Heroides X: 21-36  A Translation
Meanwhile, I cried out along the entire shore,’Theseus!’     The hollow rocks echoed your name, and as often as I (called out) for you, so often did the place itself call out your name.   The place itself willed the work to bear me in my woe.   
  There was a mountain – shrubs are visible, rising scattered, here and there. A cliff overhangs, warn away  by deep-sounding waves.   I climb – my spirit gave me strength – and after doing so, I survey in my broad view the billowy deep.  From there - for I found the winds cruel as well as you – I saw your sails stretched by the headlong southern gale.  
As I saw a sight as I thought I did not deserve to see, I became colder than ice and semi-conscious.   But grief did not allow me to feel faint;  it rouses me, it stirs me up, and I call on Theseus with loud voice.  ‘To where do you flee? I cry aloud; ‘Come back wicked Theseus!  Turn around your ship! She does not have her full compliment’

