


l
		Telemachus


My father plowed the ocean strand and sowed salt
To stay from the bloody plains of Illium.
Now he haunts the shore by night to tryst with
Magical Circe and bright soft Calypso.

My childhood and youth I watched my mother
Back for years the weft of her woven stuff
To hold the hearth for her legendary king.
Now this faithful queen lies again alone
As when her heroic husband wandered.

His mind will not rest from roaming still,
The mete and dole of common law vexing
To one who has heard the Sirens' luring call
And talked of war with great Achilles whom he knew.

While he strove with gods, I helped this craggy isle
And learned by prudent craft the monarch's best trade.
Ithaca's staid peace and cloying plenty
Are not what brave Ulysses dreamt of after all
And holds it vile to hoard himself unburnished.

He holds me most blameless but knows me not.
He puts away the scepter and the isle
And speaks to spirits who with him strove
And now man the oars of his wormy vessel
As he seeks some world whose margins ever fade.





