[Yuri, still in the palace, passes a lighted chamber.  He sees a woman looking at herself in a mirror.  He walks past, but does a double take, and returns to the lighted bedroom.  He stares at the woman, until she turns to him.]

Yuri:  You!  It is you.

Helen:  Now who else would I be.

Yuri:  But—but—you’re supposed to be at Troy.

Helen:  Darling, I may well be remembered as ‘Helen of Troy’.  Now isn’t that ironic?

Yuri:  I—I don’t understand.

Helen:  Eurybates isn’t it?  Odysseus’ friend.  I remember you, you’ll have to be a part of the poem.

Yuri:  You have a good memory.  What poem?

Helen:  Oh the poem of life, which is the poem of my life—all the struggles and suffering that men will undergo on my account.  I’m not really sure how you fit in.  I don’t even know how you’re here.  Didn’t you go to the war with Odysseus?  How is that cunning, sweet, charming devil?

Yuri:  Yuli—Odysseus and I went our separate ways.

Helen:  I couldn’t have seen that coming.  You seemed inseparable.  Between you and his darling, his oh-so-faithful Penelope, it was hard, even for me, to get an angle on that guy.

Yuri:  You are an angler.  Don’t you even say Penelope’s name.  [Helen raises an eyebrow.]  I’m glad I’m not fighting a meaningless war for you.

Helen:  Oh, you’re still a part of the poem.  I’ll see to that.  As we speak, those Achaean boys are camped at the walls, demanding me back.  Of course the Trojans will say that I am not there:  but who will believe them?

Yuri:  This is crazy.

Helen:  Oh no, it’s a lot of things, but it’s not crazy.  My dear brother-in-law wants Ilium’s treasure; I’m just the pretext.  You’ll see, in the poem it will always be ‘Helen and the treasure’—that’s what they’ll ask for.

Yuri:  But if they knew you weren’t there, there would be no pretext—

Helen:  Exactly dear.  So my great king Agamemnon will shut his eyes and ears.  And there will be an extraordinary war!

Yuri:  But surely you could get them word—Proteus could send an embassy—why hasn’t it been done?  Do you have any idea what putting that fleet together has already cost?

[Helen is silent.]

Yuri:  You want them to fight.

Helen:  Of course I do dear.

Yuri:  In a completely meaningless war, thousands and thousands of meaningless deaths!

Helen:  That’s where you’re wrong, Eurybates.  Every name will be remembered in the poem.  Their memory shall never be lost.  I am the poem.  I am alive so that there will be something to sing about.  Through me, they will win glory.

Yuri:  But you’re not even there!

Helen:  Why should I be?  You’re smart, dear, you think about it.  I am the pretext.  The text is glory.

Yuri:  This is unbelievable.

Helen:  Belief is everything dear.  You have to believe or nothing will mean anything.  Believe in me, Eurybates.

Yuri:  I’ve had it.  That’s it.  Maybe love holds the secret of true meaning, but I’m in love with someone I can’t have, and look at you, Ms. Aphrodite:  the divine Helen in an Egyptian mirror, admiring yourself while the men of Europe die for a phantom.

Helen:  Oh, I’m no phantom.  They are dying for me.  I’m just not there, that’s all.

Yuri:  And how’d you get here?

Helen:  Oh, well, it’s simple really.  Paris and I put in to Egypt, right after I joined him on his great journey—by chance, it was such an irritating storm, just the sort of thing the gods would send after a bitch like me.  When Proteus figured out what the score was, he wouldn’t let me go.

Yuri:  Surely Proteus didn’t want you for himself?

Helen:  Oh no no—you must not know what he’s like.  He’s an aesthete—he looks but he never touches.  I suppose that helps him to be a deeply just man, behind all the changing faces.  His plan is to keep me for Menelaos.

Yuri:  Proteus is a strange man.

Helen:  He has intriguing depths.  I quite enjoy being his secret.

Yuri:  I should go to Troy and break this secret.

Helen:  Oh, darling, that wouldn’t work.  They have no need for a pacifist.  If they don’t find what they expected to find in Troy, it won’t have changed a thing.  I am a Woman of Mass Destruction!  There’ll be ten years of glory and booty behind them, and no thought of a WMD.

Yuri:  Bloodlust, tide and wind.

Helen:  That’s a good line.

Yuri:  I hate to admit it, but Helen you’re right.  I’m not going to go there.

Helen:  Good.  I wouldn’t want you to waste time.  But where will you go dear?

Yuri:  I don’t know.  But I’m glad I met you.  I know now that I have to search for a true meaning in life.  And you’ve cured me of all doubts I may have had about leaving my friend and leaving the army.  I know now that Odysseus has been duped, and this war is unreal:  knowing this I am free to find my own way.

Helen:  So you’d go if it was a real war?  Oh Eurybates, every war is for Helen, even future wars we cannot imagine.  At least this Helen is real [grabbing her own body].  Odysseus probably knows the truth, there are birds to whisper in his ear.  He is close to the gods you know.  He speaks their language, to a degree.  But language is one thing; poetry is another.  You might regret not having a bigger part to play:  it will be a splendid poem, this poem of mine.  

Yuri:  I’m making my own story.  Goodbye Helen.

Helen [kissing him]:  I’m glad I met you, too.

