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Herodias

Oh, yes, I see it well, and the stars 
are falling like unripe fi gs, are they 
not?  And the sun is becoming black 
like a sackcloth of hair, and the kings 
of the earth are afraid.

That at least one can see.  The 
prophet is right in that prediction at 
least, for truly the kings of the earth 
are afraid.

Let us go in!  You are sick.  They 
will say in Rome that you are mad.  Let 
us go in, I tell you!

Iokanaan’s Voice

Who is this who comð from Edom?  
Who is this who comð from Bozra?  
Whose raiment is dyed with purple?  
Who shinð in the beauty of his 
garments?  Who walkð mighty in his 
greatness?  Why is þy raiment stained 
with scarlet?

Herodias

Let us go in!  That man maddens me.  I 
will not have my daughter dance while 
he continually cries out.  I will not have 
her dance while you look at her this 
way.  In a word, I will not have her 
dance.

Herod

Do not rise, my wife, my queen, it will 
gain þee nothing!  I will not go till she 
haþ danced.  Dance, Salome, dance for 
me!

Herodias

Do not dance, my daughter!

Salome

I am ready, Tetrarch.

[Salome dances the dance of the 
seven veils.]

Herod

Ah!  Wonderful!  Wonderful!  You 
see that she has danced for me, your 
daughter.  Come near, Salome, come 
near, that I may give þee þy fee! 
Ah.  I pay a royal price to those who 
dance for my pleasure.  I will pay þee 
royally.  I will give þee whatsoever þy 
soul desirð.  What wouldst þou have?  
Speak!

Salome [Kneeling.]
In a silver charger I want...

Herod [Laughing.]
In a silver charger?  Surely yes, in 
a silver charger.  She is charming, is 
she not?  What is it that þou wouldst 
have in a silver charger, oh sweet and 
fair Salome, þou that art fairer than 
all the daughters of Iudæa?  What 
wouldst þou have them bring þee in a 
silver charger?  Tell me!  Whatever it 
is, þou shalt receive it.  My treasures 
belong to þee.  What is it that þou 
would have, Salome?

Salome [Rising.]
The head of Iokanaan.

Herodias

Ah!  That is well said, my daughter.

Herod

No!  No!

Herodias

That is well said, my daughter.
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Herod

No, no, Salome!  It is not that þou 
want.  Do not listen to þy mother‛s 
voice!  She is ever giving þee evil 
counsel.  Do not heed her!

Salome

It is not my mother‛s voice that I 
heed.  It is for mine own pleasure that 
I ask the head of Iokanaan in a silver 
charger.  Þou have sworn an oath, 
Herod.  Forget not ye have sworn an 
oath!

Herod

I know it.  I have sworn an oath by my 
gods.  I know it well.  But, I pray þee, 
Salome, ask for something else.  Ask 
of me for half my kingdom, and I will 
give it þee.  Do not ask for what þy lips 
have asked!

Salome

I want the head of Iokanaan.

Herod

No, no!  I will not give it to þee.

Salome

You have sworn an oath, Herod.

Herodias

Yes, you have sworn an oath.  
Everybody heard you.  You swore it 
before everyone.

Herod

Silence, woman!  It is not to you I am 
talking.

Herodias

My daughter has done well to ask for 
the head of Iokanaan.  He has covered 
me with insults.  He haþ said the 
unspeakable against me.  One sees she 
loves her mother well.  Do not yield, 
my daughter!  He has sworn an oath; 
he has sworn an oath.

Herod

Silence!  Speak not to me!
Salome, I pray þee be not stubborn!  

I have always been kind to þee.  I have 
always loved þee.  It may be that I 
have loved þee too much.  Therefore 
ask not this of me.  

This is a terrible thing, an awful 
thing to ask.  Surely þou art teasing.  
The head of a man cut from his body is 
terrible to look on, is it not?  It is not 
proper that a virgin‛s eyes should look 
upon it.  What pleasure couldst þou get 
from it?  There is no pleasure that þou 
couldst get.  No, no!  It is not that you 
want.

Listen to me.  I have an emerald, a 
great round emerald that a minion of 
Cæsar sent to me.  When þou gazð into 
this emerald þou can see that which 
passð afar.  Cæsar himself carries 
such an emerald when he goes to the 
circus.  But my emerald is larger.  I 
know that it is larger.  It is the largest 
emerald in the world.  Þou will take 
that, will þou not?  Ask me and I will 
give it to þee!

