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Leading from Within: Choral Incorporation in the Homeric Hymn to Apollo
1. HhA 1–13
µνήσοµαι οὐδὲ λάθωµαι Ἀπόλλωνος ἑκάτοιο,
ὅντε θεοὶ κατὰ δῶµα Διὸς τροµέουσιν ἰόντα:
καί ῥά τ᾽ ἀναΐσσουσιν ἐπὶ σχεδὸν ἐρχοµένοιο
πάντες ἀφ᾽ ἑδράων, ὅτε φαίδιµα τόξα τιταίνει.
Λητὼ δ᾽ οἴη µίµνε παραὶ Διὶ τερπικεραύνῳ,
ἥ ῥα βιόν τ᾽ ἐχάλασσε καὶ ἐκλήισσε φαρέτρην,
καί οἱ ἀπ᾽ ἰφθίµων ὤµων χείρεσσιν ἑλοῦσα
τόξα κατεκρέµασε πρὸς κίονα πατρὸς ἑοῖο
πασσάλου ἐκ χρυσέου: τὸν δ᾽ ἐς θρόνον εἷσεν
ἄγουσα.
τῷ δ᾽ ἄρα νέκταρ ἔδωκε πατὴρ δέπαϊ χρυσείῳ
δεικνύµενος φίλον υἱόν: ἔπειτα δὲ δαίµονες ἄλλοι
ἔνθα καθίζουσιν: χαίρει δέ τε πότνια Λητώ,
οὕνεκα τοξοφόρον καὶ καρτερὸν υἱὸν ἔτικτε.

I will remember and not forget Apollo the far-shooter,
At whose arrival the gods in the house of Zeus tremble:
And they dart up at his approach,
Everyone up from their seats, when he stretches his shining bow.
But Leto alone remains alongside Zeus, who delights in the
thunderbolt;
For she unstrings the bow and puts away the quiver,
And taking the bow from his strong shoulders with her hands
She hangs it on a pillar in the house of his father,
From a golden peg: and leading him she sets him at his seat.
And his father gives him nectar in a golden cup,
Setting it before his son: and then the other gods
Sit there; and queenly Leto rejoices
That she bore a strong, bow-bearing son.

2. HhA 45–49
τόσσον ἔπ᾽ ὠδίνουσα Ἑκηβόλον ἵκετο Λητώ,
εἴ τίς οἱ γαιέων υἱεῖ θέλοι οἰκία θέσθαι.
αἳ δὲ µάλ᾽ ἐτρόµεον καὶ ἐδείδισαν, οὐδέ τις ἔτλη
Φοῖβον δέξασθαι, καὶ πιοτέρη περ ἐοῦσα:
πρίν γ᾽ ὅτε δή ῥ᾽ ἐπὶ Δήλου ἐβήσατο πότνια
Λητὼ…

So many places did Leto approach while in labor with the
Far-Shooter,
To see if any of these lands might let her make a home for
her son.
But they trembled greatly and were afraid, and none of them
dared
To received Phoebus, even the ones that were more fertile:
Until, that is, queenly Leto came to Delos…

3. HhA 92–100
θεαὶ δ᾽ ἔσαν ἔνδοθι πᾶσαι,
ὅσσαι ἄρισται ἔασι, Διώνη τε Ῥείη τε
Ἰχναίη τε Θέµις καὶ ἀγάστονος Ἀµφιτρίτη
ἄλλαι τ᾽ ἀθάναται νόσφιν λευκωλένου Ἥρης:
ἧστο γὰρ ἐν µεγάροισι Διὸς νεφεληγερέταο:
µούνη δ᾽ οὐκ ἐπέπυστο µογοστόκος Εἰλείθυια:
ἧστο γὰρ ἄκρῳ Ὀλύµπῳ ὑπὸ χρυσέοισι νέφεσσιν,
Ἥρης φραδµοσύνης λευκωλένου, ἥ µιν ἔρυκε
ζηλοσύνῃ…

