
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

OTOTOTOI POPOI DA 

by Edith Lyre 

 

Edie spoke to me a little about the world she’d left in order to be with Andy: she 

claimed her father had forced her and her sister to sit in a sphinxlike position with 

bared breasts on the top of columns flanking the entrance to the driveway when 

guests came to their place in California. Edie’s story was that her father would beat 

them brutally if they moved. A lot of what she used to tell me turned out to be 

true.  

– Isabel Eberstadt (int. by Jean Stein), Edie: American Girl 

 

About the foyer of the Palace of Troy, after its ruin, Christa Wolf relates: It was here. This is where 

she stood. These stone lions looked at her; now they no longer have heads. Here she is Cassandra, and it’s all 

pretty easy to get, I mean, what Wolf wanted from her in this scene.  

 The stern, lowering face of Priam, spinning topaz in the statues’ eyes. Walk bowed between 

the eyes and the eyes are who you are. This growing hunch in your back — the same hunch your 
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mother has — that’s who she was too. Then Priam dies and then Troy falls and, then, the lions no 

longer have heads. A sequence of motherhoods collides in the seeress, Cassandra, and: End fractal. 

All is oblivion. Blink twice. But you’re still alive — and so then now what? Now who are you? 

The best part of the joke with Cassandra is, even before all this, she knew it was coming.  

 Every Trojan would dissolve, but only Cassandra would dissolve in advance, before the 

fall and break and chance of rebirth, who’d be blessed/cursed, in the meanwhile, to be a kind of 

nothing, neither a Trojan nor a Trojan exile. Natural to wonder, then, at the mechanism of her 

unintelligibility: as in, why at first did no one believe her prophecies, and why, after Troy fell, did 

they begin to? Paradox of conflicting inevitabilities, prophecy of a catastrophe that had to be 

inconceivable, a catastrophe whose first nature, embedded in its proprioception, was a Black Swan?  

What would the indefinable words ὀτοτοτοῖ πόποι δᾶ! — Line 1072 of ‘Agamemnon,’ put 

in her mouth by Aeschylus to foretell her immediate death — become if the stone lions should 

look at them again? Maybe they didn’t always mean nothing. Take on faith ὀτοτοτοῖ πόποι δᾶ! was 

once full of stuff, meaning, consequence, possibly guilt. Don’t release it quite yet. Someone may 

still find its papers and God knows what it mightn’t’ve done.  

 Just a poor, would-be sentence who'd outlived her fractal. Happens to the best of us. Get 

her to the Library of Babel, find her a new home. 

 After Clytemnestra and Aegisthus slaughtered her (she was in the way: Agamemnon was 

the target), because she knew too much, Cassandra was promoted to the Elysian Fields. There, her 

terrible magic could harm no one. What was there to prophesy now, else the same tick of the same 

clock on the same eternal day in paradise? I Have No Mouth, and I Must Scream is the name of a post-

apocalyptic short story by Harlan Ellison (1967). In it, the five surviving humans are denied death 

by a god-AI called Allied Mastercomputer. It suspends them in effective immortality until, finally, 

one kills the other four, so it takes away his mouth (and the rest of his body). He and Allied 

Mastercomputer are trapped together, alone in eternity. In this way, the god-AI enacts justice; this 

is how it feels. In the Elysian Fields, they reckon, the departed carry on at whatever occupation 
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they enjoyed in life. Well, Cassandra didn’t enjoy much, and her occupation was screaming things 

she knew no one would hear but nevertheless knew she’d scream. Whose body is it, in that case? 

Who’s speaking, when the syllables you garble exist ahead of your intention?  

 Ph'nglui mglw'nafh Cthulhu R'lyeh wgah'nagl fhtagn, whisper the floorboards. 

 ὀτοτοτοῖ πόποι δᾶ, groans the Aegean wind.  

 (Rattle, gurgle, clink, tinkle, clicks Warhol’s tape-recorder, switching on (a, 1968, 1)). 

 


