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Euripides’ Medea – translation, 49-62
PAIDAGOGOS: Old relic of my lady’s home,
why did you post up at the doors, holding your solitude, 
while she cries her pains aloud?
How can Medea be left alone by you? 

TROPHOS: Aged attendant of Jason’s children,
for useful slaves, when misfortunate badly attacks their masters,
it lays hold of their hearts. 
I myself stepped back from that pain
since yearning overcame me and I came hither
to speak to heaven and earth about my lady’s fortune.

PAI.: Has that suffering woman not stopped in her wailing?

TRO.: I envy you – it’s in its beginning, her misery’s not yet halfway through. 

PAI.: O, fool – if I could say that of a ruler,
she does not yet know those newer ills. 
