared before the performance. Iphigenia looks at them from the distance and then says)

IPHIG-  Now, Iphigenia,now.

AGAM – (Talks to the generals in private) – Don’t be disturbed , don’t get upset. The agony of the imminent death put her out of her mind. It is only a short delirium, perhaps an ecstasy, a sacred mania that the Gods have sent her in order to find the courage for the sacrifice. She has made up her mind, she told me so. And she asked me to invite you here, so that she herself can announce her decision and explain to us the meaning of her sacrifice. This is why I disturbed your morning sleep and I beg you to forgive me. I even forced some of you out of the loving arms of your wives, ha! Ha! Please forgive me but I had to. Iphigenia asked for it. I could not refuse. The last favor before…

IPHIG- Another favor general. I wish that whatever I have to say, whatever I have to do must be  heard and seen by your wives, my mother and the mothers of your children. I am going to bring them here.

(She walks decisively, stepping down from the stage to the main hall. She speaks quietly and she manages to persuade 6 women to climb up to the stage. She dresses them in a white ancient Greek robe. She arrives at the stage first and the other six women follow her. They stand at the other end of the stage. Iphigenia moves at the center of the stage, stands still for a while, looks at the women straight into their eyes for quite some time. She then, turns her body, looks at the men straight into their eyes, again standing still for some time. She then talks, ecstatically, as before). Now, Iphigenia, now. The great moment has come.

AGAM-(Anxious but in the mean time reassuring towards Iphigenia). – yes, my daughter, the time has come. The sun is rising. The big day is here (silence). Are you thinking of telling us your decisions? Is it not this why you invited the war chiefs and their wives? Soon the priest of God will arrive for the sacrifice.

IPHIG-Yes  general. But I hesitate a little, because I am afraid that what I am about to say might frighten you!

AGAM – We won’t be frightened. We are all brave warriors, don’t forget that.

IPHIG- I do not forget it. On contrary, this is what pushes me to say what I am about to say, do what I am about to do. And first of all, from you general…

AGAM- I am your father…

IPHIG – because you say so, I want you to give me your sword.

AGAM – My sword? A general never gives his sword to another person.

IPHIG – Yes, the general does not, but the father? I ask it from the father, not from the general.

AGAM- (surrendering a little) – Why do you ask for it?

IPHIG – With this sword I will change my destiny. The general, the priest, your army will not slaughter me. I will slaughter myself all alone.  I will sacrifice Iphigenia, in order for me to live eternally free and not a life-long slave.

AGAM- Odd talking. What could you possibly mean? Is it perhaps the sacred mania that forces you to speak like that? Are your brains torn apart?

IPHIG- Yes, they are torn apart and as they open up, a truth springs from within, with a force that I have never known before, that uplifts me high, very high. And from up there I can inspect the past and the future. My past and my future, but also that of the whole of the human kind. And I will attempt to change it. Now, Iphigenia, now (speaking at Agamemnon) Give me your sword.

AGAM- (hesitating) – I am scared…

IPHIG - You the brave warrior?

AGAM – (taking out his sword) – Take it.

IPHIG- (Takes the sword with her left hand and walks to put it down before the queens. Then approaches one of the six men). And you Achilles, pass me yours.

AGAM- A war chief  never gives his sword to another person.

IPHIG- The war chief, no. But what about the lover? The fiancé? Are you hesitating Achilles? Are you wondering why I want it? I will tell you. At the moment of the sacrifice,i mean to say, that at the moment when I will be sacrificing Iphigenia, you might be very shocked. You might rush at me in order to stop me. The other war chiefs might be shocked, and rush at me and engage in a fight. It is very dangerous for you, great kings and war chiefs as you are, dangerous and unsuitable.

I am coming next to you Achilles, I embrace you. Let me remove your sword (she does it. She throws it at the direction of the standing women). And you Ulysses.(she embraces him, takes his sword and throws it as she did before). And you Patroclus (the same). And you Nestor (the same). And you Aias (the same). And you Philoktites (the same). Nice thank you. (she moves towards the women). You, woman, take each one sword. (she gives to each of them a sword). You mother, Clytemnestra, take the sword of Agamemnon. I keep the sword of Achilles.

AGAM- (with anger and fear) Not to her.

IPHIG –  Are you afraid?  You, the brave war chief? The first of all generals:

AGAM – I am not afraid. But there is the omen. It says that it is my destiny to perish  by her sword. That’s why…

IPHIG – Not now. Calm down. This will take place in the future. If you cannot avoid it.

AGAM – Can’t I? Why?

IPHIG – Because it is your destiny, it is in the lottery of your life.

AGAM – And who determines my destiny? Am I not the one who determines it?

IPHIG- Your ego and your destiny go hand in hand. You are your destiny. How can you determine it then?

AGAM- isn’t it perhaps that my destiny is arranged according to the will of certain Gods? Are they maybe the ones that determine our fate?

IPHIG - If you believe in them. Do you believe in the God of war? It is because of him that you will die.

AGAM- And  I can’t do anything?

IPHIG- You can.

AGAM – What?

IPHIG – Kill your destiny. Sacrifice it. As I myself sacrifice my own this very moment.

AGAM- Odd talking. Sacrifice my destiny, as you sacrifice yours? What do all these mean?

IPHIG- It is now time for you and for all the others to know. I have promised you to make you deeply understand the meaning of my sacrifice. And first of all, I will show you what kind of sacrifice this really is.

I only need one move from you. One symbolic move. Lift this wire rope that lies by your feet, high enough to reach your waist. I will help you. (She helps them). All  of you inside the circle. You too, general.

AGAM- I do not enter.

IPHIG – Do you love your bad destiny? (She talks to the others) Hold it there by your waist. (Iphigenia, moves on, she grasps the end of the rope , pulls it and presses the men forming a tight ringer. She ties the end of the rope at the post, at the same height). Is it too tight? I will loosen it  a little.

(She performs. Then she takes in her hand a club that she had previousluy placed  behind the post. She lifts it high).

Do you see the red base of my club? It is there that the energy of thunder is locked.  By the moment I will touch with it the wire rope, it will take the energy of the lightning, and if anyone touches it he will be burned down at stake. Pay attention, then, quietly.So that you can hear me.

