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[ ask you, lover of splendor, most beautiful of mortals’ cities,

abode of Persephone, you who on the river banks at Akragas,

grazed by sheep, inhabit the well-fortified hill, o queen,

propitiously, with the good-will [eu-menid] of immortals and of men,

receive [deikniimi] this garlanding [stephanoma] from Pytho [Delphi] on behalf of famous Midas
and the man himself, who was victorious over Hellas in the skill [tekhné] which once

Pallas [Athena] invented as she interwove

the thick-and-fast lament [thrénos] of the fierce Gorgons, Athena did.

From under the maidens’ heads, unapproachable heads, with snakes coming out of them,
she heard it, the lament, as it poured out with agonizing pain [kamatos],

when Perseus shouted his war-cry, as he carried off a third of the sisters, a part of her,
bringing apportioned doom to sea-surrounded Seriphos and its people.

Yes, he made invisible in darkness the wondrous lineage of Phorkos

and made baneful for Polydektes his feast, as well as his own mother’s continuous
bondage and her enforced marriage bed,

after taking as a prize the head of Medusa, the one with the fair cheeks—

that is what he did, the son of Danaé, who, we tell the tale, was fathered by gold that became liquid all by itself.
But when from those pains [ponoi] she had rescued this man so near and dear,

the maiden crafted [teukhein] the melody of every sound for the reed [auloi],

so that she might re-enact [mimeisthai] with instruments the echoing wail [goos]

that was forced from the quickly-moving jaws of Euryale.

The goddess invented it; and once she invented it for mortals to have,

she called it the tune of many heads,

a glorious reminder of contests [agon] where people gather,

the tune that often passes through the thin bronze and the reeds

which grow by the city of the Graces [Kharites] with beautiful spaces-for-dancing-and-singing [kalli-khoros]
in the precinct of Kephisos’ the daughter of Kephisos, faithful witnesses of dancers and singers.

If there is any bliss [olbos] among men, without pain [kamatos]

it does not come into view. A superhuman-force [daimon] will bring it to fulfillment either today—

what is fated cannot be avoided—but there will come that

time which, striking a person with surprise,

contrary to expectation will give one thing, but not yet another.




