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Augustan Love Elegy
Ovid Her. 1.1-14 translation


Your Penelope is sending this to you, tarrying Ulysses;
It is no good you replying to me: come yourself!
Troy lies in ruins to be sure, hated by Greek girls;
Priam and the whole of Troy were scarcely worth so much.
O if only, that adulterer had been submerged then by violent waves
When he was seeking Sparta with his fleet! 
I would not have lain frigid on the abandoned bed,
Nor, forsaken, complained how slowly the days pass by;
Nor, by seeking to deceive the prolonged night, 
Would I exhaust my widow’s hands on the loom.
When have I not feared dangers more weighty than reality?
Love is a matter full of troubled fear.
I imagined the violent Trojans about to advance on you;
At the name of Hector I was always pale.



