Concept and idea of storytelling:

Mnemosyne, the goddess of time, memory, and language, becomes the narrator of a story about the women in her lineage—her descendants, daughters, granddaughters, nieces…

The actress portraying Mnemosyne takes on the role of both storyteller and director, reconstructing the sequence of events before the audience and embodying all other characters in the narrative. 
Beyond sharing the spoken narrative, Mnemosyne also shapes the dramatic arc, evokes the atmosphere, and constructs the scenic world. She sets the dramaturgical frame within which the story unfolds.

As she chooses to recount only the story of her eldest daughter, Terpsichore—the muse of dance and song—the four dancers become equal narrative agents. They do not serve as literal illustrations of the text or characters, but rather engage in a choreographic exploration of inherited inner landscapes. 
Through movement, they give form to emotional atmospheres and relationships, offering multiple perspectives and events that aim to uncover the transgenerational values, wounds, and traumas embedded within this female line.

What led this lineage to a tragic fate and pain—one that Mnemosyne, as mother, grandmother, and goddess, has spent her life attempting to forget, drifting endlessly in the river Lethe?
Was it a lack of love? A preference for one child over the others, whom she dismissed as dull? Was it her devotion to shaping time itself, while having no time for her children, that set in motion a series of events marked by blindness, sorrow, neglect, resentment, contempt, fear, and vengeance? 
What is the role of men—husbands, fathers—in these lives? Whether gods or men, are they merely transient, like myths we know exist but never truly appear when needed?  Are they becoming objects of hatred and revenge because of female pain? Underrated and called a man child, needing attention, intimacy and fantasy that they never received?

Through an open theatrical mechanism —where all elements are created in real time before the audience—the performer steps into the role of Mnemosyne, takes the director’s chair, constructs the set, weaves between characters and perspectives, and shares her subjective truth. In this merging of word, language, dance, music, and memory, space is offered to the audience: space to reflect on the values and narratives they have inherited or constructed within their own families—those they follow, resist, abandon, forget, or grow from through new understanding.


Motifs, means and theatrical language:

Director’s Chair – The idea of placing the character of Mnemosyne in the director’s chair stems from the conceptual decision that she is aware of her actions and their impact on the lives of other women in her lineage. She does not express this awareness out loud, but through the use of this symbol and motif, we aim to show that she is conscious of her role in creation, guilt, and the punishment of others—memories she is now trying to forget.

Overhead projector:
The projector can remind us of lectures that present photographs, statistics, and historical events. By using the projector, the goal is to create an atmosphere and scenography for telling this story. It is Mnemosyne herself who uses the projector to tell her history—the history of her family. Through a symbolic approach, she creates a lecture for the first time, presenting a story she has spent her entire life trying to forget.

Water as a tool of expression 
Water is an element that permeates all characters and events. The pool in Hades was called Mnemosyne. Those who drank from the pool of Mnemosyne retained the memories of their past lives. 
The River Lethe was sometimes believed to be the physical embodiment of a goddess of the same name—Lethe, the goddess of forgetfulness and oblivion. The dead who wandered the Asphodel Meadows—a realm for souls who were neither good nor evil in life—were forced to drink from the River Lethe in order to forget their lives.

Achelous, father of the Sirens and husband of Terpsichore, was the god associated with the Achelous River, the largest river in Greece. He was the son of the Titans Oceanus and Tethys.

There is a belief that water retains memory. It represents life and fertility, allowing generation after generation to survive and thrive. Water also represents circulation, essential not only for our survival but for the natural cycle of water itself. It is one of the four classical elements of life, yet it also represents mystery and power. We don’t know how deep we can go to reach the bottom of the deepest ocean—or the depths of ourselves. We don’t know what kinds of creatures or shadows might be lurking there. Sometimes, we are simply helpless against the force of water. While it gives us life, it can just as easily take it away.Using the overhead projector, we will play with animations of water, liquids, and images to create a storyline, scenery, and atmosphere—combining voice, dance, and visuals to tell the story of one family.


