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Phaedra

Racine

PHAEDRA: 	 You monster! You understood me too well! 
Why do you hang there, speechless, petrified, 
polite! My mind whirls. What have I to hide? 
Phaedra in all her madness stands before you. 
I love you! Fool, I love you, I adore you! 
Do not imagine that my mind approved 
my first defection, Prince, or that I loved 
your youth light-heartedly, and fed my treason 
with cowardly compliance, till I lost my reason. 
I wished to hate you, but the gods corrupt 
us; though I never suffered their abrupt 
seductions, shattering advances, I 
too bear their sensual lightnings in my thigh. 
I too am dying. I have felt the heat 
that drove my mother through the fields of Crete, 
the bride of Minos, dying for the full 
magnetic April thunders of the bull. 
I struggled with my sickness, but I found 
no grace or magic to preserve my sound 
intelligence and honor from this lust, 
plowing my body with its horny thrust. 
At first I fled you, and when this fell short 
of safety, Prince, I exiled you from court. 
Alas, my violence to resist you made 
my face inhuman, hateful. I was afraid 
to kiss my husband lest I love his son. 
I made you fear me (this was easily done); 
you loathed me more, I ached for you no less. 
Misfortune magnified your loveliness. 
I grew so wrung and wasted, men mistook 
me for the Sibyl. If you could bear to look 
your eyes would tell you. Do you believe my passion 
is voluntary? That my obscene confession 
is some dark trick, some oily artifice? 
I came to beg you not to sacrifice 
my son, already uncertain of his life. 
Ridiculous, mad embassy, for a wife 
who loves her stepson! Prince, I only spoke 
about myself! Avenge yourself, invoke 
your father; a worse monster threatens you 
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than any Theseus ever fought and slew. 
The wife of Theseus loves Hippolytus! 
See, Prince! Look, this monster, ravenous 
for her execution, will not flinch. 
I want your swords spasmodic final inch.


