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Arrows whine through the air as half the men of the Argo fire on my father’s ships.
I duck my head, panic settling like a stone in my stomach when from behind me, I hear a small voice whisper, ‘Medea?’
I whirl around to find my brother cowered behind a barrel, his face pale and green-hued.
‘Absyrtus! What are you doing? You should not be here.’ I lower my voice to a harsh whisper, and his bottom lip trembles, his eyes filling with tears.
I raise my hands and check around me to find the men of the Argo occupied with their weapons.
‘I followed you. I want to go home, Medea.’ he whispers, his little hand reaching to take mine.
A sharp pang of longing hits my chest.
What am I doing here?
I am left momentarily speechless while I try to gather up something to answer.
All that comes to mind is Jason. Jason and his promises of a good life. But I have a good life. I have Hecate, my priestess hood laid out waiting for me.
I had-
Jason appears in the corner of my eye, and it all melts away.
I try to grasp for what I had been thinking of, and nothing comes but Jason’s name.
‘Medea?’ I hear Absyrtus’ little voice call again, but I cannot take my eyes off the man that saved me- but I had not needed sav-
‘Who do we have here?’ a cold, unfamiliar voice asks. Jason turns to look at us, a cold look pinning me, spreading across my skin. Had he looked this cold before?
No, silly Medea, do not fret, he is simply worrying himself about escaping with the fleece. Some voice looming above me reassures.
Everyone on the ship quits their fighting and turns to find me crouched beside my brother.
[bookmark: _Int_kkDSkLCk]We look so unlike the rest of them. Our skin darker, our features smoother, while these men had golden streaks in their hair, their clothes tattered, and salt-stained.
They crowd around us like predators. A circle of wolves gathering around a whimpering lamb.
I instinctually move closer to Jason, all but forgetting the little boy gripping my hand.
‘My brother, he snuck onto the ship.’ I try to pry his fingers away.
Jason frowns at the boy clinging to my hip. His hands tremble against my dress; his face tucked against the curve of my waist. He looks so frightened, and I desperately want to carry him home to the castle and tuck him safely inside his bed.
‘Jason, he could be here to bring the princess back.’ The biggest man with the coldest stare grunts, shouldering his way to the front of the crowd to stand beside his captain.
Absyrtus little eyes glance up to me, and he clings to me harder.
The other men pipe in their agreement, agreeing with Herakles, and nodding at Jason.
‘He could be a spy, here to take down the ship!’ an unfamiliar voice called from somewhere else.
More voices began to pipe in, with notions of my infant brother coming upon their ship to slaughter them for their treachery.
‘He is just a boy! Do you not see how frightened he is?’ I cry, and some conflicting doubt in my chest battles with the instinct to protect my brother.
I push him behind me.
‘She is an enemy, an Asiatic princess, Captain! How can you bring them with us? Aeetes will never cease to chase us until he has captured his heir and the fleece.’
I grip Jason’s hand, praying he will not listen to them.
‘Jason, please, he is just a boy.’ I plead; my voice weaker than I have ever heard it.
Some absurd sense of loyalty hits me.
I want to listen to him. I want to follow him anywhere, and Absyrtus cannot come with me.
‘Men! I have sworn a vow, calling our protector Hera as my witness, that I would take Medea as my wife. I cannot break that vow.’
He frowns, his eyes hardened, jaw tight.
Absyrtus trembles with his cries, his fingers tightening around the fabric of my skirt.
‘You made no such promise to the boy’ Orpheus mutters, and my heart lurches in fear.
I hold my breath, clutching my brother’s hand until I feel his bones creaking in my palm.
I watch these strange men before us, towering, golden, gleaming males with sun-streaked hair and hazel-speckled eyes. My brother and I cowered beneath the warriors’ glares. We are outsiders here. Outnumbered.
I cannot protect him.
It plays out so agonisingly slowly, Jason turning to observe the boy, a deep frown marring his beautiful face. He pulls away from me, shoving against my shoulder harshly, until I land on the floor, my brother’s hand ripping away from mine.
Absyrtus backs away, the backs of his feet hitting the sides of the ship, but Jason lifts him away with ease.
My brother’s screams cut into my ears, high and wailing cries.
Jason throws him against the mast of the ship, calling two men to hold his hands down.
Three grown men hold my little brother down while he cries for me.
I try to claw my way down the ship for him, but the other men grab me by the arms and drag me to Jason.
‘We have to kill him, to send Aeetes a message.’ Jason demands, cold, harsh and brutal.
‘No! Please- please, Jason he’s only a child! He just followed me! It was a mistake!’ I beg.
For the first time in my life, my voice has no effect. I have no power.
My brother only cries louder. His voice wheezing in the high, nasally quality of a young boy.
‘Shut up!’ Jason shouts, breaking his careful composure. ‘Aeetes will follow us forever. We must kill him and scatter him across the sea. Do it.’
I strain my muscles and fight and rage against the men holding me, until Jason comes closer, gripping my chin and looking into my eyes.
I froze, entirely victim to my love for him.
‘Medea. You must kill him.’
I found myself nodding before I knew what I was doing. That same voice telling me to do whatever he wishes.
‘Yes, do this for us, my love. Then we can escape with the fleece, and I can give you a family of our own. An entire kingdom prospering under divine blessing.’
My face is wet, but I do not know if it is the sea crashing at our sides, or the pain coursing through my body. I do not feel much of it in the cocoon of love gripping me.
The men let me go, in my delusional state of infatuation.
I am hypnotised.
I do not feel it as Jason’s chest presses against my back, his sword pressing into my hand.
I have no strength or will to grip the sword, but Jason holds my hand closed. His golden, tanned skin dulls my darker hands. My body deflates, only held up by Jason. He brings the hilt of the sword to my chest, holding both hands around the handle, pressing the point against my brother’s neck.
Jason takes a step forward.
There is no other noise but the sea beating against the sides of the Argo, and the faraway yells of the Corinthian army firing on us, as Jason uses my hands to push the point of the sword through my brother’s throat.
His cries turn gargled, blood trickling down his small body, staining his court clothes. My knees buckle, a pained gasp escapes me.
Jason pushes the sword at an angle, until his neck entirely gives way, and the slick thud of his head hits the deck.
The crying stops.
Jason lets go of me, and the sword clatters to the ground.
I crumple to the deck, falling to my knees in the puddle of Absyrtus’ blood.
I am vaguely aware of Jason picking up the bloodied sword and using it to carve my brother to small pieces. Taking him apart limb by limb and tossing them over the sides.
A seed roots inside my chest, cracking open and spilling forth a sprouting green stem, budding with thorns.
I cannot look upon Jason without a war raging inside of my heart. A deep loathing for what he has made me commit on my brother, but it is swallowed by the echoes of his promise for a family of my own.
I see the glinting of that damned fleece dangling from the mast, proud, bloodied, and blowing in the wind. I pull myself toward it, my legs dragging blood across the deck. It was only my fingers clawing at the deck that I could pull myself along. It was the final piece of me yet untouched by love for Jason that was able to defy my body’s instinct to crawl toward him. I drag myself there, my bloodied nails cracked and dulled, until I could lay a hand upon the mast of the boat.
I use the rope to pull down the fleece from where it is tied, thinking I would toss it into the ocean with my brother, and jump in along beside them, but the moment I lay my fingers on the gilded wool, my heart hardens, sinking inside my chest.
There is no magic thrumming through the material. No life that flows out.
The divine blessed hide we had so desperately fought for meant nothing. It could not bring prosperity to the land Jason swore to me. It could not bring the future he claimed.
It was dead.
The magic it had, had died with the lamb.
The fleece had no real power.
But I do.









