Now Odysseus, aged much by time

 Heads off to new adventure, to search for lands of myth

And always makes a new story, a new rhyme

Of how he survived an awesome journey, adrift

On the ocean.  For discontent on an island paradise

Of Ithaca, where he yearned to be

Now he travels with new men, new eyes

That search for new adventures incessantly

Alas, the gods work wonders upon men

Driving them to do more great deeds

Making their brains light up again

To prove once and for all, they can’t be beat

Odysseus left all he wished

To return to the life he truly cherished.

