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214 HOMER: THE ODYSSEY [76-107]

When Dawn with her lovely locks brought on the third day,
then stepping the masts and hoisting white sails high,
we lounged at the oarlocks, letting wind and helmsmen
keep us true on course . . .
And now, at long last,
I might have reached my native land unscathed,
but just as I doubled Malea’s cape, a tide-rip ,
and the North Wind drove me way off course 90 :
; careering past Cythera. \
' f}ﬁ Nine whole days
i I was borne along by rough, deadly winds
i on the fish-infested sea. Then on the tenth
N | our squadron reached the land of the Lotus-eaters,
1 people who eat the lotus, mellow fruit and flower.
| We disembarked on the coast, drew water there
and crewmen snatched a meal by the swift ships.
; Once we’d had our fill of food and drink I sent
| a detail ahead, two picked men and a third, a runner, 100 |
'! | to scout out who might live there—men like us perhaps, '

| {

; ‘ who live on bread? So off they went and soon enough
' they mingled among the natives, Lotus-eaters, Lotus-eaters
' who had no notion of killing my companions, not at all,

- they simply gave them the lotus to taste instead .

lost all desue to send a message back much les_s return,
' their only wish to hnger there with the Lﬁgi éaters,
| grazing on lotus, all menidryjof th wquruﬁ}Lb.pme ‘
| dlssolv¢d‘igrevqr But I brought them back, back 110
| to the hollow ships, and streaming tears—I forced them, ;
hauled them under the rowing benches, lashed them fast
' and shouted out commands to my other, steady comrades:
‘Quick, no time to lose, embark in the racing ships!’'—
' so none could eat the lotus, forget the voyage home.
| They swung aboard at once, they sat to the oars in ranks
and in rhythm churned the water white with stroke on stroke.
| -
From there we sailed on, our spirits now at a low ebb,
and reached the land of the high and mighty Cyclops,




