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When Eniopeus Died

A glut of blood runs wet between his thighs
Down from his breast where the spearhead pierced.
The reins slip through his open slackening hand.
The leftmost horse flicks wide a trembling ear,
The dull bit drooping in her gritted mouth
To testify what she already knows—
That she is masterless. 
	The chariot
Flies on. Like petals bending to the light,
His body arches backward from the car,
The Grecian weapon tucked between his ribs,
A neat incision. 
	The gloom begins
To wash the flashing battlefield away
From his cold eyes, which stare in blind
And terrified entreaty to Hektor, helpless.
