Non-assessed assignment 5 
Heroides 10.21-36 
Meanwhile the hollow rocks were returning your name to me as I was shouting along the shore ‘Theseus!’ and just as often as I was calling you, the place itself was too: the place itself was wanting to bring help to poor me. There was a mountain: scattered shrubs were visible on its summit; from here a crag overhangs, carved out by rough waters. I climbed it (my spirit was giving me strength) and after doing so, I surveyed the wide sea from that height with my gaze. Then I (for I found the winds cruel as well as you) saw the sails stretched by the headlong south wind. As I saw a sight such as I thought I did not deserve to see, I was colder than ice and half-alive. But grief did not allow me to feel faint for long: I was woken by it and woke, I called aloud ‘Theseus’ at the top of my voice. ‘Where are you fleeing to?’ I cried; ‘Turn back, wicked Theseus!
