Penelope Ulixi   Heroides I
These (words) your Penelope sends to you, slow of return, O Ulysses;
It is no good you writing me a reply: Come yourself!
Troy for certain is fallen, hated of the daughters of Greece;
Priam and all of Troy were hardly worth so great a cost.
O would that then, when he headed to Sparta with his fleet,
Would that he had been buried by raging waters,
Had I not laid cold in my deserted bed,
Nor left alone would I be complaining of days going slowly;
Nor to me seeking/as I seek to beguile the spacious night
Nor would the hanging web continually wear out my widowed hands.
When did I not fear dangers greater than the truth?
Love is a thing full of anxious fear.
It was on you that I imagined that the furious Trojans would rush;
At the mention of hector’s name my pallor always came.

