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Ode 2 
 
Blest, they are the truly blest who all their lives 

have never tasted devastation.  For others, once 

the gods have rocked a house to its foundations 

     the ruin will never cease, cresting on and on 

from one generation on throughout the race— 

like a great mounting tide 

driven on by savage northern gales, 

 surging over the dead black depths 

roiling up from the bottom dark heaves of sand 

and the headlands, taking the storm’s onslaught full-force, 

roar, and the low moaning 

    echoes on and on 

 

      and now 

as in ancient times I see the sorrows of the house, 

the living heirs of the old ancestral kings, 

piling on the sorrows of the dead 

    and one generation cannot free the next— 

some god will bring them crashing down, 

the race finds no release. 

And now the light, the hope 

 Springing up from the late last root 

in the house of Oedipus, that hope’s cut down in turn 

by a senseless word 

    by fury at the heart 

 

 

      Zeus, 

yours is the power, Zeus, what man on earth 

can override it, who can hold it back? 

Power that neither Sleep, the all-ensnaring 

    no, nor the tireless months of heaven 

can ever overmaster—young through all the time, 

mighty lord of power, you hold fast 

    the dazzling crystal mansions of Olympus. 

And throughout the future, late and soon 

as through the past, your law prevails: 

no towering form of greatness 

    enters into the lives of mortals 

   free and clear of ruin. 

 

      True, 

our dreams, our high hopes voyaging far and wide 

bring sheer delight to many, to many others 

    delusion, blithe, mindless lusts 

and the fraud steals on one slowly . . . unaware 

till he trips and puts his foot into the fire. 

    He was a wise man who coined 

the famous saying: “Sooner or later 

foul is fair, fair is foul 

to the man the gods will ruin”— 

    He goes his way for a moment only 

   free of blinding ruin. 
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