Translation B W. F. Jackson Knight (Penguin) 1956

We cut through our walls and threw our defences open. All set to work with
zest. Rollers for smooth running were placed under the horse's feet and hempen
ropes tied round its neck. That engine of doom, pregnant with armed men,
mounted our walls. Boys and unwedded girls sang hymns around it, happy in
the hope that the very touch of the ropes would bring them luck. The brute
climbed on; then sank menacingly to rest right inside Troy. O Ilium where gods
had their home, O my land and ramparts which Trojans held in glorious
defence!



