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Premiere Production





Medea, in this version by Ben Power, was first performed in the Olivier auditorium of the National Theatre, London, on 14 July 2014. The cast was as follows:




A Nurse Michaela Coel


Medea’s Two Sons T’jai Adu-Yeboah and/or Ricco Godfrey Brown and/or Trevor Imani and/or Joel Mcdermott and/or Jude Pearce and/or Kyron Wilson


Medea Helen McCrory


Kreon, King of Corinth Martin Turner


Jason Danny Sapani


Aegeus, King of Athens Dominic Rowan


Jason’s Attendant Toby Wharton


Chorus Lorna Brown, Vivien Carter, Amy Griffiths, Hazel Holder, Jane Leaney, Caroline Martin,Daisy Maywood, Yuyu Rau, Petra Söör, Clemmie Sveaas, Naomi Tadevossian, Cath Whitefield, Jane Wymark


Ensemble Simon Desborough, Adrian Grove







Director Carrie Cracknell


Designer Tom Scutt


Lighting Designer Lucy Carter


Choreographer Lucy Guerin


Music Will Gregory, Alison Goldfrapp


Sound Designer Gregory Clarke


Fight Director Owain Gwynn


Company Voice Work Jeannette Nelson, Daniele Lydon


Staff Director Ned Bennett
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Darkness. Light rises on a house in a forest.


The Nurse, a young woman, addresses the audience.




Nurse




Listen.


There’s a story that has to be told.


We who’ve come here today


Have come here for this.


Listen.







This land is not our home.


I wish to the burning earth beneath my feet


We’d never come here.


I wish that ship, the Argo,


Had never sailed to our town.


They came to find a fleece


A thing of myth


And they brought destruction.


Real, leaking blood.







The day it arrived, the death-ship,


The woman I served


Who called me friend


Whose sons I would nurse


Medea


Fell horribly in love.


With the Argo’s captain


With Jason


A demon, a he-devil.







For Jason she betrayed her country





And stole the fabled gold.


For Jason she bewitched


The daughters of old King Pelias,


Making them mad,


Until they slit their royal father’s throat.


For Jason she butchered her own small brother


Apsyrtus,


Hacking his flesh to pieces


And throwing him to the sea


Food for the sharks.


She did all this for him.







In exile then we came here,


Traitors, runaways


To Corinth.


This place.


And at first, we were welcomed.


But now the wheel turns


Our fortune crumbles


And wave on wave of sorrow floods this house.







Jason has betrayed his family


His lawful wife, his sons.


He has left them for Kreusa


The daughter of Kreon,


This country’s king,


And abandoned she who loves him more than life.


He remarries today.







Medea has begged him to remember his vows.


She has begged heaven to make him remember


But all in vain.


He ignores her craving, aching love


And drives her to an awful grief.


She has not eaten


She has not slept


She is half mad with sorrow.







She calls out for her father and her home,


Both abandoned for this wretched place


And still more wretched man.







The Sons run among the trees, playing. The Nurse watches.







And yet


And yet


This river of woe


Hasn’t run its course.







Just now


In the town


I heard the old men talking.


One raised his craggy head and said


That Kreon


For his daughter’s sake


Had vowed to banish Medea


And leave her family without a home.


Who knows if it’s true?


This dirt-strewn place is full of whispers







But I fear this miserable time.


Terrible things breed in broken hearts


And I see in my mistress’ eyes


A fury that won’t be calmed.


She can’t bear to see her sons,


The products of their father,


And pushes them away


Whilst she stays locked up in grief.


It can’t be long before her sorrow turns


As sorrow always does


Into rage.


I know her.


She’ll burn the bliss


Of Jason and his new wife.







Or else


Or else


(I can only whisper what I fear the most)


Worse, much worse


She’ll turn a bloody hand to her own house


Her own family.







I ask you


Who watch in darkness


Can there be any ending but this?


We are all of us trapped in this pain.


There is nothing for us


But this story


In this place


For ever.







A group crosses the stage, carrying preparations for a wedding.


We hear a terrible howl.


Enter slowly, curiously, a group of women: the Chorus.





Chorus




You there.


You.







The Nurse turns.