Salome

I demand the head of Iokanaan.
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Herod

Þou art not listening.  Þou art not 
listening.  Permit me to speak, Salome!

Salome

Give me the head of Iokanaan!

Herod

No, no, þou do not want that!  Þou 
sayest that only to trouble me because 
I have constantly looked at þee this 
night.  It is true, I looked at þee 
overly much.  Þy beauty fascinated me.  
Þy beauty has grievously fascinated 
me, and I have looked much at þee.  
But I will look at þee no more.

One should not look at anything 
too much.  Neither at things, nor at 
people.  Only in mirrors is it proper to 
look, for mirrors do but show us masks 
we ourselves create.

Oh!  Oh!  Bring wine!  I thirst.
Salome, Salome, let us be friends.  

What think þee?
Ah.  What would I say?  What 

was‛t?  
Ah!  I remember it.
Salome—nay, but come nearer 

to me; I fear þou will not hear my 
words—Salome, þou knowest my white 
peacocks, my beautiful white peacocks, 
that walk in the garden between the 
myrtles and the tall cypress-trees.  
Their beaks are gilded with gold and 
the grains they eat are coated with 
gold, and their feet are stained purple.

When they cry out the rain comes, 
and the moon shows herself in the 
heavens when they spread their tails.  
Two by two they walk between the 
cypress-trees and the black myrtles, 

and each has a slave to tend it.  
Sometimes they fl y across the trees, 
and anon they crouch in the grass, or 
rest around the refl ecting pools that 
mirror the moon in sky.

There are not in all the world birds 
so wonderful.  I know that Cæsar 
himself has no birds so beautiful as 
my birds.  I will give þee fi fty of my 
peacocks.  They will follow þee where 
ever þou go.  In the midst of them þou 
wilt be like unto the moon in the midst 
of a great white cloud.  I will give all 
of them to þee.  I have but a hundred, 
and in the whole world there is no king 
who has peacocks like my peacocks.  
But I will give them all to þee.

Only þou must release me from my 
oath, and not ask of me for what your 
lips have asked.

[He empties the cup of wine.]

Salome

Give me the head of Iokanaan!

Herodias

Well said, my daughter.  As for you, 
you are ridiculous with your peacocks.

Herod

Quiet!  Þy are always crying out.  Þou 
cry out like a beast of prey.  Þy must 
not speak in such fashion.  Þy voice 
wearies me.  Quiet, I tell you!

Salome, think on what þou do!  It 
may be that this man comes from God.  
He is a holy man.  The fi nger of God 
touched him.  God has put terrible 
words into his mouth.  In the palace, as 
in the desert, God is ever with him.  It 
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may be that he is—one cannot tell, but 
it is possible that God is with him and 
for him.

If he die some evil may befall me.  
Verily, he predicts that evil will befall 
someone on the day whereon he dies.  
On whom should it fall, if not on me?

Remember, I slipped in blood 
when I came hither.  Did I not hear a 
beating of wings in the air, a beating 
of vast wings?  These are ill omens.  
And there were other things.  I am 
sure that there were other things, 
though I saw them not.  Þou do not 
want some evil should affl ict me?  
Salome, listen to me!

Salome

Give me the head of Iokanaan!

Herod

Ah!  Þou are not listening to me.  Be 
calm!  As for me, am I not calm?  I 
am altogether calm.  Listen!  I have 
gems hidden here—gems that even þy 
mother has never seen; gems that are 
marvelous to look at.

I have a collar of pearls, set in 
four rows.  They are moons chained by 
silver rays.  They are half a hundred 
moons caught in a golden net.  On a 
queen‛s ivory breast they have rested.  
Þou shalt be as fair as a queen when 
þou wearest them.  

I have amethysts of two kinds; one 
that is black as the wine dark sea, and 
one that is red like wine mixed with 
a little water.  I have topazes yellow 
as tigers‛ eyes, and topazes that are 
pink as wood-pigeon‛s eyes, and green 
topazes like cats‛ eyes.  I have opals 

that burn with a fl ame that is cold as 
ice, opals that affl ict men‛s minds until 
they fear shadows.  I have onyxes like 
a dead woman‛s eyeballs.