Now, the sacrifice begins. Only now you will understand the meaning of my sacrifice. There is someone among you six, who moves. He does not wish to listen. Perhaps, he tries to find a way to escape. I can see you, you shrewd fox.

  Ulysses, stay right where you are in order to listen,and change your fate, if you can. You have thought to bend, slip between the legs of the others and get out of the ringer, when I was not paying attention. Your effort is vain, so are your tricks. Even if you got out of the ring alive, here is your Penelope, with your sword in her hands.

She is not Penelope as you knew her. The patient weaver, the uncomplaining wife, the bowing slave, the powerless mother of your children that you let down in order to join  in martial robberies. You fortune-seeker, thief, I know you well. I know all of you well. I saw your being, during a dinner as guests, at the general’s palace.

Sit right where you are in order to listen. And change your fate if you can. Do you know your destiny or have you never wished to look at it? You vulgar, male fox, you treacherous jackal, you live by the blood of the killed by your troops. You set up baits and then you attack the flesh. 

Slaves work in your fields, and slaves look after your herds of sheep and cattle. You have slaves in your palaces, in the mills and in the workshops. In your bed, you rape any

woman that you desire. Female bodies, female figures, that is what you are looking at and then you make your choice. There is no respect in your heart for the female soul, for the feelings of women, their dignity, and their own beingness. No respect for your wife and queen. Pieces of flesh for your own lust. This is what women mean to you.. I am talking to you, for the others to listen too. Same race, same deformation of humanity.

In your predatory wars, you never forget to drag away,besides the loot from your thefts, any woman that impresses you and turn her into a slave, transform her in to a living flesh for pleasure, and degrade yourself to the state of the lecherous pig that resides in you.

     If you won’t listen, if you won’t feel all that I am saying, if you will escape from the truth of your self that I am revealing to you, are you aware of your fate? You will be wandering like a shipwreck vomited by life, you will be wearing out in desert islands and in the wilderness, you will live in solitude or under a piggish state of coexistence with a certain Kirki.

    It is here and now, Ulysses, that you will choose your fate. Will you sacrifice your arrogant male ego, the foxy murderer and warrior, the fortune-hunting soldier. the arriviste of doom? This is what you are. This is what your male centered system, your patriarchal brutality has made of you, ever since you destroyed by the force of arms, the beautiful and simple life of the human race, when the mothers were in charge of the communities and took care that the new generation would not miss the neseccary affection and love. And the entire community had  respect for the little girl, the adolescent, the lover, the wife, the mother. The mother, the soul of the community, the mother, the earth, the goddess of the earth. 

   Where has your patriarchy led us? Here I am, ready to be slaughtered, as a victim to your martial gods,  for the  winds to blow, and your battleships to sail towards the other side. All stuck with herds of sleeping, bully animals, armed men killing machines,  the way you have made your men, your own children, in your system.

    You have sent for me with a lie. To come to Avlis, in the army camp, so that Achilles who loves me would become engaged to me. Meaning hat? Sleep with me, impregnate me and then let me down and live for the war? What about my feelings? My love? My passion? He would pass his nights together with women captivated in his piratical invasions at the coasts of Troy, turn them into slaves, pieces of flesh for his vulgar pleasure and  I would end up in decay and depression, in weeping and  pain?

It is that Iphigenia that I am about to sacrifice here and now. End of story.

I am not as you have made me to be. I am not the picture that you have of me in your vulgar, barbaric, inhuman mind of yours. I am not your animal for slaughter.

AGAM- Iphigenia this is disgrace. You are insulting the sanctities. You are insulting the most holy image that we have of you. Look at your bust. A great artist, Doxilaos has made it. This bust will remain forever in history and in eternity. The example of obedience, devotion, sacrifice for the country. Your statue has been placed between the statues of godfather and God Mars. Look at them and feel the proper awe.

IPHIG – Is it so then? You  have made a statue of me before you kill me? You have written my destiny, without asking me. The adorable Iphigenia, the example  of the virgin who is sacrificed by the warchiefs-kings,so that no woman could ever dare to resist your slaughters. Have you placed me next to the gods, equal to them, equal in divinity, because I accepted the slaughter of my humanity, of my beingness?

Hear me well, now. It is this Iphigenia that I will  sacrifice here and now. I am not your Iphigenia. I am I.

(She hits  her bust with her club and she pushes and brings it down.

 And I don’t need your gods for me to take a place next to them, after you have slaughtered me. I am here now and forever me. Life.The concsiousness of my beingness, life eternal, now, before and forever,beyond time and space. Me,the truth, Me ,the divinity,Gods and Godesses. Me, he universal consciousness in me.

 B

.

(She hits the busts of Zeus and Mars and brings them down.

AGAM- Sacrilege. The wrath of gods will fall upon us. Our campaign will turn into a tragedy, horror. ( He falls in ecstasy, as if he sees the future ). We will be fighting for years butchery battles, body against body, pikestaff against pikestaff, sword against sword. Dead, wounded, illnesses, hunger, cold, death in the snow, in the mud of the winter, in the heat of blazing summer. Horror….Horror….

IPHIG- Your mind ha been torn general, and you can see the future. You can see clearly. But you can’t see any deeper, right into the hard program that has been recorded in your mind, in everyone of you. You are incapable of seeing through, look at your reactions, ready for manifestation, for action. War! Campaign! Hit! Snatch! Depredation! Conquest! Revenge! With the arms for the victory! Gold! Loot! Fields! Slaves! Women!

    This is the program recorded  in your brains,since a long time ago, and you follow it blindly,as soon as a cause appears in te surface of your mind.

    You cannot see deep inside your mind, and so  you are unable to see far away in the future. These ten years of suffering and death that you can see  coming in front of you, in this dirty war of Troy, that you are about to begin and the other ten years of suffering and pain that will  follow, until you return to your home countries; those of you who will manage to return home, will be pitiable remains of the great army, a few, isolated, old aged, tired sheep from the big herd of stupid murderers, such as you turn into the male population of your kingdoms that you turn your people to be, every time your mind is stimulate to the program-war!

