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Andromache:	
I used to present to my husband both the silence of my tongue and a silent eye. 
I knew the things in which it was necessary for me to be victorious over my husband
and the things in which I had to yield the victory to that man.
Report of these things also came to the Achaean army
and destroyed me. For when I was captured,
the son of Achilles (Neoptolemos) was keen to take me 
as his wife. I shall be a slave in the house of murderers.
And if on the one hand rejecting the beloved head of Hector,
I open up my heart to the husband who is at hand,
I shall appear evil to the one who has died; but on the other hand 
in hating this man (Neoptolemos) I shall be hateful to my own masters.
And yet they say that a single night loosens
the hostility of a woman towards the bed of her man.

I loathe her who has thrown her former husband away
and, for the sake of her new bed, loves another.
But not even a filly which is separated from
her workmate, easily will pull at the yoke.
And yet a creature is by nature both without speech
and devoid of understanding, and is inferior by nature.
But in you, o dear Hector, I used to have a husband who was sufficient for me
and was great in intelligence, in lineage and in both wealth and bravery.
After you took me a virgin from my father’s home,
you first were united with me in marriage on my virgin bed.
And now you are dead and I am being carried by sea
to Greece as a prisoner of war to the yoke of a slave.
…

Hecuba:
I myself have not yet gone into the hull of a boat,
but having seen it in a drawing and hearing of it I understand it.
For if ever a storm is moderate for sailors to endure,
they have an eagerness for jobs so as to be saved:

One man going to the tiller, another to the sails,
and another pumping out the bilge water. But if 
a huge confused sea is excessive, they give in to fortune
And surrender themselves to the surges of the waves.
So also with myself, when I have many sufferings
I am speechless and, surrendering, I dismiss my voice.
For a disastrous wave from the gods is overwhelming me.

But, my dear child, let go of the fate of Hector; 
your tears certainly will not preserve him.
Rather, honour your current master,
offering your man the pleasing enticement your character consists of.
Also if you do this, you will equally gladden your friends 
and you would bring up the son here of my son
as a very great benefit to Troy, so that those children 
who at some time are descended from you might found Ilium again
and the city might still exist.
But further conversation is coming from conversation,
who is this Greek servant here that I see next 
approaching as a messenger of new deliberations.

Talthybius:
O one-time former wife of Hector, the best of the Trojans,
do not hate me; for not willingly shall I announce
the shared proclamations of the Greeks and the sons of Pelops.
Andromache:
What is this? How you begin to me an introduction of bad tidings!
Talth:
They decided that this child here… How am I to say the word?
Androm:
Surely not that he is not to have the same master as us?
Talth:
No man of the Greeks at any time will be his master.
Androm:
But was it to leave him here as the last remnant of the Trojans?
Talth:
I don’t know how to say bad news to you easily.
Androm:
I approve of your consideration, except if you speak bad news.
Talth:
They will kill your son, so that you may perceive your great misfortune.
Androm:
O no! How this that I hear is a greater evil than my marriage!
Talth:
Odysseus is victorious in the Assembly of all the Greeks, saying…
Androm:
… O no! No! For we are not suffering evils that are proportionate!
Talth:
when he told them not to rear the child of the most excellent father…
Androm:
May he win such a victory concerning his own children!
Talth:
… and that they must hurl him from the towers of Troy.
Talthybius:
Let it happen like this and you will appear wiser;
Do not resist this decision, but grieve in your misfortunes in a noble way,
and do not, when you are in no way strong, think that you are strong!
For in no way do you have influence. But you must reflect:
your city and your husband are destroyed, and you are overpowered.
- we are able to do battle with a single female.
In the light of these things I want you not to have a desire for a fight,
nor even to do anything shameful or even hateful,
nor again to hurl curses upon the Greeks.
For if you say anything at all that the army will be provoked to anger by
your child here would not be buried nor meet with pity.
But if you are calm and if you endure your misfortunes,
you would not take leave of this child’s corpse unburied
and yourself would meet with Greeks who are better-disposed.

Andromache:
O my dearest one, O my child honoured too much,
you will die at the hands of your enemies and leave your mother wretched,
and paternal nobility will destroy you,
which for others is a source of salvation,
and the nobility of your father did not turn out to your advantage.
O my ill-starred marriage bed and wedding,
for which at some time I came to the palace of Hector,
not with the intention of giving birth to my son to be a sacrificial victim for the Greeks, 
but to be the king of fruitful Asia.
O child, are you crying? Are you aware of your misfortunes?
Why have you grasped hold of me with your hands and cling to my robes,
like a young bird huddling up under my wings?
Hector will not seize hold of his famous spear and come
up out of the earth and bring salvation to you,
nor the kinsmen of your father, the strength of Troy.
But having broken your neck in a tragic fall from a height  
with nobody to pity you, you will choke off your life’s breath.

O young beloved one, most dear to your mother,
O the sweet scent of your skin! In vain indeed
did this breast here nurse you in your swaddling clothes,
in vain did I labour and was I racked with my labour!
Now, and never again, hug your mother,
embrace her who gave you birth, and entwine
your arms around my back and join your mouth to mine!
O Greeks who have devised evils that are barbaric,
why are you killing this child here who is not at all to blame?
O offspring of Tyndareus, you never are Zeus’,
but I say that you are born of a multitude of fathers,
first of a Spirit of Destruction, then of Malice,
of Slaughter and of Death and of as many evils as the earth nurtures!
I never claim confidently that Zeus fathered you,
when you are an agent of death to many barbarians and Greeks.
I wish you dead! For by your very beautiful eyes
you shamelessly destroyed the famous plains of the Phrygians.

But lead him away! Carry him off! Throw him if it seems good to hurl him down!
Feast on his flesh! For because of the gods both
am I utterly ruined, and (as a result) I would not be able to 
keep death from my child. Cover my wretched body,
and hurl me into the ships. It is a fine marriage-song
I am going to, having lost my own child!
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