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Best of all to be at Olympia victor,

Fairest prize for men; then a peaceful repose

Comes a healing god to the limbs

Much fatigued from toil and the contest. But if someone hopes to
Tend a heart struck down with grief,

Or to nurture children’s minds, of what is there need beside books?

Which for long in this capital city you,

Ana, were in charge of with maximum skill,

Not of all but those written by

Ancient Greece’s poets and wise men and rhetorical Romans.
Still today there shines on them

Giory and bright light because of your ever-dutiful care.

Even the light of the sun is hidden by night;
Blackness of earth will accept, Zeus,
Bodies of all us mortals alike in the end,
Since a man may not inhabit peaks of high
Heaven. But there is a story told that there
Herakles in blessed halls
Always possesses, reward for labours, fair Hebe.
This is what in folds of odes wove
Pindar; nowadays the voice we receive 1s given by books.



