Selected extracts from Lloyd-Jones’ literal translation of Sophocles’ Electra
Lloyd-Jones, Hugh (1994) Sophocles: Ajax, Electra, Oedipus Tyrannus, 1997 (2nd ed.)

Passage for Group 2 

Tutor enters in the guise of a messenger
TUTOR: Ladies of Mycenae, how can I know for certain
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if this is the house of the king Aegisthus?
CHORUS: This is it, stranger; your own guess is correct.

TUTOR: Should I be right in guessing this lady is his wife? 

She has the aspect of a queen.

CHORUS: Yes, indeed! Here she is!
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TUTOR: Hail, royal lady! I bring to you 

and to Aegisthus good news from a friend.

CLYTEM: I accept the omen! But first I want to know

from you who among mortals sent you.

TUTOR: Phanoteus the Phocian, furthering an important matter.
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CLYTEM: What is that, stranger? Tell me, for you come,

I know, from a friend, and the words you utter will be friendly words.

TUTOR: Orestes is dead! There you have it in a word!

ELECTRA: Ah me, misery! I am lost this day!

CLYTEM: What are you saying? What, stranger? Do not listen to her! 
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TUTOR: I said then and I say now that Orestes is dead.

ELECTRA: Misery, I am ruined, I am no more!
CLYTEM: Do you mind your won business; but do you, stranger,

tell me the truth! How did she die?





Passage for Group 3 on next page...

Passage for Group 3

Extract from Tutor’s false messenger speech

TUTOR: They took their stand where the appointed judges

had sorted them with lots and placed their chariots,



710

and at the sound of the brazen trumpet darted off.

Shouting to their horses, the drivers gripped the reins 

and shook them loose; the whole course resounded

with the clash of rattling chariots; 

the dust rose up; and all close together, 
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they did not spare the use of their goads, each hoping to pass

the wheels and the snorting horses of the others;


for about their backs and their wheels below alike 

the breath of the horses touched them with its foam. 

And Orestes, keeping his horses nearer the pillar at the end,
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each time grazed the post, and giving his right-hand

trace-horse room he tried to block off his pursuer.

At first all had stood upright in their chariots; 

but then the hard-mouthed colts of the Aenian,

carrying him on in his despite, on the turn 
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as they finished the sixth and began the seventh round

dashed their foreheads against the chariot from Barce.

One driver crashed into and smashed another 

in a single disaster, and then the whole plain of Crisa 

was filled with the wreckage of chariots.
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