Artless

So I’m worried about Medea
which is being played in London

in a modern setting, by a most excellent


actress.

And I’m wondering

what artistic experience

could underwrite my seriously considering

the circumstances surrounding

the murder of my children?

Certainly no art of mine

and it seems to me that demanding such things of art

bespeaks decadence, depravity

a lack of substance and an impiety.

So fuck Euripides

better yet, bring him on – 

we’ll fight with knives.