And the goddesses were all there,
As many as are the best ones, Dione and Rhea,
Ichnaea and Themis and much-groaning Amphitrite,
And all the other goddesses—except for white-armed Hera:
For she stayed in the halls of cloud-gathering Zeus;
And only Eileithuia, bringer of the birth-pangs, was unaware;
For she stayed beneath the golden clouds at the peak of
Olympus,
Because of shrewd, white-armed Hera, who held her back
Out of jealousy…

4. HhA 156–78
πρὸς δὲ τόδε µέγα θαῦµα, ὅου κλέος οὔποτ᾽
ὀλεῖται,
κοῦραι Δηλιάδες, ἑκατηβελέταο θεράπναι:
αἵ τ᾽ ἐπεὶ ἂρ πρῶτον µὲν Ἀπόλλων᾽ ὑµνήσωσιν,
αὖτις δ᾽ αὖ Λητώ τε καὶ Ἄρτεµιν ἰοχέαιραν,
µνησάµεναι ἀνδρῶν τε παλαιῶν ἠδὲ γυναικῶν
ὕµνον ἀείδουσιν, θέλγουσι δὲ φῦλ᾽ ἀνθρώπων.
πάντων δ᾽ ἀνθρώπων φωνὰς καὶ κρεµβαλιαστὺν
µιµεῖσθ᾽ ἴσασιν: φαίη δέ κεν αὐτὸς ἕκαστος
φθέγγεσθ᾽: οὕτω σφιν καλὴ συνάρηρεν ἀοιδή.
ἀλλ᾽ ἄγεθ᾽ ἱλήκοι µὲν Ἀπόλλων Ἀρτέµιδιξύν,
χαίρετε δ᾽ ὑµεῖς πᾶσαι: ἐµεῖο δὲ καὶ µετόπισθεν
µνήσασθ᾽, ὁππότε κέν τις ἐπιχθονίων ἀνθρώπων
ἐθάδ᾽ ἁνείρηται ξεῖνος ταλαπείριος ἐλθών:
ὦ κοῦραι, τίς δ᾽ ὔµµιν ἀνὴρ ἥδιστος ἀοιδῶν
ἐνθάδε πωλεῖται, καὶ τέῳ τέρπεσθε µάλιστα;
ὑµεῖς δ᾽ εὖ µάλα πᾶσαι ὑποκρίνασθαι ἀφήµως:
τυφλὸς ἀνήρ, οἰκεῖ δὲ Χίῳ ἔνι παιπαλοέσσῃ
τοῦ µᾶσαι µετόπισθεν ἀριστεύσουσιν ἀοιδαί.
ἡµεῖς δ᾽ ὑµέτερον κλέος οἴσοµεν, ὅσσον ἐπ᾽ αἶαν
ἀνθρώπων στρεφόµεσθα πόλεις εὖ ναιεταώσας:
οἳ δ᾽ ἐπὶ δὴ πείσονται, ἐπεὶ καὶ ἐτήτυµόν ἐστιν.
αὐτὰρ ἐγὼν οὐ λήξω ἑκηβόλον Ἀπόλλωνα
ὑµνέων ἀργυρότοξον, ὃν ἠύκοµος τέκε Λητώ.

And in addition, this great wonder, the fame of which will
never be destroyed—
The Delian maidens, servants of the far-shooter:
Whenever they have first celebrated Apollo,
And then Leto and arrow-pouring Artemis,
Then, remembering men and women of old,
They sing a hymn and enchant the tribes of people.
They know how to imitate the voices and rattles
Of all people—every man would say that he himself
Was speaking—so well is the beautiful song fitted together
by them.
But come on, let Apollo and Artemis be favorable,
And hello to you all! But remember me in the future,
Whenever someone of earth-dwelling men,
A much-suffering stranger, should ask, coming here:
“Oh, maidens, in your opinion, which man is the sweetest of
The bards that come here—who delights you most of all?”
But may you all answer him readily with one voice:
“A blind man, and he lives in rugged Chios,
And all of his songs are the best once he has sung them.”
I will bring your fame, however far upon the earth
I roam, among the well-inhabited cities:
And they, too, will believe, since it is indeed true.
But I will not leave off from praising far-shooting Apollo,
Silver-bowed, whom lovely-haired Leto bore.