     These years are nothing, they are only a moment, time, an hour in the thousands of years that will be following. Years filled with the unimaginable brutalities, genocides, barbaric massacres and holocaust that you will be executing under the stupid drive that will mechanically appear in your brain disguised by the pretext of certain disagreements over power, conquest of lands for loot, for money, for one or many women, for whatever you feel can certify your predominance over your own neighbors, your eternal rivals.

     This is after all the content of your mind, this is your program. What a poor and cheap content. What a stupid, cruel limitation. This is the plight in which you have brought the human race the human race! The blossom of conscious life, the most beautiful flower that  born on earth, with the help of thigher powers of the creative principle. How insensitive you turned our generation to be, the most sensitive manifestation of the Cosmic Conscience, which is the essence of Life, which in turn is Love, Joy, Care and Birth. You vulgar wild beasts, bully jackals, Generals! Commanders in chief!  Kings! Tyrants! The curse of mankind!

AGAM- What I heard is enough. Shut your mouth. Not another word. I want to think.

IPHIG- Have you heard?

AGAM- I have my ears wide open.

IPHIG- But your heart is closed. All  I said was not for your ears. They are words  for your heart. But it is stoned. You have ears for not listening and a heart for not feeling.

AGAM- I said I heard . Stop.

IPHIG- If you had heard, you wouldn’t say- I heard! But we heard. But your mind still works according to the old program. You are the general, the commander in chief, the greatest king of all, the one who stands higher than everyone else.  You didn’t feel that you are nothing more than those  standing beside you. All  war chiefs of the earth  programmed for massive murders and robberies that you  name them holy war and  disguise them with words impressing  your sleeping, hypnotized herds of soldiers. For the country’s honor, for the honor of the gods, for liberation, for conquest, for the sanctities, for the sacred vengeance, because a certain war chief has stolen from another a woman, some more loot, for an injustice in the sharing of the robbery, some piece of land, some sort of authority that you wished for your self.

   You heard but you didn’t understand what all these mean for us, the women. You felt nothing.

AGAM- A while ago I commanded you not to say another word. Why didn’t you obey? Now, I shall speak.

IPHIG- Not yet. Not before you hear my last word. What all this means to us, womanhood.

AGAM- My patience has run out. Now,  anger is about to take over. I only need to shout. Guards! Help! And they will run over,  swords in hands. You will die instantly, you and all the others. I don’t want you to die dishonestly. Another role is written for you by the gods. You have another destiny. We wish to hear no more from you.

IPHIG- All right then! I will whisper to  your ear only two words. Nobody else will hear .Come close to me (Agamemnon  approaches and stretches his ear. Moving very fast, Iphigenia takes out off her robe a roll of tape , attaches the one end on his mouth and  rolls it fast around his mouth two or three times. Agamenon tries hard to remove the tape).

IPHIG- Stop. This won't unglue by no means only by a scissor. I will cut it off, myself, after you have heard me. Stay still and careful. Try to listen with your heart  not with your ears. (Agamemnon looks agitated with difficulty in breathing). No panic, general. It’s a shame. Your nose is free. Breathe normally, through your nose, without agitation. I don’t want you to get paniced and die . You will not make me responsible for your death.

(Agamemnon turns towards his generals and makes gestures to call the guards for help. Iphigenia turns her body, lifts her club up and approaches the wire rope. Stop. Nobody moves. They got the message. Iphigenia turns once again to the front ).

PART TWO

IPHIG- Now pay attention. Hear me and if you can, comprehend with your heart, with your humanity, with all the sensitivity still remaining within you. If you listen in this way, if you do understand, then the miracle may happen. The thousands of years of war, of suffering brought upon the peoples of the earth by the wild beasts of authority, no matter what is the robe they wear, kings, war chiefs, generals, tyrants, dictators, democrats, priests and high priests,all these will come to en end. And the thousands of years of war and suffering that are yet to come, again because of the same authoritarian males, the maniacs for glory, power, predominance, wealth, possession, exploitation of all kinds of oppressed, hypnotized groups of bragging cowards wild beasts, these future horrible holocausts will never take place. Everything will change in a moment. Now, and here. (Talking to Agamemnon). Do you now understand, general, what was in my mind, when I was saying- Now Iphigenia, now. Now, Iphigenia, now. You thought I got crazy. You told me – My child, is it perhaps the agony of death that has led you out of your mind?

 - I understand you my daughter. I am a heart reader myself. Look at the winds, they get favorable for our ships, for the start of our campaign. The gods have felt your decision to offer your life as a sacrifice for our country and they are sending us their favor. I communicate with the gods. I can feel their dispositions. You? A heart reader and a god reader? You, who have nothing else in my mind but to finish with my sacrifice and push your troops of the wild beasts to the massacre. You have nothing else in your sick fantasies, in your dehumanized consciousness, but images of glory, dominion, grandeur, pleasures, satisfactions of food and women.

    You, a heart reader and a god reader, you the arrogant nothing, the murderous human, an abortive form of the teratogenic product of the human race? You, a father? -call me father my daughter, not general. You, a father?

You, the murderer of your children, of all the new generation, that you are about to kill in the dirty war of Troy?

This is the fate that I want to change. And that is why I sacrificed all the glory that you, soldiers and priests had prepared for me, following my sacrifice. Here and now, I changed my fate and meet my higher destiny. And I will change the fate of women, here, now.

Women I offer you now the eternity of freedom, of dignity, of love instead of the thousands of years of slavery and humiliation, of pain and death that is programmed as in your fate by the militarist patriarchy. Here and now.

     All is risked in this very moment, this very hour. (Talking to Agamemnon) If you and the other war chiefs here listen to me, everything will change. I offer you the eternity of freedom at this moment. Will you listen to me?

KLYTEMNISTRA- Now I shall speak,mother Klytemnistra.

      What does your warlike soul means for the women, as it now,after these hudrends of years of your patriarchal male-minded dominion?  

