Heroides 1,1-14 translation.

Your Penelope sends you this (letter), slow Odysseus; writing back doesn’t matter-come yourself! 
Troy certainly lies (in ruins), hated by Greek girls. Priam and the whole of Troy were hardly worth so 
much. O would that then, when his ship was heading to Sparta, the adulterer had been 
overwhelmed by raging waters. I (then) would not have lain cold in my deserted bed, nor would I 
now be complaining of slowly passing days, nor would I try to deceive the night by exhausting my 
widowed hands with weaving (lit. a hanging web). When have I not feared more serious dangers 
than the real ones? Love is a matter full of anxious fear. I would imagine that the furious Trojans 
would rush upon you; I always went white at the name of Hector.