 I have moonstones that change 
as the moon changes, and become 
pale when they see the sun.  I have 
sapphires as big as eggs and as blue as 
an Iris.  The sea wanders within them, 
and the moon never troubles the blue 
of their waves.  I have chrysolites and 
beryls, and chrysoprases and rubies; I 
have stones of sardony, hyacinth, and 
chalcedony.  I will give them all to þee, 
all, and other things will I add to them.

The King of the Indies has sent 
me four fans fashioned from parrot‛s 
feathers, and the King of Numidia sent 
me an ostrich feather cloak.

I have a crystal, into which it is not 
lawful for a woman to look, nor may 
young men behold it until they have 
been beaten with rods.

In a coffer of nacre I have three 
wondrous turquoises.  He who wears 
them on his forehead can imagine 
things which are not, and he who 
carries them in his hand can make a 
fruitful woman barren.

These are all great treasures.  
They are treasures above all price.  
But this is not all.  In an ebony coffer 
I have two cups of amber that appear 
as pure gold.  If an enemy pour poison 
into these cups they change to appear 
as silver.

In a coffer incrusted with amber 
I have sandals covered with diamonds.  
I have mantles that have been 
brought from the land of the Serer, 
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and bracelets decked about with 
carbuncles and with iade that come 
from the city of Euphrates.

What can þou want more than this, 
Salome?  Tell me the thing that þou 
desire, and I will give it to þee.  All 
that þou ask I will give þee, save one 
thing only.  I will give þee all that is 
mine, save only the life of one man.  

I will give þee the mantle of the 
high priest.  I will give þee the veil of 
the sanctuary.

The Iews

Oh!  Oh!

Salome

Give me the head of Iokanaan!

Herod [Sinking back in his seat.]

Let her be given what she asks!  Truly 
she is her mother‛s child.

[The fi rst soldier approaches.

Herodias draws the ring of death 
from the hand of the Tetrarch, 
and gives it to him.  

He takes it to the executioner.  

The executioner looks scared.]
Who has taken my ring?  There 

was a ring on my right hand.  Who has 
drunk my wine?  There was wine in 
my cup.  It was full of wine.  Someone 
drunk it.  Oh.  Surely evil will befall 
someone.

[The executioner goes down into 

the cistern.]

Herod

Ah!  Wherefore did I give my oath?  
Hereafter let no king swear an oath.  
If he keep it not, it is terrible, and if 
he keep it, it is terrible also.

Herodias

My daughter has done well.

Herod

I am sure that some misfortune will 
happen.

Salome

[She leans over the cistern and 
listens.]
There is no sound.  I hear nothing.  
Why does he not cry out, this man?  
Ah.  If any man sought to kill me, I 
would cry out; I would struggle; I 
would not permit it.

Strike, strike, Naaman, strike, I 
tell you!

No, I hear nothing.  There is 
a silence, a terrible silence.  Ah!  
Something fell on the ground.  I heard 
something fall.  It was the sword of 
the executioner.  He is afraid, this 
slave.  He has dropped his sword.  He 
dares not kill him.  He is a coward, this 
slave.  Let soldiers be sent.
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[She sees Aratus and addresses 
him.]

Come hither Aratus!  Þou wert the 
friend of him who is dead, were þou 
not?  Well, I tell þee, there are not 
enough dead men.  Go to the soldiers 
and bid them go down and bring me 
what I want, that which the Tetrarch 
promised me, that which is mine!

[Aratus recoils.  Salome turns to 
the soldiers.]

Hither, ye soldiers!  Get ye down 
into this cistern and bring me the 
head of this man!  Tetrarch, Tetrarch, 
command þy soldiers to bring me the 
head of Iokanaan!

[A huge black arm, the arm of 
the executioner, comes forth 
from the cistern, bearing on 
a silver shield the head of 
Iokanaan.  

Salome seizes it.  

Herod hides his face with his 
cloak.  Herodias smiles and fans 
herself.  The Nazarenes fall on 
their knees and begin to pray.]

Salome 

Ah!  Þou wouldst not allow me to kiss 
þy red mouth, Iokanaan.  Well, I shall 
kiss it now.  I will bite it with my teeth 
as one bites a ripe fruit.  Yes, I will 
kiss þy mouth, Iokanaan.  I said it; did 
I not say it?  I said it.  Ah, I will kiss 
it now.

