Heroides 10.21-36

Meanwhile the curved rocks repeated your name to me as I shouted ‘Theseus!’ along the entire shore, and as often as I called you, the place itself called: the very place wished to carry aid to me, wretched.
There was a mountain: scattered bushes showed themselves at the summit; from there a cliff overhangs, worn away by the harsh seas.
I climb (my spirit was giving me strength) and thus widely I survey the deep seas in my gaze.
From there (for I met also with cruel winds) I saw your sails stretched by the violent south wind.
As I saw that which I would have thought myself undeserving to see, I was colder than ice and half-dead.
But sorrow does not for long allow me to be weary; it rouses me, rouses me and I call to Theseus at the top of my voice.
‘Where do you flee to?’ I call; ‘Come back, wicked Theseus! Turn your boat! It doesn’t have its whole crew!’
