Ovid ‘Letter’ from Penelope to Odysseus. Arabic. Trans. Noorulhuda Tuma and Sarah Abdelmaksoud (,.s:wssl) G5 J) 2 s Dl

Ulysses, your Penelope is sending you these words.
You are so slow!
Don’t bother replying to me, just come home.

You are a conqueror, and hard-hearted, but you
are missing, and | am not allowed to know

why you are delayed, or where in the world you
are hiding.

If anyone anchors a foreign ship in our harbour,
| question him endlessly before he leaves,

and give him a letter written by my own hands
to give to you, if he ever sees you anywhere.

As itis, | don’t know what to fear; instead | crazily
fear everything,

and the world is an empty slate for all my worries.
Whatever dangers there are at sea, whatever
dangers there are on land,

| imagine that they could be the reason for such a
long delay.

While I’'m stupidly panicking about these dangers,
you may have fallen

in love with a foreigner. It wouldn’t be untypical for
a man like you.

As for me? Even if you came back right now, you
would find me

an old woman, though | was a young girl when you
left.
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Haec tua Penelope lento tibi mittit, Ulixe
nil mihi rescribas attinet: ipse veni!

victor abes, nec scire mihi, quae causa morandi,
aut in quo lateas ferreus orbe, licet!

Quisquis ad haec vertit peregrinam litora puppim,
ille mihi de te multa rogatus abit,

guamgque tibi reddat, si te modo viderit usquam,
traditur huic digitis charta notata meis.

quid timeam, ignoro—timeo tamen omnia demens
et patet in curas area lata meas.

quaecumaque aequor habet, quaecumque pericula

tellus,
tam longae causas suspicor esse morae.

haec ego dum stulte metuo, quae vestra libido est,
esse peregrino captus amore potes.

Certe ego, quae fueram te discedente puella,
protinus ut venias, facta videbor anus.







