
Hecuba 
Euripides 485/4-406 B.C. 
  
CHORUS singing 
strophe 1 
  
No more, my native Ilium, shalt thou be counted among the towns ne'er sacked; so thick a 
cloud of Hellene troops is settling all around, wasting thee with the spear; shorn art thou of 
thy coronal of towers, and fouled most piteously with filthy soot; no more, ah me! shall tread 
thy streets. 
  
antistrophe 1 
  
'Twas in the middle of the night my ruin came, in the hour when sleep steals sweetly o'er the 
eyes after the feast is done. My husband, the music o'er, and the sacrifice that sets the dance 
afoot now ended, was lying in our bridal-chamber, his spear hung on a peg; with never a 
thought of the sailor-throng encamped upon the Trojan shores; 
  
  
Translated by E. P. Coleridge 
 
 


