10.1-12 Her. Translation

I have found species of wild beasts kindlier than you in every way;
I could not have entrusted myself to anyone worse than you.
That which you read, Theseus, I send to you from that shore,
From which your sails carried your ship without me.
And in which my sleep and you betrayed me badly,
criminally ambushing my sleep.
It was a time, in which the earth was first sprinkled by the morning frost 
and hidden birds warbled in a leafy branch.
[bookmark: _GoBack]And half-awake I stirred my hand, sluggish with sleep
Reclining to grasp Theseus. 
He was gone without a trace! And I withdrew my hand and I reached out again,
And I moved my arms around the bed: He was gone without a trace!



