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Euripides, Medea, 106-121
NURSE: The cloud of wailing she raises 
was clear from the start, as she will quickly kindle it
with her greater will: what, then, will her
high-hearted, unstoppable spirit
do, gnawed by wicked things? 
MEDEA: Alas,
I suffered, steadfast – I suffered greater 
lamentations’ worth. Oh, accursed
children of a hated mother, you should have perished
with your father, and the whole house gone to its doom.
NURSE: Oh my, oh wretched woman.
Why do the children share in the sins
of their father? Why do you hate them? Alas,
child, that you should suffer as I feel you do. 
Fearful is the purpose of the king: how, 
rarely led and great in power,
they turn with difficulty from anger. 
