MvOaydépas

IMvBayopoag o Zautog, cav tov ®oifo Ba péter,
HOVOIKA Tov-oppévia pe pio Aopa Ba waifet!

Awyvortiov pootmipio kot coppavio Xardaiov,
TAvTa oToVd0.0E GUVTOVH, TEWOAEOG MG AEMV.

Kepali tov katéomoe tov Movsdv to povoeio,
W apeTG Tapayyépata Kot cogiag eoptio.

Atelsimto @aiveTal apidpo péya ninog,
wiog pATpag to yévvnua, pe didpopo Hooc.

Heprrtdv kot Tov dpTiwv 1 povag pila péver,
pe duado cVUTAEKETAL, GOV KAAT) EPOUEVN.

Ap1OudV TV TETPAYOVOV Kol TV KOBoV duvauelg
AOYoV pio cvvaptnon dhvacat vo Ta KAUEL.

Tetpaktic TovIodUVauT TAVIOV OVIOV Ta. YEVN
ovlvyiag pe dépata ki appoviag to dévet.

TMTuBaydpag mordmepog, ToAv-Tabidepévo,
otnv moTpido Tov YOpioe cav ayvdpiotog Eévog!

Z1evog xhpog ToL GAvNKe, LApog Vioog evpeia,
nmolteiag to. Tpdypato poplav Topavvio.

Me xapdia Bapdratn Eevitidg mal Spopo
IMvBayopag pecodxomog Ba Tov TAPEL Pe TOVO.

Y& moAM ko Ta kdAMoTa ¢ EAMGSog Ta pépn
vooTolyd Tov eihOcopo kdmowo Thoio Bo pépet.

TTovToyod ToAvnddnt pvoikh opopedada,
nePLocOTeEPO Tpdoyapn ot Meydin EALada!
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Pythagoras

Pythagoras of Samos, like Apollo at the dawn,
Would play his lyre and fill the air with the gift of song!

Deep Egyptian mysteries, affairs of the Chaldeans,
He studied all voraciously, hungry as a lion.

With the Muse of muses his thoughtful mind communed,
Disciplined by virtue, by sacred wisdom fueled.

Unending seem the numbers and arithmetic,
But he saw them giving birth to a novel ethic.

The One remains the root of all the life above
Engaging with the dyad like a beautiful beloved.

In the formula that squares or cubes a simple number,
He found a way to capture reason’s hidden power.

The Tetraktys he made the most powerful of beings,
Binding life together with its geometric strings.

Pythagoras, a sophisticated and well-traveled man,
Returned an unknown foreigner to his own homeland!

His small village seemed, like all of Samos Island,
From the stench of tyranny to be weak and frightened.

So with heavy heart and his middle-aged head bowed
Pythagoras set out again upon that foreign road.

To many of great Hellas’ most beautiful harbors
Ships would bring the homesick but hopeful scholar.

Everywhere he saw the natural beauty he desired,
But in Greater Greece he found himself inspired!

pek 4])

TR L

L



Mze 1ov Adyov 1 ddvaun ki apetig Beio kdAlog,
[MvBayopa T'vpvdaoio Ba poticer cav eapog.

EMnvidov tov noérewv epactés g copiag
Sdayn O {ntioovve e Kalokayabiag!

[MouBaydpera pébodog cromng Kat TG GAANG
diontag @ihocoQuchc, amoymg TG LeyaAng,

cov poyeiog to Botavo, Tig yuyéc Ba poaybyet
KoL 670 dpdpo TG kabapong ot xopd Ba Tic TALEen!

Mg Tov AdY0 TOV EUUETPO, LOVGIKT] HETPTIHEVT
MV Yoxm, oov avamavia Oeiky, meptpuéver.

‘Epya mdvta Bedpeota ¢OOVo péya yevvave,
[Muboybpo Tov Sptho pe pavia oxoprdve.

DBovepod xar Tapdroyo to avBpamvo LMo,
yaAwoi xihot k1 évieka dev o kavouv abdo!

Avmnpo o IN'vpvaoio o katdvenooyv xopo,
og po viyto TAnpdoave Tov Papitato ¢opo.

[MvBaydpa Oncavpropa kol Tupcds Ba teploel,

e to mvedpa tov ITAdrwvog oty Abnva Ba pracel.

Zav Bedpnpa téAelo, kav ainbewa de offver,
OTOV KopoY To TEPACHATA TV Papr) T apnvel.

TMapoapéver aAdPMTN KoL TO OGS TNG TO YUVEL,
oV YT TNV QOTEPEVTT], VIO YUXT] Y0 VO. TTVEL

MuBaydpag toAdewto Tng EALGdog aotépt,
EpOG péyag Tov EKape g Zogiag to Taipt!

With the strength of reason and vi rtue’s godlike beauty,
The fame of his gymnasium shined across the sea.

He taught the warlike Greeks instead to love sophia,
And showed them how to seek Kalokagathia!

The Pythagorean method of silence, first of all,
Combined with the philosophic diet’s rigid call

To abstain from excess, enchants the mortal soul,
And weaves for it a dance of faithful self-control!

With reason as its meter, sweet music will inform
The soul, granting sacred respite from the storm.

But all god-pleasing works envy will create,
And hatred of Pythagoras’ group was very great.

So jealous and irrational is the human being,
A thousand and ten leashes can’t keep him from fleeing!

The Gymnasium would fight against the force of vice
And one night they would pay the most heavy price.

The Pythagorean treasure and torch would be passed
Until it found the hands of Plato in Athens at last.

Like a well-formed theorem, truth can’t be extinguished,
Her traces through the ages can always be distinguished.

She remains intact and her light flows like a spring,
A boundless source from which the thirsty soul can drink.

Pythagoras sparkled with Hellas’ light so great,
His passion made him Wisdom’s lifelong mate!
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