Heroides 10.21-36

Meanwhile I had called ‘Theseus!’ on the entire shore: The hollow rocks returned your name, and as often as I called for you, so often did the very place itself call for you. The place itself wanted to help bear the suffering.

There was a mountain with a few bushes visible at its peak; a crag hangs over from here worn away by harsh waves. I climb the mountain- my spirit gave me strength - and thus with the view far and wide, I measure the deep surfaces of the ocean. From there, for I also found the winds cruel, I saw the sails stretched headlong by the south wind. As I looked on that I thought I was not worthy to see, I became colder than ice and half dead. Nor does pain allow me to be weary for long; it rouses me, it summons me to call on Theseus with the whole of my voice.

‘Where are you fleeing?’ I cry out. ‘Return oh wicked Theseus! Turn the ship! She does not have all her number!’
