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CHARACTERS
MEDEA

HER HUSBAND

INNKEEPER
THE MILKY WAY
A CHORUS OF FLAMES

SET

The set contains a living room, complete with a flat-screen TV, 

a windy mountain road, 

a red Alfa-Romeo curving up the mountain road, 

a grand Lodge (with 3 small cabins) alongside a running stream,  

and the Milky Way.   

NOTES

Medea and her husband should be played as though they have known each other for at least a century. Medea should not be combative or quick to anger. She wears a small gold pendant in the shape of a diadem on her neck, small pearls at the five points of crown. 

The Alfa-Romeo should be a model from the late 1970s, and not in the best condition. It needs to have been driven in and around Mount Etna, preferably in the small town of Taormina. Please, only one candy bar in the glove compartment. Candy bar must have nougat, almonds and caramel. (Check at specialty stores that sell UK-imported goods.) 
The chorus of flames is like a raging river, is like the “bloody tyrant time.”

The set should suggest “mood” rather than true background. However, piles of ice and snow may be wheel-barrowed in for the second and third movements.  
The play should be performed with an unwilling audience. 
FIRST MOVEMENT

Scene 1

A young woman—Medea—lies on an expensive white couch. 

Near her, on an antique cherry sideboard, is a fondue pot. 

Blue-orange flames shoot out from underneath the pot.  

Medea burns her red-checked shirt sleeves each time 
she reaches over to grab a piece of bread.

The glass coffee table is free 
from even a single fingerprint. 

The glass jar filled with insects. 

The yeasty smell of beer fills the room.

Her husband reads 

while Medea’s cuffs remain sooty. 

Medea

I’m dead serious when I say all I want to do is drink beer 
and eat stinky cheese that smells and looks like dead matter 
from inside an old man’s nose until my middle bloats 
and the gas in my expanding middle creates enough momentum 
so I fall off the couch, and onto the floor. Off with your head! 
If I’m lucky, I can choreograph my fall just right 
so my pretty little head lands right on the floor cushions.

If I’m not so lucky, the karma whipsmarts! me so fast,

my face catches the corner of the coffee table 
and I bleed a little on the rug. Blood, blood. In the evening, 
blood appeals to me. The day like a black crow, gauging my eyes 
with its bloodied beak. My husband has other designs, 
which I’ll explain in a minute, but all I want to do is relax 
and watch the national evening news. Or look at the insects
in my glass jar. Consider and float. The only real civilized way
to unwind after a long day. My fondness for inaction. 
“Live in hiding,” Epicurus says to the philosopher,

not because he thinks the philosopher is some stupid idiot 
who cannot resist the temptations of regular life, but because
he understands the fruitfulness of seclusion, the garden grass 

smoked in pleasure. The dialogue only visible to the insects. 
Would you try a chocolate-covered ant if I offered one to you? 

Husband

What do you mean, try?  

He does not look up from his magazine. 
Medea

Try as in to eat. To initially slice with your divine teeth 
only to masticate with your back molars. As in to be 
adventurous, to eat where others have eaten and enjoyed. 

Her arms above her head in a wild totem pose. 

Husband

Why don’t we go see if the landlord mowed the lawn? 
See if we can’t slip into each other’s arms, pretend 
the hooting owl displaced from the storm is really us? 
Whoooo, whoooo, who cooks for who?

Scene 2

Medea and her husband watch a western 

they’ve already seen two hundred and fifty-eight times. 

Medea lies on the floor in front of the TV. 

Her husband sits on the couch, 

stacks of unpaid bills surround him. 

The dusty greens and beiges 
of the desertscape are soothing to the eye. 

Medea


She speaks directly to the audience.

My husband likes to do this. Repeat his experiences. 
I mean, who actually likes watching a movie they’ve seen 

two hundred and fifty-eight times? He’s trying to maximize 

his happiness. Obviously, he’s not going to win. No one wins

against Pain. He’s been fighting Pain a lot lately. His face muscles 
built with Pain’s imagining. I notice the difference, 

even if my husband doesn’t appreciate his new cheekiness. 


At the commercial, she places a cowboy hat over her face.

I sleep under a saguaro tree. 
With snakes curling round my pelvis,
I am the eternal tree. 

Can I lick the stamps for you?

Husband

Of course. 

He hands her a sheet of stamps. 

Have I ever seen this movie before? 
Medea

What we need is more of an occasion, iron out 
our differences. I can’t be expected to watch television 
every night until I’m eighty. Before you got home
I found myself passed out, on the rug, just as you see me now. 
The net’s been too high for too long. You’ve been playing 
to my disadvantage. My weedy appetite is getting out of hand. 
I can’t be expected to reinvigorate two thousand years 
of thinking by myself. Please, help. S.O.S.   

Husband

Medea! What’s with you lately? 

Medea

I feel restless. 
Will you tie this blindfold on me?  

Husband

No, I will not. Now, should I make a fire? 
I can make fire for us in the backyard, and make us 
a proper cowboy’s breakfast. You like my eggs

or, I can make pancakes. 

Medea

Do we even have eggs? Or milk? Is this just an excuse
for maple syrup? How can you cook in the dark? 
Husband

The light from the fire will give me all 
the light I need.

Medea

What is your true gift to me? I want it evenly. 
Without examining entrails or reading tea leaves, 
I want it now, and I want it evenly. 

She makes a gun with her thumb and forefinger, 
admiring how nicely her nails are growing in. 
She slowly aims the gun at her husband, then pulls 
the trigger near her own head. 


The fire pit’s flames rise.  

