Assignment 4

Heroides 1.1-10

This your Penelope sends to you, slow Ulysses; it is of no consequence if you write back to me: come yourself.
Troy is assuredly in ruins, hateful to Greek girls; scarcely were Priam and all Troy worth so much.
O if only then, when he sought Sparta with his fleet, the adulterer was drowned by the raging seas! 
I would not lie cold in my deserted bed, nor would I, left behind, lament that the days pass slowly;
Nor would the hanging warp continually tire my widowed hands as I endeavour to beguile the long night.
