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CHORUS May Hermes.' gl'id“ of travelers:
speed vou to your home, G lopic g
H[I)‘ld may you gain your hearts C{l(-:‘;:s‘
for you are an honorable man, #
that is clear to me.
[Exit AEGEUS.]
meEpEA O Zeus, O]
Now, friends. I know |
to glorious victory over my €n¢
Now I feel sure they will have to pay-
[ was at a loss, and then this man ‘det‘"red’
who will be a safe haven when my plots are done.
[ can fasten my mooring line to him
when I have made my way to Athens.
And now I will tell you what 1 have 1 m.md_;
listen to this, though 1 doubt you will like it.
I will send a trusted servant to Jason _
who will ask him to meet me face to face.
When he comes, I will give a soothing spe
about how I agree with him and now believe
that his faithless marriage is a first-rate plan,
advantageous and well thought through.
Then I'll plead for the children to stay behind;
not that I want to leave them in this hostile land
[and have my children mistreated by enemies|;
it's part of a trick to kill the king’s daughter.
I'll send them to her with gifts in their hands
[for the bride, so they won't have to leave],
a delicate robe and a golden crown.
Once she takes this finery and puts it on,
she—and whoever touches her—will die
( because of poisons | will spread on the gifts.
That's all there is to say on that subject.
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ustice born of Zeus, O Sun:

am on the path
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\E - But the thought of what I have to do next
N

fills me with griefl: I need to kill the children,
no one should hope to spare them that.

Once I've torn Jason's house apart: I“*ll leave
and pay no price for the poor bovs' death.

[ will bring myself to this unhol& act

because | cannot let my enemies laugh,

[So be it! Why should I live? T have no country

Kyl no home, no way of escaping my troubles.]
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It was a bad mistake to leave my home
{ i - v
\ swayed by the words of a man from Greece
.\ \ but with the gods” help I will punish Fifes, :
He won't see the childr - ‘ .
- ! en we had erow
\ grow up

4. Hermes, the messenge
s, ssenger god, was the child of ;
d of Zeus by i
“cus by the nymph Maia.
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MIEDEA | 1l

and he won't be able to have any more
with his hr‘a?d-ncw bride: no, she's doomed
(0 an agonizing d?ath from my drugs,
No one should thm.k Fam meek and milg .
or passive. I am quite the Opposite: o
harsh to enemies and loyal to friends
the kind of person whose life has glm:v.
(HORLS Now that you have shared this plan with me
[ want tO help you and to honor human law ’ 795
and so I say to you: don't do this thing. ? :
gepea I see why you say that, but there’s no other way;
vou haven't been through the troubles | have. &
corus  You would be able to kill your own children?
MEDEA It is the surest way to wound my hushand. ' KOO
ciorvs  And to make yourself impossibly wretched,
wepeA  So be it. We have done enough téilking.
[MEDEA turns to her attendants.|
One of you servants, go bring Jason here.
And you, the friends I trust with my closest secrets,
if you respect me and have women'’s hearts, 805
you will say nothing about my plan.
|[Exit one of MEDEA's attendants.)
ciorts  The sons of Erechtheus,’ long blessed with wealth,
Athenian offspring of the Olympian gods,
raised in a land untouched by war,
nourished by the glorious arts,
stride easily through the radiant air,
where once, it’s said, the holy Muses®
gave birth to golden Harmony.
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['ve heard that Aphrodite dips her cup

in the streams of clear Cephisus,’

and sends sweet breezes through the land.
Crowned with a twining garland

of fragrant, blooming roses,

she sets Desire at Wisdom's side

to foster all that's good. 820
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How can that land of sacred streams,
that open-hearted city,
be a fitting home for you,

unholy woman,
killer of children? figs

. i i d musical creation, and their birthplace is
?t‘:‘;ans. Erechtheus was a legendary king ?’?eria. , [
4 i . Il t ‘.

v The Muses are the daughters of Zeus and 7. River in Athens

MMemosyne (Memory). They inspire poetic







