
Monologue 1: Nurse 
 

How I wish the Argo never had reached the land 

Of Colchis, helmed by the heroes who in Pelias' name attempted 

The Golden Fleece! For then my mistress Medea 

Would not have sailed for the towers of the land of lolcus, 

Her heart on fire with passionate love for Jason; 

Nor would she have persuaded the daughters of Pelias 

To kill their father, and now be living here 

In Corinth with her husband and children. She  

Delighted the people of her land of exile, 

And she herself helped Jason in every way, 

This is indeed the greatest salvation of all— 

For the wife not to stand apart from the husband.  

But now there's hatred everywhere, Love is diseased. 

For, deserting his own children and my mistress, 

Jason has taken a royal wife to his bed, 

The daughter of Creon, the ruler of this land. 

And poor Medea is slighted, and cries aloud on the  

Vows they made to each other, the right hands clasped 

In eternal promise. She calls upon the gods to witness 

What sort of return Jason has made to her love. 

She lies without food and gives herself up to suffering, 

Wasting away every moment of the day in tears.  

So it has gone since she knew herself slighted by him. 

Not stirring an eye, not moving her face from the ground, 

No more than either a rock or surging sea water 

She listens when she is given friendly advice. 

Except that sometimes she twists back her white neck and  

Moans to herself, calling out on her father's name, 

And her land, and her home betrayed when she came away with 

A man who now is determined to dishonor her. 

Poor creature, she has discovered by her sufferings 

What it means to one not to have lost one's own country.  

She has turned from the children and does not like to see them. 

I am afraid she may think of some dreadful thing, 

For her heart is violent.  

 

 



Monologue 2: Chorus 

 
Flow backward to your sources, sacred rivers,  

And let the world's great order be reversed. 

It is the thoughts of men that are deceitful, 

Their pledges that are loose.  

Story shall now turn my condition to a fair one, 

Women are paid their due, 

No more shall evil-sounding fame be theirs. 

Cease now, you muses of the ancient singers, 

To tell the tale of my unfaithfulness; 

For not on us did Phoebus, lord of music, 

Bestow the lyre's divine  

Power, for otherwise I should have sung an answer 

To the other sex. Long time 

Has much to tell of us, and much of them. 

You sailed away from your father's home, 

With a heart on fire you passed 

The double rocks of the sea. 

And now in a foreign country  

You have lost your rest in a widowed bed, 

And are driven forth, a refugee 

In dishonor from the land. 

Good faith has gone, and no more remains 

In great Greece a sense of shame. 

It has flown away to the sky. 

No father's house for a haven 

Is at hand for you now, and another queen 

Of your bed has dispossessed you and 

Is mistress of your home.  

 

 

 

 

 

 



Monologue 3: Jason 

 
You hateful thing, you woman most utterly loathed 

By the gods and me and by all the race of mankind, 

You who have had the heart to raise a sword against  

Your children, you, their mother, and left me childless— 

You have done this, and do you still look at the sun 

And at the earth, after these most fearful doings? 

I wish you dead. Now I see it plain, though at that time 

I did not, when I took you from your foreign home  

And brought you to a Greek house, you, an evil thing, 

A traitress to your father and your native land. 

The gods hurled the avenging curse of yours on me. 

For your own brother you slew at your own hearthside, 

And then came aboard that beautiful ship, the Argo.  

And that was your beginning. When you were married 

To me, your husband, and had borne children to me, 

For the sake of pleasure in the bed you killed them. 

There is no Greek woman who would have dared such deeds, 

Out of all those whom I passed over and chose you  

To marry instead, a bitter destructive match, 

A monster, not a woman, having a nature 

Wilder than that of Scylla in the Tuscan sea. 

Ah! no, not if I had ten thousand words of shame 

Could I sting you. You are naturally so brazen.  

Go, worker in evil, stained with your children's blood. 