1. MNEMOSYME:		Time it was (light)
					Long before the age of Gold 
					The daughters of the air presided
					My daughters
					Nine of them
					What a later age called 
					The Muses
					What I called
					My nine heart scalds
					Jealous as the moon
					Of the North Star
					Pulling the heads off 
					Each other
					Growing their nails
					For scrawbing competitions
					Stealing one another’s dresses
					Hairbands
					Ransacking my purse
					My lipstick
					My shoes
					Cigarettes
					And then denying it
					Drinking my drinks cabinet dry
					Little witches
					But mine
					My nine
					Golden
					Proud
					Unbiddable
					Girls. 
Calliope
					Cleo
					Erato
					Euterpe
					Melpomene
					Polymnia
					Talia
					Urania
					And Terpsichore
					I’d be here forever
					If I recounted all their stories 
					Their hard destinies
					So this night I’ll lie in river Lethe
					And remember
					My little granddaughters
					The sirens
                                                                          Terpsichore’s darlings
					Their father was the river God
					Achelous
					The eldest son of Oceanus
					Their mother as I said
					Was my eldest daughter
					Terpsichore
					My singer and dancer
					And my granddaughters
					The sirens
					Inherited her gifts
					But without her humility
					They were capricious girls
					Arrogant
					Genius sometimes is
Their mother could not control them
					The other muses were jealous of them
					But I loved them and tried to teach them
					To no avail
					I swim in Lethe every night
					The river of forgetting
					I Mnemosyne who am doomed
					To never forget
					Their faces rise in the memory
					My lost dazzling girls
					The sirens.


2. TERPSICHORE:		My Mother
					Mnesoysne
					She who created Time
					Memory
					Language
					All the languages
					Spoken
					And unspoken
					My Mother
					She tried
					Tried to keep us in line
					Me and my sisters
					Tried to make us love
					One another
					And for a time we did
					I was the eldest
					I got all the gifts
					The others were stuck
					With maths
					Science
					The environment
					I got lyric song
					And dance
					No wonder they were jealous
					The little swots
					Little did I know how jealous
					They bided their time
					And took their revenge
					On my daughters
					My innocent girls
					Singers
					Dancers
					Poets.
					The witch sisters
					Weren’t having that
					Their children were boring
					Duds
					Was that my fault?
					Apparently it was
					I saw their jealous rages
					They tore the feathers from my 
					Daughters wings
					Because my daughters voices
					Were higher
					Sweeter
					Than theirs
					Tore their feathers
					And wore them as crowns
					I knew they’d kill them
					If I didn’t remove them
					So I sent them to Demeter
					For safekeeping
					But when the chips were down
					Demeter only cared for her own
					Daughter
					Persephone.


3. DEMETER:			I gave them one job to do
					Terpsichore’s daughters
					The sirens
					One job
					To mind Persephone
					To guard her with their lives
					To keep their eyes peeled
					In case anyone took her
					They couldn’t do that much
					Off flirting with five shepherd lads
					When Pluton
					Erupted out of Hades
					On his black stallions
					And stole my girl
					Of course I cursed them
					What else could I do
					It was grief
					But after I was sorry
					They were young
					And foolish
					By the time I calmed down
					It was too late to save them.


4.ACHELOUS:			Let me tell you about my daughters
					The sirens
					Beautiful children
					Though their mother was a problem
					She refused to live in my water Kingdom
					So I was stuck with weekends
					Birthdays
					That sort of thing
					I taught them the waves
					The tides
					All things river borne
					I loved their Mother
					The dancer
					The singer
					Until the sisters got involved
					And the mother
					The river kept calling me home
					Away from her
					But we loved each other
					And we loved the little daughters
					The lost sirens.


5.THE SIRENS:			We searched high
					And low
					For Persephone
					Demeter’s lost daughter
					When we found her
					She was catatonic
					In Pluton’s bed
					We tried to rouse her
					But Pluton ran us from
					His obsidian Palace
					Chased us down
					With his horses
					Only luck there are
					Five rivers
					That run through Hades
					We dived
					Swam for our lives
					Found our way to the world above
					Our Father Achelous
					Had taught us well
					How to navigate
					Eddies and swirl
					Demeter
					When we told her
					Where Persephone slept
					The sleep of the dead
					Demeter lost her mind
					Dragged us by the hair
					Cut our wings off
					With her scythe
					And fastened us to the cliff face
					Where we cried and cried
					Passers-by think we are
					Singing
					We aren’t
					We want to go home.
					And to our surprise
					The men loved us
					Came far and wide
					To hear our cries
					On the wild cliff face
					Where we dangled and
					Starved
					And froze
					Cries they called Music
					Orpheus transcribed
					Our howls
					Called them divine
					Harmonies
					Even Dorian Apollo
					Strummed his lyre
					At our blue and ivory
					Feet
					When a woman suffers
					She is beautiful
					He said
					We begged him to release
					Us.
					He was a God
					Son of a God
					But he refused
					I can’t deprive the world
					Of such terror and lament
					He said
					The smug arrogant head on him
					And off he flew on his
					Winged feet.



