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Counterturn

Stand

Hear me, .
daughter of Zeus the Deliverer:

watch over Himera,
gird her with strength, )
O savior Tycha.
Under your guidance,
swift ships pilot the seas,
wars veer over the earth,
assemblies pass their motions.

Men’s hopes,
in endless undulation,
soar and plummet,
borne on falsehoods
that heave and tumble
in the wind.

No earthbound mortal man
has ever encountered
a sure sign
of future events
sent him by the gods.
The eyes that look ahead
are blinded already.
Things often fall out
unexpectedly, capsizing
one man’s pleasure,
while another’s sorrow,
beating upon him
in the storm of pain,
suddenly changes
to a surge of joy.

Son of Philanor! your honor too
(like that of the cock who fights
in his own yard) would have no glory—
the leaves won by your speed
would stream to the ground
and vanish
had not dissension,
pitting man against man,
deprived you of your home in Knossos.
You went to Olympia and won its crown.
At Delphi twice, and Isthmos too, the same.
Now when you bathe by your new fields, Ergoteles,

the nymphs in the warm springs mingle with fame.
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