Montreal. It takes only an instant to realize that small talk plays no part in Ariane Mnouchkine's repertoire. Her lion-maned shock of speckled gray hair recalls Beethoven, almost as if she had stumbled on the visible signs of her anachronistic identity —an eighteenth-century purist defying this most vulgar and indifferent century to stay out of her way. Which means, by analogy, that whatever she directs with he Théâtre du Soleil in Paris —and for the past two years it has been Les Atrides, a titanic unearthing of Aeschylus's Oresteia trilogy preceded by Euripides' Iphigenia in Aulis—she does with a Beethovenesque obsessiveness that points to a daily life in which she eats choral odes for breakfast, fractured myths for lunch, and divine interventions for dinner. 

Have I made myself clear? This is not your average drop-in, drop-dead theatrical experience. Be prepared for the discomfort of bleacher seats. Prepare yourself, also, to come early and watch the actors putting on makeup and costumes in their open cellular dressing rooms below the bleachers. Exchange a flirtatious glance, as I did, with the deliciously seductive Shahrokh Meshkin Ghalam, who will emerge from the frenzied chorus as a Rita Hayworth Apollo in a Burt Lancaster body, smiling at his own high-flying leaps and making you wonder why the Athenians couldn't find more comfort in carnal sex than carnal destiny. And don't flee quickly form the most noble and thrilling curtain calls in town. 
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