Translation: Heroides 1.1-14
This letter your Penelope sends to you slow of coming, Ulysses;
It’s important that you do not write back to me: but come yourself! 
Troy certainly lies in ruins, detested by Greek women
Scarcely Priam and the whole of Troy was worth it
Oh I wish then, when he was seeking Sparta with his fleet,
The adulterer would be overpowered by the furious waters!
Then I wouldn’t be laying here cold in this deserted bed 
Nor would I, left behind, bemoan the slow days passing
Nor while I seek to weave for the roomy night
the hanging web would tire my bereaved hands.
When did I not fear dangers more serious than reality
Love’s business is full of disturbed fear
I was imagining that violent Trojans were going to rush you
I was always pale when I heard the name Hector.