     Young girls, full of love for life, we are all longing to take and give the manifestations of our love to our people. But we cannot find them anywhere. Abandoned in the ladies with some nanny, we swallow   the grief of the absence of  parental love. Our fathers? Recruited for a certain war, for a certain campaign. For months, years, decades. They don’t even care for their children. Sometimes they even ignore their existence. They impregnated they wives and left to go to war. Soldiers don’t live, they cannot, they must not live in love and for the love of their children. They live by the lives of those they kill in the battlefields, or catch them as slaves and pass them over to their chiefs, in order to

work in their fields, in their war workshops or industries. Your warriors have been deformed into vampires, no more humans. You want them to be a reflection of yourselves, and try hard to look just like you. You have emptied their consciousness from any trace of human dignity.

Even in times of peace, we never come to see our fathers. They are always outdoors, in a certain chamber of deputies, in a certain meeting, at a certain temple. Those who are commoners work all day to produce something to sell for a little money, to buy something to eat for their families. During the evenings, the wealthy ones, in their feasts and wine-drinking contests end up in orgies of pleasure with prostitutes, who are the saddest byproduct of the female nature, brought forth by your male-governed authority. The poorer ones go to the port-cafes, to drink cheap wine and engage in wrangles over politics, where again your names, those of the authoritative beasts, have the central place. The names of those who, in times of peace or war fight each other over the winning of authority, either through votes or the swords.

    The years go by, and we become virgins, young ladies, women, with our body and all of our essence longing for marriage and birth, the fruition of life and love. And then, you arrange our marriage to one of your soldiers, and after they have stayed a while with us, you take them away once again in your system, at war, at work, at the hunting of heads, fields or money. And throughout this hunting, most of them lose their life.

    Again we remain all alone, swallowing our grief caused by the loss or the absence of our husbands. And we become the victims and the prey of every lustful, who by his force or our weakness, he streches upon us a filthy and disgracing hand, robbing us our humanity, our dignity, every trace of sensitivity. Once again heavy is the burdern of slavery, of the pain and sorrow in our lives.  So heavy that it breaks the very spine of our female power, our sense of honor, of self-esteem, of our humanity.

    Further, as our children grow up, we watch them being prepared for war, being trained to become capable killers. You talk to them about heroic deeds, that is, vandalisms executed by other generals in previous wars.

    And sooner or later, generation after generation, you take them with you to join your predatory troops and throw them in the battlefields against the same murderous troops of your rivals.

    And who are your rivals? Some other authority maniac males, kings, generals, tyrants, who some time ago might have been your friends, or your allies or even your brothers. Suddenly, during a jangle over some sharing for a succession in a post of authority, you hate and become enemies of each other and you throw your hypnotized troops in deadly combats, body to body.

     It is so that we lose our children whom we loved so much when they were young and innocent buds of the great tree of life, creations of the cosmic creative principle.

    It is then that our sorrow becomes unbearable, hurting our very essence and sooner or later we die, from a sickness generated by our grief. If we survive, cheerless and lifeless is our life. We lose our power, even to hate you. Not a thought to resist your catastrophic mania. Trapped as we are in our despair and helplessness, we often become the victims and the prey of your lust hunting for pleasure. (Small pause) This is all I had to tell you. Did you listen to me? (Great pause). If you have listened to me, if you have seen deep inside you, if you did see what you hide in your soul, if you have inspected all the destruction of peoples and settlements, you would know what to do. With one word, with

one single movement, you would change the course of the human race. From the successive destructions, as it is now, to a stable relationship of peace and humanity, to an endless progress and evolution towards new forms of cooperation and love. 

     What can you do, if you have not seen yourselves? You, commander in chief, did you see it? I became your mirror and showed you yourself.

    You Philoktites, did you see yourself?Have you ever sensed the horror and disgust caused by your behavior? I am in a state of sacred mania and I can see what the future holds for you. In Limnos, when you reach in your vessell, you will be beaten by a black snake, poisonous as your soul, full of the poison of feelings, of hostility, fighting and murder, that you have been cultivating all your life. You will have an ugly, bad death, like the one you gave to so many innocent people during your war deeds. You will have an ugly bad death, although mythology and history will record lies about you.

     I have shown you yourself and your fate. Can you negate them by only one movement? Deny them and change them. Can you get out to your troop and tell them something that would change your fate and theirs?

    And you, Aias, have you ever seen what you really are? A machine for fighting and killing, a huge meet machine.I clearly forsee your fate. After the loot robery, comes the sharing. The weapons will be won by Ulysses. The stroke at your arrogance will be big, and like a brainless baby you fall upon the herd of shee and taken over by the mania of anger and envy, you will slaughter them with your sword, because in your state of madness you will see them as if they were the generals of Achaians. When back in your senses, your rage for the unlucky share and the shame for your madness, will force you to push your own sword in your heart and die a suicidal.

     Will the fact that I showed you your fate, make you perhaps deny it? Would you stand in front of your troop and talk to them about the big change? Will you stand forth?

     IPHIGENIA-As for you, Patroclus, brotherly friend of Achilles, the kingly young man, who says he loves me, horrible is the scene of your death, which I can see in my ecstasy, if you follow your warlike rage that your trainers have cultivated in you, also your uncontrollable tendency for self-destruction. When Achilles will be fighting with Agamemnon over a beautiful woman of Troy, whom they snatched out of the castle of Troy and made her their slave, Achilles will refuse to fight and killing each other broke out in your camp. Then you, identified with the mania of your friend, you will put on his armor and invade the camp of the enemy. Hector will cut you in pieces. Your dead body will be attached to a chariot and dragged in the mud, mutilated and pierced all over.

    And you, Achilles, falling again in a state of mania for the loss of your friend, you rush like a brakeless machine and you kill the unfortunate Hector. And then, the piercing arrow thrown at you by Paris, will be nailed at your ankle and you will have a horrible, gangrenous death.

     These are the fates of your lives and deaths, with such a horrible program that you carry in your brain, your primitive mind.

    Will you see it? Will you change it? Will you come to see that these your fates are the product of your patriarchal, militarist, war-centered mentality, planted in your brains by your fathers and trainers? Will you manage to see what a vulgar limitation tightens your mind and consciousness? Will you see the primitive condition of your being?