Throughout this essay, I will discuss my process of writing a piece of narrative fiction inspired by the Greek myth of the sorceress Medea. I was fascinated with this myth, because Medea is often portrayed as an evil murderess. However, upon further research, I found that she can be interpreted in many different ways, ranging from villain to victim. But I wanted to delve more into her character, as well as her inner turmoil, her characterisation and focalisation.
In Apollonius Rhodius’ The Argonautica, Hera bargains with Aphrodite, to ‘urge her son […] speed his shaft at the daughter of Aeetes, the enchantress, and charm her with love for Jason.’[footnoteRef:2] So, in this version, her love is fabricated by divine intervention, so in my story, I explore the internal conflict between her desire to please Jason, clashing with wanting to protect her brother. I laid out the syntax to appear short and interrupted to pace the scene in time with Medea’s internal thoughts. She is in a dangerous situation where she has to think very quickly but is constantly interrupted by Eros’ arrow. I wanted the story to be from Medea’s perspective, so she does not know about being struck by the arrow, and this scene well explores her naivety. I wanted to follow something similar to Valerius Flaccus’ Argonautica, because he likens her to Proserpina, ‘with the implication that she is an innocent who will be snatched away and corrupted by Jason’[footnoteRef:3] her character here is seen as a sympathetic person, who ‘struggles against her divinely inflicted love for Jason.’[footnoteRef:4] And I chose to follow with something similar. [2:  R.C. Seaton, and Apollonius Rhodius, The Argonautica, repr. 1961 (London: Heinemann, 1961) p.197]  [3:  Emma Griffiths, Medea (London: Routledge, 2006) p.99]  [4:  Griffiths, Medea, p.98] 

In different versions of the story, her relationship with her brother Absyrtus varies. I wanted to adapt this based on Ovid’s version in Heroides, where Medea claims in her letter to Jason that ‘the deed my right hand was bold enough to do, it is not bold enough to write.’[footnoteRef:5] suggesting her guilt for the actions, or additionally, in Euripides’ play, when Medea cries about her brother, who she ‘shamefully murdered’[footnoteRef:6] I altered his character to make the relationship closer and have him be a young boy. [5:  Ovid, and Grant Showerman, Ovid with an English Translation: Heroides and Amores (Cambridge: Harvard University, 1958) p.151]  [6:  Euripides, Medea and Other Plays (England: Penguin Group, 1963) p. 22] 

[bookmark: _Int_kmmD1MuT]In Euripides’ play, I found that it is quite focused on the fact that she is a ‘foreign woman’[footnoteRef:7] and Medea even exclaims ‘You’re an ageing man, and an Asiatic wife was no longer respectable.’[footnoteRef:8] Euripides wrote his play in 431BC, twenty years after the Periclean citizenship law came into effect. According to Emma Griffiths in her essay on ethnicity in the story of Medea, this law stated that ‘a child could only be considered an Athenian citizen if his father and his mother were of Athenian citizen birth.’[footnoteRef:9] Griffiths then explains how this made ‘foreign wives less desirable.’[footnoteRef:10] This aspect of Medea’s character would have then been used to villainise her because Xenophobia was very prominent. Medea is also famously a witch, and ‘Witches were traditionally associated in the ancient world with specific locations, [..], areas on the edge of the known world.’[footnoteRef:11] Therefore, Medea would have been alienated, because she comes from a land known for magic, so she would have represented everything the Greeks were afraid of. I interpreted this in my work, by emphasising the differences between Medea and Absyrtus, and the Greek men of the Argo, and having their distrustful nature of foreigners be the reason they kill Absyrtus. [7:  Euripides, Medea and Other Plays, p.24]  [8:  Euripides, Medea and Other Plays, p.34]  [9:  Griffiths, Medea, p.61]  [10:  Griffiths, Medea, p.61]  [11:  Griffiths, Medea, p.60] 
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