
Chorus: Woe on us, to tell you of a tale, of sorrowful fates, how Zeus Cloudgatherer, set up a show: Freakshow of man, revenge out of his grasps’ like Aeolis’ wind between his fingers, in his last dying moments, he was insane, past point of belief. He let his vendetta be his ending.

We are outside in a Greek park as Lysander and his son are playing near a fountain, birdsong in the distance. Lysander is sitting in utter peace on a stone bench below a willow tree, a rarity in those parts.

Lysander: How the days go by, with such contentment, I am complete.

Chorus: Little does he know, poor mortal fool, his joy is at an end, for he shall not fend off the fate beknowst upon him.

Son: Da, c‘mere, look, a frog. I’was jumpin like at the gamz’ we saw jst’ a whl’ ago.

Lysander: Wow… that’s neat

Lysander leans over to examine the frog as his son sneaks behind him and pushes him into the fountain. Suddenly, an arrow arching through the air, a deadly shaft. It arches just over Lysander’s as he falls and is drilled into the breast of his child. 

Chorus: Meant for him, it was, his son, his only son, pity, he would rather have taken it himself, but as Zeus decrees.

Son: Gugrgg…..

Lysander: Nnnnoooooo…. more quietly in a harsh whisper no, no.

As the blood pools crimson around the dying child, Lysander moans softly, tears streaming down his cheeks, and cradles the small dead child in his arms. Hours and hours pass and day turns to night as he mourns in the park.

Fade to Curtains


Lysander returns to his home holding his dead son in his arms. He walks into the threshold as his wife, Persephone, is washing the clothes, her arms elbow-high is soapy water.

Chorus: Woe is he, to bring his burden upon his wife, nothing good will come of this, his destiny and hers and thinning, as the clouds darken over his soul.

Lysander: Ill news do I bear with me, I fear that, our son is….. dead.

Silence, as no birds sing, shadows are long, long minutes pass.

Persephone:  Oh gods of the heavens, why, why…(sobbing brokenly)

Lysander walks over to her and holds her, the grief on his face made plain.

Persephone: Who did this and.. why?

Lysander: We were in the park, and I was sitting on a bench, Willow tree..voice breaking he was playing in the fountain. He, he saw a frog, and… I went to see. The little one pushed me over. An arrow, shafted death cut him down head in his hands shaking   the arrow marked for me. I wish that it could have cut me down, made me bleed….

(standing)Lysander: I must bring whoever did this to justice, they will pay.. dearly with their lifeblood, as I tear out their wretched hearts, and hold it, blackened and twisted, in front of their faces.

Persephone: If that is what you will, husband, but never forget me or our son, never forget….

Lysander gathers his belongings and leaves

Fade To Curtain

Chorus: The search begins, through shadowed fields of the mind, blind is the man who sees the most, yet it begins with rivals, politics, pursuit of justice in the hands of mortals. As the thorns of hate, driven, poison him, he tightens his grip on them, and bleeds more. The beast within him is growing.

The village council is concluding a meeting as final remarks are made, things packed away. All eyes to turn to Lysander, who is a fairly prominent political “player.” Stares of amazement and gasps of shock as they stare at him. His muddied clothes from long travel to the heart of town, his reddened eyes and tear-streamed face. Blood marring his white clothes, his hands drenched in dried, caking blood.

Damocles: What awful fate hath befallen you?

Icos: Yes, and what of the blood stains?!

Lysander: Know this, my brothers, the blood is that of my slain son. An arrow meant for my heart, has struck him down. Our neighbors, it seems are in a frenzy over our raids, and my son has paid sorely for our folly.

General hubub in the room

Damocles: shouting Order! Order! this meeting is not adjourned as it seems. Now tell us, dear friend, everything you can remember about your assailant and justice shall be seen done. 

Gylippus: Yes, but how do we know if the criminal was not just a vile person, seeking pleasure in the pain of others. In all likelihood, even after the raids, they would not go so far as to kill one of our major figures.

Lysander: timid at first but gaining confidence Well, to start, I was at the park on the outskirts of town, near the great vale, entertaining my young one’s desires, when an unknown assailant shot at me and hit my son instead. I did not see him for my son was all my mind’s focus. And the blood that mars my hand’s is my son’s, for I feel too guilty to wash it off of me.

Icos: How do we know, from the conveniently scant evidence, that you weren’t the killer?