     I saw you Philoktetes, how you were eating in that dinner. If you could ever see yourself, you would feel disgusted. You stooped in your wooden bowl and pushed thefood with your fingers into your mouth. Sometimes, you grabbed the pieces of meat with your teeth, without using your fingers. How you gnawed, and how you swallowed the food. Like a hungry wild wolf, like a pig. What a disgust! Only the mere spectacle of yourself would make you feel ashamed for the rest of your life. Or is it nothing that could make you feel ashamed, nothing of what makes up yourself?

You Aias, have you ever seen the way you walk? How could you possibly see it? Only another person could see it, if that person knows how to look and see clearly. You press each foot on the earth as if to shake it, or as if you hit someone on the head with the intention to crush him. As if you want to intimidate whoever is watching you or is listening to your footsteps. Do you see who I am? I am so very important… nobody should dare to say no to whatever I ask of him, nobody should dare to bargain and ask for more than what I give him in return for what I take from him. What a vulgar arrogance! What a barbarity!

Patroclus, have you ever noticed the way you talk? You scream, you don’t talk. You break the ears and brains of whoever is so unfortunate to discuss with you. In fact, you don’t talk, you impose forcefully your opinion, your way to the other. And if someone finds the courage to ask you to lower the tone of your voice, you shout even louder saying –this is my voice and it won’t change. It is the common excuse and insensitivity  used by every boorish bully rascal.

     And all of you, you pounce upon meat-eating, swallowing the cooked corpses of the unfortunate animals that you kill in order to fill your stomachs. Their blood, provokes an intense stimulation in your genitals, unnatural and useless and then you look for where to discharge this tension, by raping whatever object of pleasure you have at your disposal.    

     Such a moral poverty, such a psychic void is tormenting your idle life, with no contact with the earth, the cultivation of the land, far away from the sacred vegetarianism. You, who find pretexts for wars and campaigns, in order to justify and bear your useless and sick existence, unbearable and painful because of the deformation that you have imposed upon yourselves. With your arrogant sense of success, when you destroyed the sacred matriarchal communities of our earth, with your arms, with money, making your fellow human beings slaves at work, at home, in bed.

    What a perversion of life, of our humanity! You only enjoy the exercise of authority over others, you make them unhappy, but sooner or later their unhappiness turns against you and you lose every joy of life. You end up paranoid, megalomaniacs, chasing each other in the courtrooms, in parliaments, in senates, till the hour of the bad death of your ugly life.

    As for you Nestor, wise old king of Pylos, I am aware of the prudence of your mind, the calmness of your soul. I lived, I saw it all during my visit, invited at your palace, when I was very young.

     You, at least you? Could we hope, me and all the women of the world, little girls, virgin daughters, lovers, wives, mothers, old women, could we count on you to step forth and speak the truth?   

     I know the sweetness of your talk. Honey is seeping from your wise tongue that could melt the stoned hearts of the war chiefs, to tame their angry souls. I know that you have been forced to join this campaign, but you have not come to participate in the evil. And here it is, your divine fate offers you the opportunity to accomplish you highest destiny. To put an end to the history of warfare. To give humanity a push to turn to a life of peace without history. Will you do it, you, at least you?  Is there something you wish to tell me? (Iphigenia approaches Nestor). I offer you my ears. (She puts her ear next to Nestor’s mouth only for a moment. Then, she addresses everyone).

       Of course I will do it. As I have planned it from the beginning. I will set you all free at once.

    I put you in this confinement so that I could talk to you without interruption. Because I know how you get angry and react objectionally. How else could I possibly hope that you would listen to me.

   Has Agamemnon ever let me speak to him? Whenever I tried to do so, as much as I was burning inside to reveal to him the truth that you heard today I never saw him next to me and how could I then, possibly talk to him? 

     That is why I invited your wives to come to Avlis and we have planned together your confinement. You heard us. Now you are free to go to your soldiers, talk to them and lead them: to doom, that will inevitably hit us the women of every age and throw us to new sufferings? Or to peace? To the beautiful life that the whole of humankind lived before the violent patriarchal authority felt upon us.

    KLITEMNISTRA-When our life was so nice and simple, when we all worked on our fields and collected the holy gifts, the seeds, the cereals, the greens, our fresh vegetables, the fruits of the trees. And from the few sheep and goats that we bred, we took only the wool and skin, to make clothes and covers to be protected from the cold of the winter. We were letting them live and die naturally. We never slaughtered our animals. The idea of carnivory was unknown to us, disgusting and unwholesome.

     We were sharing the good seeds of the earth with our animals. How much all of this has changed! How everything became distorted, how much it lost its original order since the time you begun to live by war and commerce. You imitated the wolfs and you degraded mankind to carnivory.

      Then you began to breed thousands of sheep, goats and cattle, countless herds to satisfy your perverted appetite  for the flesh of killed animals.

     You begun to transform the human communities, which you dominated through your wealth and arms and used the people no different than the herds of animals to be slaughtered in your battles.

    It is this old way of life, of love and respect for life, for every living being, even the humblest of all that we women want to resurrect; we, women, who more than any other creature on earth suffer from your vulgar domination.

    Will you talk about it to your soldiers? Will you understand that they are not herds of murderous animals, but instead humans who live by the blessed gift of existence and  the consciousness of their beingness?  Will you let them enjoy this gift?

     Free, all of you. First you, Agamemnon. (She cuts the tape with a little scissor and removes it from his mouth). And you, kings, generals, war chiefs. (She loosens the rope, which falls down). Also, take your swords. (Apart from Klitemnystra, all the other women throw down the swords they were holding. The men put the swords on). I throw away my stick. Its red base had no thunder energy. Red was the flame of my heart. Thunder energy was my longing to tell you all we have in our hearts, we the women, the victims, the most disgraced of the human beings on earth, dishonored by the vulgarity of your egocentrism, your sex-mania, your fighting each other, your envy and each other, your love for power, your fights for priority, for the first place, for superiority, imposition, retribution and revenge.

     We detest you from the depth of our souls, the earth itself detests you, and wishes to vomit you but can’t. Will you ever see yourselves? Before you completely ruin the humankind, before you infect all the living being on earth, even earth itself? Our goddess earth? This is the only goddess that we need to worship, our mother earth. You too, are her children. Why do you destroy her creatures? 