Can this be Medea,


Who once showed kindness


To all the women of Corinth?


Why is this house


This happy, family home


Now flooding with tears?





Nurse




This is no family home.


This family died


The day Jason left





For the bed of his new wife.


And my mistress, your friend,


Pines away


Weeps herself into nothingness


And cannot be consoled.







Another howl.





Chorus




This helpless wife


Must not hate her husband for leaving.


Fate will judge him when the time comes.


Don’t let her waste away


Begging for death.


It’s an insult to the gods


To ask for an end before the appointed time.





Medea (unseen)




Oh my father, my homeland.


Did I abandon you for this?





Nurse




Now you see


That this is not an everyday grief.


This is a raging scream


Of terror and of hopelessness.







Be warned:


This is the start.


The end will be terrible.





Chorus




We are not here to listen


To her morbid self-pity,


But because there’s a chance


That this terrible grief


Could make her do something foolish …


Bring her out.


Tell her we have words


Of commiseration for her.


If she’ll put her anger to one side


And speak calmly to us,


We’ll happily extend


The hand of friendship.





Nurse




I’ll go


But it won’t do any good.


She just snarls and glares


When anyone approaches


Like a lioness protecting her cubs.


But her cubs are here, with me


She won’t let them near her.


What she guards is her loss,


Nurturing it into fury.







I wish grief could be cured


By soft words!


Nothing


Nothing


Can come between this woman


And her misery.







But I will try


And speak to her again.





 Chorus




Bring her out and …







 Another howl.







These screams and curses


These are the signs of a raving mind.







She comes!







Enter Medea.








Medea




Look, women of Corinth,


You wives, sisters, daughters, mothers,


Here I am.







I don’t expect you to console me


(There is no consolation)


But I do need to make sure


That when you talk of me


When you tell my story


You tell the truth.


Many people before now


Have shown emotion in the face of disaster,


And you have called them self-indulgent.


I have heard you.







I have been wronged.


Listen to me


And then say if my grief is excessive.







He was everything to me


And he has gone.


My own husband


Transformed into a serpent


Slithering from my bed to another,


And leaving me abandoned. Alone.







Oh, the fate of a wife.


We give all we have to our husbands


Our dignity


Our self-rule


Throwing ourselves on the mercy of his lust.


He takes what he wants, who he wants,


We are without agency, subject to his will.


We give up everything


And what do we get in return?


Tyranny.


Then abandonment.







Men say we live secure and safe


While they go to war to defend us.


But is it not safer to fight


In a thousand awful battles,


Spilling blood on an enemy’s sword,


Than once face the dangers of childbirth


The unknown agonies


As death and life dance together?


But for him, I did it.


I gave him two sons.







And more.


I turned on my family


My home


And came here, to this wretched place.


I became a traitor.







I broke my father’s heart and I smiled.


I felt my brother’s blood on my hands and I smiled.


I watched a king’s throat open like a second mouth.


I did it all for him.







Tell me how a man


Who I worshipped as a god


Can suddenly turn into a devil?







I know you don’t want to hear this story.


You have husbands,


You’re close to your fathers, your families.


I am destitute.


I have no city


No father


No brother.


There is no haven for me now, no safety.


There is only destruction.


Soon I’ll find a way


To revenge myself





On him who was mine


On his virgin bride and on her royal father.







For we women


Though not designed for battle,


Still when we have been wronged,


Our hearts can overflow with deadly passion


And venomous steel.


So go, please.


Don’t stay here


In case the plague that haunts my door


Turns itself on you.


I’ll do better by myself.


I want nothing but your silence.


Keep my grief a secret.





Chorus




We’ll keep silent for you,


You wretched woman.


Your revenge, if you can take it,


Would be well justified.







But perhaps there is some hope for you.


The king approaches!


Kreon.







Enter Kreon with Guards and Servants. He is dressed for the wedding.





Kreon




Medea. Listen to me.


I don’t have long.


It’s the day of my only daughter’s wedding


And I’d rather be anywhere than here.







But news of your cursing, wailing,


All your threats of vengeance has reached me


And I am forced to act.










Remove yourself from this place.


From this moment you’re exiled.


Pick up your things, take your children, and leave this country.
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