Lysander lunges toward him and proceeds to kick him in the stomach while slamming his head into the wall.

Lysander: voice weak with rage and exhaustion How dare you accuse me of killing my own son, you goat-loving bastard!!

Damocles: We must deal with this issue in a civilized manner, but with such little evidence, I should think that there isn’t much we can do.

Lysander: All fine and good, but when your children start to die, you will see.

Tellus: He has a point I’m afraid. We must do something to stop this man, if indeed his killing spree is not over.

Damocles: We shall marshall our forces, and set out in the morning to seek out this villiany!

Fade To Curtain

In the edge of the great vale, near the deep and thick shadows, the party was. On horseback and on foot, armed and unarmed. They were ready for the quest.

Chorus: Funny, fate is, does it not need a reason, for upon the wings of the air, birds are above fate, yet mortal man slave and toil over the stone of fate, carving into it their meaning, but how shallow, to be washed away in time. Our “hero” knows not how Zeus is so terribly bored with man, Let the show Begin.

Gylippus: I dunna’ like this place, it’s evil, the gods dare not enter this grove. Something afoul is hovering in the air.

Icos: Have you gone daft man.  It’s nothing more than a damned forest.  What’s come over you?

Lysander: I see tracks, leading right into the heart of the forest. C’mon now.

They set off after the mysterious assailant and into the thick of the vale and into disaster.

Damocles: I have a bad feeling about this.  It’s like we’re in a maze and there is no way out. Like, every word I say seems to mean nothing, even in my own ears.

Gylippus: voice soaked with fear Let’s leave this place before we all suffer to curses worse than death!

Lysander: We must go on, for I can feel that he is near.

Chorus: Do these poor men know that upon their shoulders, there sits a crow. Watching them and waiting for them to make a wrong move and then cleaning up after. Lysander, what he feels is his destiny not some brazen killer, that is on the loose. But soon, he will know of the deer, very soon. 

Lysander’s horse, obviously very spooked by something, runs deeper into the forest at breakneck speed. All of a sudden the god Zeus appeares before him.

Zeus: You mortals are so boring, like cockroaches, scuttling around through your short, meaningless lives. For my entertainment, I have switched your mind with the mind of the killer, who is by the way your jealous half-brother. So, have fun with your new life.

Sudden flash of light; illumination, then

Fade to Curtain

As, predicted, Lysander woke up in the body of his nemesis, and his nemesis woke up in his body. Still, in the forest, Lysander hears the sound of horses drawing near, and realizes that he carries the bow of the killer and is running, out of breath. They break through into the small clearing and quickly sorround him. 

Domacles: authoritatively Vile killer, now you will be imprisoned so that daylight will only be a memory.

Lysander: Wait..no, this truly is Lysander, I'm just stuck in the killer's body, I swear it upon my wife Persephone!

Icos: As I had suspected, this killing came from the other clan, for this cowardly fool knows too much to be a wandering vagrant.

Gylippus: Get him!!! Get the lying fool

They beat Lysander senseless with all of their hatred.

Chorus: So it ends, an innocent man, will die suffering, while his wife is violated by the killer of her son. And what of his daughter, who has to live with this new father.

Fade to Curtain

In a lightless cell, infested with mold and death, lay Lysander, beaten, bruised and holding on to the edges of sanity. A dim few rays of sun fall through the grates, the only source of light in this dungeon. In the summer, it could be abominably hot and dark. When, suddenly, a person,his real self was escorted into the cell by a guard.

Killer: Well, aren’t we having a lovely time rotting away to nothing. I don’t think your wife was quite satisfied with you just the way you were, she said that lately, I had been so much better in bed. And your lovely daughter, how I treasure her so…Isn't it ironic, that you had to be in my rags at the wrong time, rich man! I have lived as a beggar, an urchin without kin, and now, you, my brother who never gave a damn! 

Lysander: shaking with rage Noonoooooooooooo! I will kill you yet, you foul being.

Chorus: Lysander's own disinterest in his past and his oversight of the obvious was the cause of this, unfortunate occurrence. He didn't really deserve this, but Zeus was bored at the wrong time and in the wrong place. 

Lysander rotted away in that foul dungeon, while his half-brother took liberties with his wife and daughter, abused his job and friends, and lived the good life, just as Lysander had, so many years ago

Fade To Curtain