5. HhA 182–206
εἶσι δὲ φορµίζων Λητοῦς ἐρικυδέος υἱὸς
φόρµιγγι γλαφυρῇ πρὸς Πυθὼ πετρήεσσαν,
ἄµβροτα εἵµατ᾽ ἔχων τεθυωµένα: τοῖο δὲ φόρµιγξ
χρυσέου ὑπὸ πλήκτρου καναχὴν ἔχει ἱµερόεσσαν.
ἔνθεν δὲ πρὸς Ὄλυµπον ἀπὸ χθονός, ὥστε νόηµα,
εἶσι Διὸς πρὸς δῶµα θεῶν µεθ᾽ ὁµήγυριν ἄλλων.
αὐτίκα δ᾽ ἀθανάτοισι µέλει κίθαρις καὶ ἀοιδή:
Μοῦσαι µέν θ᾽ ἅµα πᾶσαι ἀµειβόµεναι ὀπὶ καλῇ
ὑµνεῦσίν ῥα θεῶν δῶρ᾽ ἄµβροτα ἠδ᾽ ἀνθρώπων
τληµοσύνας, ὅσ᾽ ἔχοντες ὑπ᾽ ἀθανάτοισι θεοῖσι
ζώουσ᾽ ἀφραδέες καὶ ἀµήχανοι, οὐδὲ δύνανται
εὑρέµεναι θανάτοιό τ᾽ ἄκος καὶ γήραος ἄλκαρ:
αὐτὰρ ἐυπλόκαµοι Χάριτες καὶ ἐύφρονες Ὧραι
Ἁρµονίη θ᾽ Ἥβη τε Διὸς θυγάτηρ τ᾽ Ἀφροδίτη
ὀρχεῦντ᾽ ἀλλήλων ἐπὶ καρπῷ χεῖρας ἔχουσαι:

The glorious son of Leto goes, strumming
On his hollow lyre, to rocky Pytho,
Wearing his ambrosial, fragrant garments: and his lyre
Holds a lovely ringing beneath the golden pick.
From there, to Olympus from the earth, like a thought,
He goes to the home of Zeus with the company of other gods.
Straightaway the kithara and the song are a care to the gods:
And all the Muses in unison, answering with a lovely voice,
Hymn the ambrosial gifts of the gods and the sufferings of
Humanity, as many as they have from the deathless gods,
And how they live recklessly and without resource, nor are
they able
To find the remedy for death or the defense against old age:
But Harmonia and Hebe and Aphrodite the daughter of Zeus
Dance, holding their hands on one another’s wrists:

τῇσι µὲν οὔτ᾽ αἰσχρὴ µεταµέλπεται οὔτ᾽ ἐλάχεια,
ἀλλὰ µάλα µεγάλη τε ἰδεῖν καὶ εἶδος ἀγητή,
Ἄρτεµις ἰοχέαιρα ὁµότροφος Ἀπόλλωνι.
ἐν δ᾽ αὖ τῇσιν Ἄρης καὶ ἐύσκοπος Ἀργειφόντης
παίζουσ᾽: αὐτὰρ ὁ Φοῖβος Ἀπόλλων ἐγκιθαρίζει
καλὰ καὶ ὕψι βιβάς: αἴγλη δέ µιν ἀµφιφαείνει
µαρµαρυγαί τε ποδῶν καὶ ἐυκλώστοιο χιτῶνος.
οἳ δ᾽ ἐπιτέρπονται θυµὸν µέγαν εἰσορόωντες
Λητώ τε χρυσοπλόκαµος καὶ µητίετα Ζεὺς
υἷα φίλον παίζοντα µετ᾽ ἀθανάτοισι θεοῖσι.

And one dances among them, neither ugly nor small in
stature,
But especially tall and wonderful in form to look at,
Artemis, arrow-pouring, twin to Apollo.
And among them, Ares and sharp-sighted Argeiphontes
Dance: but Phoebus Apollo plays his lyre beautifully
And steps high: and the light of the sun shines around him,
Gleaming from his feet and his well-spun tunic.
They delight in their great hearts,
Golden-haired Leto and wise Zeus,
Seeing him, their beloved son, dancing with the other gods.