But wherefore dost þou not look 
at me, Iokanaan?  Þine eyes that were 
so full of rage and scorn are shut 
now.  Why are they shut?  Open þine 
eyes!  Lift up þine eyelids, Iokanaan!  
Wherefore dost þou not look at me?  
Art þou afraid of me, Iokanaan, that 
þou wilt not look at me?

And þy tongue, that was like a red 
snake darting poison, it moveð no more, 
it speaks no words, Iokanaan, that 
scarlet viper that spat its venom upon 
me.  It is strange, is it not?  How is it 
that the red viper stirð  no longer?
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Why did þou not lookð  at me, 
Iokanaan?  With the shield of þine 
hands, and with the cloak of þy angry 
words þou hidð  þy face.  Þou put over 
þy eyes the blindfold of him who would 
only see God.

Well, now þou see þy God, Iokanaan, 
but me, me þou didst  never see.  If 
þou had seen me, þou would have loved 
me.  I saw þee, and I loved þee.  Oh, 
how much I loved þee.  I love þee yet, 
Iokanaan.  I love only þee.

I am thirsty for þy beauty.  I am 
hungry for þy body.  Neither wine nor 
apples appease my desires.  What shall 
I do now, Iokanaan?  Neither fl oods 
nor the great waters can quench my 
passion.  I was a princess, and þou 
scorned me.  I was a virgin, and þou 
took my virginity.  I was cold and 
chaste; þou fi lled my veins with fi re.

Ah.  Ah.  Why did þou not look at 
me?  If þou had looked at me, þou 
would have loved me.  I know that þou 
would have loved me.  The mystery of 
love is greater than the mystery of 
death.

Þou wouldst have none of me, 
Iokanaan.  Þou disdained me.  Þou didst 
speakð  evil words against me.  Þou 
didst treat me as a harlot,  a wanton 
woman: To me!  A virgin!  Salome, 
daughter of Herodias, Princess of 
Iudæa!  

Well, I still live, but þou art dead, 
and þy head belongð  to me.  I can do 
with it what I will.  I can throw it to 
the dogs or to the birds of the air.  
That which the dogs leave, the birds 
of the air shall devour  

Ah, Iokanaan, Iokanaan, þou wert 
the man that I loved alone among men.  
All other men were hateful to me.  But 
þou wert beautiful.  Þy body was a 
column of ivory set upon feet of silver.  
It was a garden full of doves and lilies 
of silver.  It was a tower of silver 
decked with shields of ivory.  There 
was nothing in the world so white as þy 
body.  There was nothing in the world 
so black as þy hair.  In the whole world 
there was nothing so red as þy mouth.

Þy voice was a censer that 
scattered strange perfume, and when 
I looked on þee I heard strange music 
and felt things moving beneath my 
silver belt.  Ah.
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Salome’s Voice

Ah!  I kiss þy mouth, Iokanaan, I kiss 
þy red mouth.  There is a bitter taste 
on þy lips.  Is it the taste of blood?

Nay; but maybe it is the taste of 
love.  They say love has a bitter taste.  
But what matter?  What matter?  I 
have kissed þy mouth, Iokanaan, I have 
kissed þy mouth.

 

[A bit of red moonlight falls on 
Salome and illumines her.]

Herod [Turning round and seeing 
Salome.]
Kill that woman!

Herod

She is monstrous, þy daughter; I tell 
you she is monstrous.  In truth, what 
she haþ done is a great crime.  I am 
sure that it is a crime against God.

Herodias

I am pleased with my daughter.  She 
haþ done well.  I would stay here.

Herod [Rising.]
Ah!  There speaks my brother‛s wife.  

Come!  I will not stayð in this place.  
Come, I tell þee!  Surely some terrible 
thing will happen.  

Manasseh, Issachar, Ozias, put out 
the torches!  I will not look upon these 
things;  I will not suffer these things 
to look at me.

Put out the torches!  Hide the 
moon!  Hide the stars!  Let us hidð 
ourselves in our palace, Herodias.  I am 
afraid.

[The Slaves put out the torches.  
The stars disappear.  

A great cloud drifts across the 
moon hiding the eclipse.  

The stage becomes quite dark.  

The Tetrarch climbs the circular 
staircase.]

[The soldiers rush forward and 
crush beneath their shields 
Salome, daughter of Herodias, 
princess of Iudæa.]

[CURTAIN.]
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