For me remains to cry aloud upon my fate, 

Who will get no pleasure from my newly wedded love, 

And the boys whom I begot and brought up, never 

Shall I speak to them alive. Oh, my life is over!  

 

 

 

 

 

 



Monologue 4: Messenger 
 
Our mistress, whom we honor now instead of you, 
Was keeping her eye fixed eagerly on Jason. 
Afterwards, however, she covered up her eyes, 
Her cheek paled, and she turned herself away from him, 
So disgusted was she at the children's coming there. 
But your husband tried to end the girl's bad temper,  
And said "You must not look unkindly on your friends. 
Cease to be angry. Turn your head to me again. 
Have as your friends the same ones as your husband has. 
And take these gifts, and beg your father to reprieve 
These children from their exile. Do it for my sake."  
She, when she saw the dress, could not restrain herself. 
She agreed with all her husband said, and before 
He and the children had gone far from the palace, 
She took the gorgeous robe and dressed herself in it, 
And put the golden crown around her curly locks,  
Then she rose from her chair and walked about the room, 
All overjoyed with the present.  
But after that it was a fearful thing to see. 
The color of her face changed, and she staggered back, 
She ran, and her legs trembled, and she only just 
Managed to reach a chair without falling flat down.  
An aged woman servant who, I take it, thought 
This was some seizure of Pan or another god, 
Cried out "God bless us," but that was before she saw 
The white foam breaking through her lips and her rolling 
The pupils of her eyes and her face all bloodless.  
Then she raised a different cry from that "God bless us," 
A huge shriek, and the women ran. 
The whole of the palace rang as they went running.  
When she, poor girl, opened her shut and speechless eye, 
And with a terrible groan she came to herself. 
The wreath of gold that was resting around her head 
Let forth a fearful stream of all-devouring fire, 
And the finely woven dress your children gave to her, 
Was fastening on the unhappy girl's fine flesh. 
She leapt up from the chair, and all on fire she ran,  
Shaking her hair now this way and now that, trying 
To hurl the diadem away; but fixedly 
The gold preserved its grip, and, when she shook her hair, 
Then more and twice as fiercely the fire blazed out. 
Till, beaten by her fate, she fell down to the ground,  
Hard to be recognized except by a parent. 



Monologue 5: Medea 

 
Listen to these words that are not spoken idly. 

I shall send one of my servants to find Jason 

And request him to come once more into my sight. 

And when he comes, the words I'll say will be soft ones. 

I'll say that I agree with him, that I approve 

The royal wedding he has made, betraying me. 

I'll say it was profitable, an excellent idea. 

But I shall beg that my children may remain here:  

Not that I would leave in a country that hates me 

Children of mine to feel their enemies' insults, 

But that by a trick I may kill the king's daughter. 

For I will send the children with gifts in their hands 

To carry to the bride, so as not to be banished—  

A finely woven dress and a golden diadem. 

And if she takes them and wears them upon her skin 

She and all who touch the girl will die in agony; 

Such poison will I lay upon the gifts I send. 

But there, however, I must leave that account paid.  

I weep to think of what a deed I have to do 

Next after that; for I shall kill my own children. 

My children, there is none who can give them safety. 

And when I have ruined the whole of Jason's house, 

I shall leave the land and flee from the murder of my  

Dear children, and I shall have done a dreadful deed. 

For it is not bearable to be mocked by enemies. 

So it must happen. What profit have I in life? 

I have no land, no home, no refuge from my pain. 

My mistake was made the time I left behind me 

My father's house, and trusted the words of a Greek, 

Who, with heaven's help, will pay me the price for that. 

For those children he had from me he will never 

See alive again, nor will he on his new bride 

Beget another child, for she is to be forced  

To die a most terrible death by these my poisons. 

Let no one think me a weak one, feeble-spirited, 

A stay-at-home, but rather just the opposite, 

One who can hurt my enemies and help my friends; 

For the lives of such persons are most remembered. 


