[image: ]Ulysses continued – with comments on the changes made    

So as the night folded on their oars
They left the ancient haven of their -?-	Comment by MILLUM: I set off at a gallop and just wrote. Where I was stuck for a word I left a gap. Reading the original, the power of the language and the rhythm of the verse have me the initial energy I needed and I didn’t want to stop until I ran out of breath, so to speak.
And set sail into the western sea
With hearts awake, home memories asleep
Far off the lights go out. Wives, daughters do not weep
The fires are fed, the flames will keep
Our -??-  prow will seek the setting sun
Our sinews stretch to take us to new lands
Whence we will return with treasures or with
Tales enough to still the questing tongues
Of those who stayed behind. Ah, the sights we saw…

Our questing prow will seek the setting sun	Comment by MILLUM: Decided questing was better to describe the prow than the tongues
Our sinews stretch to take us to new lands
Whence we will return with treasures or with
Tales enough to still the anxious tongues	Comment by MILLUM: Replaced questing with anxious. Not sure it will stay.
Of those who stayed behind. Ah, the sights we saw…

And set sail into the western sea
With hearts awake, home memories asleep.
Far off the lights go out. Our wives and daughters do not weep	Comment by MILLUM: No need for the briskness of ‘Wives, daughters’. This line is going to have to be altered anyway. I’ve developed a rhyme which I don’t really want. But it will be quite pleasant to hear it within the lines, I think.
The fires are fed, the flames will keep

So as the night soft-folded on their oars	Comment by MILLUM: I wanted another syllable. Is soft-folded too ‘poetic’? I quite like ti for the moment.
They left the haven of their ancient home	Comment by MILLUM: Moved words around here to satisfy the rhythm. Is ‘home’ OK? It’s repeated in lines 4 and 6, so probably not.
And set sail into the western sea
With hearts awake, home memories asleep.
Far off the lights go out. Our wives and daughters 
Do not weep for us.  The home-fires are fed, 	Comment by MILLUM: Line break moved. Home added to fires to keep the rhythm.
The flames will keep our memories ever bright.	Comment by MILLUM: Now that unfinished expression can have a conclusion at last. ‘Ever bright’ might be a bit of a cliché. We’ll see.
Our questing prow will seek the setting sun,
Our sinews stretch to take us to new lands
Whence we will return with treasures or with
Tales enough to still the anxious tongues
Of those who stayed behind. Ah, the sights we saw…

So as the night soft-folded on our oars	Comment by MILLUM: Reading through I realised that the poem changed from third to first person – for no good reason. So now it is consistent.
We left the haven of our ancient land	Comment by MILLUM: Removed one ‘home’. I think land is better anyway. 
And set sail into the western sea
With hearts awake, home memories asleep.
Far off the lights go out. Our wives and daughters 
Do not weep for us.  The home-fires are fed, 	Comment by MILLUM: Why not? I think I know but I’m not telling the reader yet. Maybe leave it a small mystery.
The flames will keep our memories ever bright.
Our questing prow will seek the setting sun,
Our sinews stretch to take us to new lands
Whence we will return with treasures or with
Tales enough to still the anxious tongues
Of those who stayed behind. Ah, the sights we saw…	Comment by MILLUM: The narrative is now ready to move on…
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