
 

 
Poem by Anne Elezabeth Pluto 
 
The Fall 
 
 
 
Ilium. Sterile promontory 
where Astanax was cast 
from battlements; my ashen- 
headed mother, weeping over  
Andromache, my sister-in-law— 
and you Helen, Greek strumpet 
busting amongst us: Call her 
Sister, brother Paris hissed.  
No!—no sister at her loom 
and for all her weaving  
our fates into all that fabric  
she wrapped about herself. 
 
I knew it too soon—he felt  
light in the dark of my flesh, 
but I refused to give him 
another Helen or Achilleus, 
then he cursed me back  
to the fallen. No one  
will ever believe.  You—lord  
of men, host of black ships— 
I miss your golden tongue,  
the swerve of your lips, a grin,  
my world; the future, your dark eyes. 
 
Lord, your wife will kill us both!  
She sharpened the knife, 
cut your son back into the past, 
second daughter haunts 
a palace filled with furies 
and O the sacrifice—  
Iphigeneia!—in Aulus, still  
breathes. Did you really imagine  
Artemis would shatter his best piece? 
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