    All free from me. (She looks at Nestor). I hear you Nestor. (She goes near for him to whisper something in her ear). Do you wish to leave first? Speak first? You cannot imagine with what joy I will listen to you, if you speak guided by the wisdom of your heart. I wish you good luck. Go this way. This path leads to the beach. The soldiers must be awake by now.

(Nestor leaves by the back of the stage). You too, war chiefs. One after another. The path is narrow. Pay attention how to walk it. I wish you god-speed. (The men are leaving the stage, one after the other, slowly).

(Iphigenia watches them silent. Then she moves forward and stands for quite some time still, ecstatic, with her gaze fixed on the horizon. Then, she turns, facing the women).

    And you queens, mothers of the children of the earth. You too, can go back to your tents. With my voice, you spoke to your husbands, your bosses, your rapists. You have told them all the truth buried deep in your hearts. My talk has deeply marked the history of humankind, for thousands of years past, for thousands of years to come.

     I see, you do not wish to leave. Are you afraid that the priesthood will now come to slaughter me, to sacrifice me to their martial gods? Do you wish to protect me? Can you?

    Are you perhaps thinking: If the commander in chief dies, the war might not take place at all. The other kings might start quarrelling over the chiefdom. Their soldiers might start running away back home.

  Here stands the commander in chief, all alone and unarmed. Clytemnestra is holding his sword. You could surround him and slaughter him like a scapegoat. Surround him. Can you? You can’t. We are not murderesses. We are born for love. For the rebirth of life, for the care, the tenderness, the upbringing of children. We are born to protect life. This is why we are tortured by the male beasts that live for their own pleasure and the glory of their ego. They live by chasing each other, with death in their minds.

AGAM- Iphigenia…

IPHIG- I hear you, general.

AGAM- I am not a general, neither a commander in chief, nor a king. I do not wish to be any of those. Your words touched me deeply, marked my mind and I am now fighting my fate.

IPHIG – If this has occurred, Agamemnon, your fate has changed and so did the fate of the thousands of soldiers that you drag along to the horrible massacre of war. Now, change history, change the path of humanity has changed. Change everything. The power lies in your hand, it resides in your heart. Give your heart the first place.

AGAM – This is what I am trying to do. But it hurts. A great struggle, a storm broke out in my mind and I feel it being torn apart. What shall I do? I am at a loss. I lose myself.

IPHIG – I hear a voice. Stop and listen (Silence. Pause).

(VOICE FROM THE LOUDSPEAKERS)  Back to our homes, to our villages, to our fields. Our wise king Nestor has spoken and said. The campaign will not take place. There won’t ever be any campaign again. All armies will dissolve. We will live in peace. There will never be hostile countries again, any hostile population. We are all brothers, the children of mother earth, we are all good friends. The products of the earth are for everyone. We do not need any kings, chieftains, princes. We will listen to our mothers, we will respect women and girls. We will work in our fields, we will irrigate our plantations, grind the seeds for our nice food.

A new life is about to begin for everyone.

Nestor says that the commander in chief, Agamemnonwill go back home. His army follows him. He gave an order, that everyone should return to his village, his family. He does not wish to have any soldier in his castle. A new life begins. Everybody home. Everybody at our villages. I am the herald of king Nestor. I bring his message. Everybody home. (Trumpets are heard calling for the discharge of the army. There are sounds of bells ringing joyfully, jingles and gladsome yells of the soldiers).

VOICES  Back to our homes. The campaign will not take place. Everyone back home. Agamemnon? Where is Agamemnon? Will Agamemnon himself tell us to go back to our homes? Let’s find him. Let’s hear him.

(A song is heard by the voices of the soldiers).

This campaign will not take place

Nor another in any place

Now is the end of kings, chieftains

To all killers, chiefs’ mad brains.

Work for us is joy, artistry

In workshops, in the land

Every evening a new chance,

in the yards for song and dance (twice).

Army, state, powerful men

Big and small, mean rulers kings

Set out murderous quarrels 

Push us to do horrible things.

Work for us is joy, artistry

In workshops in the land

Love is having every chance

To flower in singing and in dance (twice).

AGAM- (Holding his head in his two hands, as if he protects it not to break. He is in agony, talking all by himself). Back to our homes! The campaign will not take place. Let Agamemnon himself tells us about it! (He moves backwards wobbling  as if his head were turning round). 

VOICE (FROM THE LOUDSPEAKERS). Soldiers. King Ulysses has come up on the stand. He will speak. Silence.

ULYSSES'S VOICE. Let the trumpets blow the signal for the assemblage of our armies. (The trumpets are heard). Soldiers, the winds have turned propitious for our ships. Today, we start our great campaign. The time has come. We will revenge the insult, the disgrace. We will glorify our country, we will honor our breed. Who said the campaign will not take place? Surely, a coward, a traitor. Men of the enemy, not anyone of us.

 As for those who have taken the way back home, we will bring them back. You, horsemen, run to bring them back here. What did you say? They are already too far away? Who have fled away, leave them. They will be lost in the course of returning to the old good life, to their poor hovels and small fields. We, shall move forward, not backwards. We will conquer kingdoms. We will impose taxes, we will make our country rich, our people rich. When you will enter Troy, you will have three days free, to do whatever pleases you. You know what…

We move forward, we don’t go back. (The trumpets signaling discharge are heard again, together with bells and loud cries of joy: Back! Back to our villages). What do I hear once again? The trumpets are blowing for the retreat of our army, the return home? Who says that Agamemnon has ordered your return to your villages and your poverty?

     Agamemnon is here and is moving forward together with us, all the chieftains and kings.

    He will now come up, you will see him. He, in person will tell you: Forward! Forward! Not backwards!

AGAM- (holding his head in his two hands) Forward! Agamemnon goes forward with everyone else. He in person, will tell you. Forward, not backwards. (He moves forward, wobbling, toppling until he reaches the other end of the stage).

Gods! Help me! My brains are torn apart.

IPHIG- Oh! The unfortunate! He has lost his mind. Forward! Back! He has no heart. He has no power. He is a slave to his fate. He struggles, he fights it. He rises and falls. He moves back and then forth. Oh, poor wreck of the arrogant maledom, of his inflated imaginary ego, of his barbaric majesty. The unfortunate.

