
P. 855 lines 73-77

                                     Salt tears

Rose from the wells of longing in both men, 

And cries burst from both as keen and fluttering

As those of the great taloned hawk,

Whose nestlings farmers take before they fly.

________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________

p. 860 lines 95-102

                                           Your name

Has gone out under heaven like the sweet 

Honor of some god-fearing king, who rules 

In equity over the strong; his  black lands bear

Both wheat and barley, fruit trees laden bright,

New lambs at lambing time----- and the deep sea 

Gives great hauls of fish by his good strategy,

So that his folk fare well.

________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________

P. 864 lines 28-34

But the man skilled in all ways of contending,

Satisfied by the great bow’s look and heft,

Like a musician, like a harper, when

With quiet hand upon his instrument 

He draws between his thumb and forefinger

A sweet new string upon a peg: so effortlessly 

Odysseus in one motion strung the bow.

________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________