6. MNEMOSYNE:			And they perished
					There
					On the cliff face
					My little granddaughters
					Suffering Demeter’s curse
					And their aunts’ jealous rages
					Under cover of dark
					I bring them
					Water
					Soup
					A bit of comfort
					To their salt sprayed
					Storm wracked
					Sun split 
					Bodies
					Grandmother
					They cry
					Help us
					As I wet their lips
					And spoon broth
					Down their broken throats
					Six of them died like that
					Peisinoe
					Aglaope
					Ligeia
					Molpe
					Himerope
					Aglaopheme
					Six of them
					Mouths open
					Their little faces
					So afraid
					Melding into the cliff
					Forever trapped
					In chalk
					And Limestone
					The last two
					Theixiepeia
					And Parthenope
					Were fading fast
					I called on Demeter
					To rescind her curse.


7.DEMETER:				I told Mnemosyne
					No one is allowed
					Daughters
					Or granddaughters
					Until my daughter
					Persephone
					Is returned to me
					Unharmed
					But Mnemosyne begged
					And I’m not made of stone
					And we are cousins after all
					And she promised to speak 
					To her husband
					Stroke
					Nephew
					That wild card 
					New fangled
					Self-professed
					God of Gods
					The upstart
					Zeus
					On my behalf
					To make him
					Make his troglodyte
					Brother Pluton
					Give my daughter 
					Back from the land
					Of the mouldering dead
					So I lifted the curse
					And freed
					The last two girls
					From the cliff face
					And by way of recompense
					Almost an apology
					Though Goddesses
					Do not apologize
					Ever
					I granted them
					The gift of death
					With their song
					I made them the singers
					Of men
					To their doom
					Not women
					Just men
					Because in my grief
					Over the loss of
					Persephone
					I lay all the blame
					For the evil in the world
					At the feet of men.
					I gave them the gift
					Of dying song
					More powerful
					Than any army
					Thundering over
					The horizon.
					Any man who
					Heard their voice
					Would swoon
					Into the abyss
					And these Sirens
					These granddaughters
					Of Mnemosyne
					Would live only so long as
					Men fell
					I also gave them
					Back their wings
					And gave them fins
					So they could roam
					The upper air
					And the bottomless
					Deep.


8.SIRENS:				Such freedom
					After years
					Pinned to
					The cliff
					Now we sing
					The menchilds
					To sleep
					And they can’t
					Get enough of us
					Come in droves
					Sing 
					They say
					Dance
					They say
					Hold me
					Give me a night
					Of your love songs
					And banter
					Ravish me
					Like no mortal
					Can
					We will
					We say
					Of course we will
					But it’ll cost you
					No matter the cost
					They say
					To be loved
					By a siren
					Is beyond price
					Don’t say we didn’t
					Warn you
					We reply
					We are sorry for them
					But we are
					Daughters of air
					And foam
					Feckless
					We can’t die
					Which means
					We can’t love
					But we can describe it
					Come into my arms
					I say
					Renege your human
					Skin
					Be like us
					Stone
					Once we took out
					A whole fleet
					Three thousand men
					In a balmy afternoon.
					They wept
					Clung
					Take me
					Take me
					They said
					Arms outstretched
					What can we do?
					We can never refuse
					Men
					Anything
					Please the men
					Our mother’s anthem.
					Our Grandmother’s.
					The great Mnemosyne
					Whatever you do
					Please the men
					We please
					And please
					All the manchilds
					To their watery 
					Graves
					At the last second
					They try to escape
					We laugh our heads
					Off
					What’s death to us?
					The deathless ones
					We watch dry eyed
					As they fall 
					Into the waves
					And wait for 
					The next batch
					Of yearning
					Heart struck
					Doom addled
					Sailors
					Only one
					Escaped us
					Odysseus
					Tied himself
					To the mast
					Couldn’t resist
					Hearing our voices
					We heard 
					He’s not doing
					Too well since
					Half here
					Half in the land
					Of wraiths
					So
					Despite Demeter’s curse
					That if a man
					Lived after
					Hearing our dirge
					It would be the end
					Of us
					We’re still here
					Our song
					Eternal
					Our aria
					Searing
					The world.


9.MNEMOSYNE:			And so
					My little granddaughters
					Live
					And so 
					I live
					Carrying all
					Your memories
					Of beauty
					Love
					Terror
					Sorrow
					Your short time
					Here
					And if you’re lucky
					Your long time
					Here
					The real Here
					The only 
					Here
					Among us
					Who made you
					Enough
					I’m tired
					I swim in river Lethe
					To forget
					I
					Mnemosyne
					Who can never forget
					This my fate
					Mother of the world
					Of memory
					Of remembering
					Until Time herself
					Bids me
					To Forget.
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