AGAM- Back, back to our simple life, to love, to the care for our children. How much I have longed for this life. But I have never lived it. My little children , my little daughters Elektra and Iphigenia, innocent souls, full of tenderness, sensitivity, gentleness, I have never enjoyed your love, your presence.

Oh! How you were looking at me with your wonderful, shining little eyes, the few times that I have been with you. How tactfully you were sending me the message of your love, your longing to stay with you, to satisfy your need for my presence, my soft caress.

     And I? What a disappointment must I have given you, how much sorrow, as I was leaving you too soon, throwing you to your solitude, to the pain of my absence, to the deprivation of tenderness. And you swallowed your sorrow uncomplaining, in the silence of your solitude.

     How much future suffering, how much misfortune will be tormenting you all your lives. And you first, my sweet daughter, with a soul of a goddess, Iphigenia. The first victim of the black fate that I myself have written for my whole family. The slaughterer high priest, my servant, will cut your throat like an animal. Incapable of resisting, uncomplaining, as always you will offer your neck to his murderous dagger. No! I see it clearly! I can’t stand it! My brains are torn apart from the pain. No!

     I also see you, Clytemnestra, my dear wife, who stood by me like a mother, and wished to remove my black fate out of me, to tame me. I see you swallowing the greatest pain that a mother could ever live, watch her daughter being handed over as an animal for slaughter, by her own father.

    As a leader of this great campaign, I see the youths of Greece that I drag with me be get lost. Ten years of battles at the outskirts of Troy. Their dead bodies will be buried at the coasts and in the fields of Troy, gone by the sword of the enemy or by the illnesses and the suffering that will fall upon them, because of  the hardships that they will be going through.

     And then I will return. Victorious? What a lie? Did we conquer Troy? What a lie! There was no one to take some Troy. The entire army was trapped for ten years at the outskirts of the castle. The Durian horse? What a filthy fraud. To cover the big fiasco, our complete defeat.

    Corrupted tongues, flatterers, lackeys of chieftains, kings, will weav stories to cover the shame, to fool the herds of people so that they perpetuate our authority. 

     Coming back, our worry was about the women slaves we had taken from Troy, and we quarreled angrily over the sharing. Some of them were fine creatures, great souls, enlightened consciences; they had insight in our fate, our state of being, our future. We were only seeing female bodies for our pleasure. Our mind, our ego stuck to our gut.

    I took a slave of mine, even inside my own wedding bed. She was a priestess, a seeress who could clearly foresee my fate. How much shame, what a humiliation have I brought to you mother, my wife, my children. Right in front of you, inside your home going to bed for pleasure with my slave, a priestess and superior soul, a great entity.

   This incident arose in your soul, Clytemnestra, the great rage, the unbearable pain stemming from my slaughtering your daughter for the campaign. Overcoming the kindness of your soul, you decided my doom. Even then, you did not raise a murderous hand against me. Mother, woman, life that gives life, born to offer life, not death, you armed the hand of Aigistos. Years after years abandoned by me, either near you or far from you, you loved Aigistos, a good and honorable companion, who respected your love, your being. You had the right, yes, you did have it, to nail the dagger ten, twenty times in my heart, in the vulgar heart of a barbarous beast, of the chieftain king, what ever he wants to be called, any title to cover his inhuman, horrible being. However, mother, woman, you did not strike me. You left my slaughter to Aigistos.

     Elektra, my daughter, what pain have I offered you with this horrible, tragic fate, with my mean ego, with my filthy being.

    And you my son, how much were you hurt from the cruel loss of your father. You didn’t know who I was. Dressed in the royal robe, with my crown, my scepter, sitting on my throne, I looked as if I was so great, so good, in your childish soul. You saw me as your god, even though if you have never received a loving touch from my hand, I never cared to discover your true being, your talents, your thirst for love, to find your own mate and be happy with love, with the love of your children.  

     Nothing of all that. I wanted you to be a warrior, like myself, an image of the image that you had for me. Rarely did I see you, only during some training of your martial education, and there I often slapped you.

     You identified with me, you had no other choice, no other knowledge. You identified with your torturer, the trainer that would make you a barbarian, but who appeared to you as your instructor, your exemple.

     And when this one fell down stamped, you found escape in retribution. You raised a murderous dagger against your mother. Alas! What a sacrilege, unholy atrocity, executed by an unholy, barbaric son, a copy of an unholy, barbaric father. Unmanly, evil act, by an unmanly son, of an unmanly father! Alas! Horror!

IPHIG- Women! The miracle has happened! The wonder I talked to you about! The hope that we hid in the depths of our hearts is coming true. Our most secret longing, always unspoken, buried deep down because of fear, despair and helplessness, is coming to life before our eyes. 

   The chief finally saw himself. And he understood: he is not a man. He is an unmanly murderer of women, of his own mother, a murderer of the life that gave him life.

    The father saw himself. And he understood: he is not a father. He is an unaffectionate animal, incapable of love, tenderness, incapable of giving time and presence to his children, throwing them to depression, writing them a black fate, endless suffering and tragedies for the rest of their lives.

    The king saw himself. And he undestood: he is not a king, protector of his people. He is a slaughterer, a chief shepherd who throws his people into a life of agony, stress, fear, exploitation of their hard work so that he and his servants become wealthy. He pays his watchdogs to stand speechless beside him and make him feel someone important. Deep inside him he is nothing. An arrogant wild beast, an unconscious animal, a glossy soap bubble with venomous air inside, which poisons the mental atmosphere around him.

     The chieftain is not a chieftain, a defender of his country. Girdled by his arms and the leader’s badge of his superiority, he provokes fear and awe to whomever he wishes, in order to be able to use them whenever he wishes to. For food, for sex, for murdering his adversaries.

    The general is not a general. He is a coward killer of his soldiers, as he pushes them to kill other soldiers whom he calls enemies, so that he can keep his superior place and enjoy whatever pleases the appetite of the small, vulgar beast inside him.

    The husband saw himself. And he understood:  he is not a husband. He is the rapist of his wife, a rapist of love, of sensitivity of the affection she has for her children. He trains his boys for war, he makes war to them inside their own household, he makes them barbaric, egocentric, revengeful mad animals.

     He violates hope, love, life inside the souls of his daughters when he shows them what is a husband; a cruel, egoistic, vulgar animal, a sex maniac, indifferent of the feelings of  his wife, of his lover.

    Like a dog tied on a post, a man cannot go farther than his chain.

    Agamemnon saw his chain. He shuddered. This very horror is the breaking of the chain.

    The miracle! Hope! Life will move forth. The man - war, antagonism, egoism, superiority, envy and fear, the man, the enemy of sensitivity, of life, the man-terror, vampire of his children’s blood, the man dehumanized, subhuman, prehuman, will break his chain. Agamemnon saw himself. The campaign will not take place. No campaign will ever take place again. Man will become again our peaceful companion in the cultivation of lands, in love, in caring for our children. Our peaceful life will start again, our loving relationship, our dances, our songs. ( She stands ecstatic, hopeful, hands risen up).

VOICE ( FROM THE LOUDSPEAKERS):  I am the prelate high priest of the great army. Listen to me. The winds have become propitious for our ships, because the gods have given their approval for our campaign. Gods have accepted Iphigenia’s sacrifice, Saint Iphigenia. It was Artemis herself who took her next to her, equal in divinity. We will worship Iphigenia as a saint now and forever. We will never betray her sacrifice for the honor of our race, our country. Our weapons will honor her. And now, right on! Let’s go to our vessels.

IPHIG- (with rage) You, dishonest liar! Filthy, mean, vulgar fox! If I had you right in front me, you, unmanly priest who hides your dirt soul under the long, dirty hair of your face and the women’s robes on your body, I would overcome my female heart and compassion and  would pierce your internals with the sword of Agamemnon.

     Women, mothers, queens of the earth, I am now scared. They will come for me, they will eliminate me, exterminate me in order to certify the lie of this coward imposter, this counterfeiter of truth.

I am not afraid for myself, my body, my skin, my ego. I have died for all that, I have sacrificed them, thrown them into the garbage. You saw it, you understood, didn’t you?

I am afraid for our breed, the womankind. With this lie about my sacrifice, with this campaign, they will poison our female fate, they will forcefully pervert our very soul. Thousands of years before, thousands of years ahead.

    If the female soul loses its truth, if its essence is perverted, the whole of the human kind will be in danger. We hold life, preserve it, raise it with the joy and love of our hearts. The vulgar leading male chiefs fill our lives with pain and hatred, mutilate, deform our sprouts in the context of their antagonisms for every sort of premiership. They can go on killing the youth of a population, only because one leader here has quarreled with another one there over some piece of land, a woman, or a tax.

    These chiefs, envious beasts, have poisoned the soul of the whole of humanity, all of the human relationships.

     The relationship with the woman, the mother, the daughter, the beloved, the wife. They have poisoned the relationship with their own children. They chase them, press them, punish them, in order to validate their mean ego in every way they can. They make  them psychologically sick through their violence, to finally transforme them into instruments of their own violence, tools of rivalry and slaughter. They destroy the relationship with their own brothers, chasing the premiership, the superiority, motivated by envy and fear.

    These wild animals cannot possibly be the descendants of the first man, of the wonderful and most sensitive creature that the superior powers of the cosmic order have created on earth.

    They could only be the product of a certain cross breeding with some vulgar apes. Are there still any men left on earth who are the descendants of the great Being, the first created man? Men who are in contact with the Source, with the Cosmic conscience of the creative Principle?

    I am afraid for our breed, women, mothers, queens of the earth. They are poisoning our soul, for thousands of years by now. Where will it end up? They will pervert our female nature, our love; because of the bitterness caused by their violence, their vulgarity, their murderousness, their love of death, we will degenerate and get sick. Maybe one day, we will end up like them, killing our babies in the womb, not to fall in their hands. We may become unfaithful, shameless adulteresses. Whores, to earn our bread, to survive in their horrible world where woman has lost her great value, the first place that the female occupies in the whole of creation.

    I am afraid for our own earth, our goddess earth, I am afraid, women, mothers, queens of the earth, you, the finest of its flowers.

    They will water our land with the blood of thousands of animals everyday to satisfy their sickening carnivory, and with the blood of the thousands of men, whom they push in their battles like animals for slaughter, of the thousands of civilians, old men, women and children, when they burst inside castles and villages that they name hostile. They will poison the atmosphere the whole of humanity breathes.

     One day, they may irrigate our fields with poison, our cultivated lands, if they can make money out of it.

     Because only this money offers them an opportunity to feel they are somebody. Deep inside them, they are nothing, since their absolute inner poverty makes them feel miserable and mad. Only money gives them some form of power, a sort of escape from their mental emptiness. With this money, and for it, they perform the worst evil deeds. They will do even worse. They will poison our earth, its waters, its air. I am afraid women, daughters, mothers, queens of the earth.

     How long could we last? Deeply poisoned by their character, we will become perverted, we will lose our minds, will depart from our humanity, from our natural state of being.

And then, alas to the whole humankind. Alas.

     Women, do now everything you can. Go back to your villages. Create small communities of women, cultivate your lands, your trees, feed your animals, raise your children away from the militarism of the male chiefs, destroyers of life.

     Hide, watch out, until your communities grow big. Raise your children with the warmth of your love, with the light of truth, with the sweetness of your gentleness and your goodness.

     Sow once more the seeds of the good, simple, humane matriarchal life.

Now, raise your hands and your heart with me to the heavens. (Iphigenia prays ecstatically).

Superior powers of the creative Principle help us. Save the life on our earth, save us from the deadly trap of the criminal male chiefs who violate our lives and our humanity.

     Cosmic Consciousness of life, send your finest vibrations of love, compassion on the dead souls, the perverted minds of the maniacs of authority!

      They have forever forgotten what love means, respect for life, for the mother, the woman, the daughter, the children. They only want us as objects for their pleasure and domination. They have distorted, deeply corrupted the human kind and all the life on our earth.

High powers help us.

(Iphigenia gets down on her knees, while still holding her hands up towards the sky).
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