THE FURY AT COLONUS
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The only black ambulance in the city stopped in the littered area at the rear of Police HQ. The diren,
unsuccessfully repaired many times, sounded like a sobbing infant, one too tired or despairing to cry
properly. The dark-cloaked figure of the Fury rolled out of the back and fell to the pavement. Without
seeing if his unwelcome passenger had landed safely, the driver gunned the engine, and the ambulance
whimpered off.

"Niceto see you back, maam,” the desk sergeant said from behind his bulletproof glass, scrolling a
schematic smile across the LEDs of the overhead announcement board. The Fury pedled aflattened
Coca Colacup from her dark coat and dropped it on the floor. It was ahot day, the sunlight molten on
the worn sgquares of the floor, but the Fury kept her ankle-length coat buttoned up to her neck. Only the
ends of her thick fingernails stuck out of the over-long deeves. Her hair waslong and stiff with dried
blood.

She walked past the rows of desks and the whispersfollowed her.
"Back?'

"Long one, thistime. Rough. Maybe next time she won't --"

"Shh! Bad luck. Did you hear what happened?”

"Popped Oedipus's head like awatermelon, when shefindly caught up to him. Don't know why it took
s0 long, with those bad feet of his...."

"Popped his head?"
"Right between her hands."
"Oh, come on. A watermelon'simpaossible, much lessa skull. Think you could do that?"

"Hey, | don't know. Maybe those empty eye sockets made it easier, gave apressure release or
something. | saw the autopsy photos. Here, | got ‘em in my desk.”

"You areaswine, Can| see?'

The Fury opened the door to her office. She had already noted the absence of her name on the frosted
glass, and so was prepared for the empty room with its cracked plasterboard and Burger King bag
crumpled in acorner. Her heavy desk had left gouges in the floor. As she examined the abandoned
gpace, the one fluorescent remaining flickered and went out, leaving adismal resdud glow, like crushed
fireflies.

Her new office wasfivelevels down into the substructure of the building, behind astack of dented filing
cabinets with hand- |ettered |abels, the black ink faded amost to illegibility. There were two windows,
which implied arisein status, but both reved ed nothing but twisted layers of bedrock. They werethe
sdes of aquarium tanks, displaying trapped seas of stone.

They'd moved her collection and arranged it in order on her walls: dangling jump ropes, crow bars bent
by thefrantic force of their homicida use, pieces of stained cloth, even her favorite, a
more-than-man-sized execution device made of two perpendicular wood beams. The drawers of her
desk were dill full of teeth and finger bones, and racks of organsin jarsfilled the shelves. The morgue



kept demanding them back, but she dways refused to recognize the validity of their paperwork. She was
too attached to her souvenirsto let them go. Each was the memory of an avenged wound.

The precise arrangement of the office was dl of a piece with the new Director's meticul ousness, and
indicated that the Fury's effectiveness could, and would, be destroyed without ever violating departmental
regulations.

The Fury sniffed her desk. Clean as alooted tomb. A key flick, and Pending files appeared on the
computer screen. Nothing flagged for her. Departmental statistics showed that a higher percentage of
crimes were being solved. She wasn't interested in solving crimes. That wasn't her territory.

Asafind indignity, her Intray held astack of sheets explaining the Department's new retirement plan.
Glossy color photographs showed the green leaves of aplace called Kindly Grove, with thelegend
'Gracious and Exclusve!l’ Using her fingernails, she spread them deliberately out on the ancient surface of
her desk, tearing and shredding the paper. They would try to wall her in down here, she knew, until she
was completely entombed in stone, as she had been before her existence.

As she sat, the trundle of document-laden carts, the flirtatious laughs, the anxious footsteps, the tense
discussions, dl the sounds of the office, continued, first abashed by her presence behind the door, then
unrestrained, as her existence was forgotten.

A drop of liquid fell on the piled sheets, its smack loud in the silence of her office. Sheturned her head in
time to see another blot of crimson appear on the investment options page. Then another, each drop
thick, rounded, and shiny. The metallic scent of fresh blood filled the room. A desperate splatter
obliterated most of the health benefits. The Fury put her fingernail in adrop, touched it to her tongue --
and was out of the office and down the hall.

"Oh, an oversight, of course," Athenasaid from behind her garishly painted desk. Her hair was swept up
above her head and held in place by rusting metal spikes pulled from some distant bettlefield. Her wide
gray eyesregarded the Fury camly.

"Y ou should have been copied on it. An oversight, as| said." Athena snacked on an ox's thigh bone
wrapped in fat, but didn't offer the Fury any. There had been atime, the Fury remembered, when
sacrifices had been offered her aswell. "It'snothing. All taken care of. No need to trouble yoursdlf, its
just afamily dispute, a problem ssemming from the late war...."

The Fury ran her fingernails across the desk's elaborately painted surface. Ten pardle lines of blood
appeared, and began to soak in, ruining the colorful scenes painted there. With acasud air, asif sheld
just spilled alittle tea, Athena shook out the linen napkin in her lap and wiped up the blood.

Athenawas an Olympian, amember of the new adminigtration. A lot of irrevocable changes were being
made. But the Fury was akey member of the Old Service. Athena could fiddle with the detail s of
jurisdiction al she wanted, but she could not stop the Fury from acting.

Athenaswiveled her chair and stared out of the window. Her office was high up, and looked out over the
bronze towers of the city. Their edges were rosy now with what was either dawn or sunset. Abruptly
risng mountains held in the ky.

"Well, fine. If you want to go, | can't op you. Asyou obvioudy know. But...well, | do have to mention.
Theré's no free money left in the travel budget. None at dl. | don't know how it happened, something to
do with how we cdculate the quarter --"

The Fury turned and left the office. She could walk.



#

Most of the storefronts were boarded up, the fiberboard panel's bearing the spray painted names of their
suppliers, the only businesses thriving in the neighborhood. Behind the stores were endless rows of
gpartment blocks, curtains hanging dispiritedly out the windows. Children peered out of the darkness,
momentarily distracted from TV screens by the false promise of the world outside. A hand dangled a
one-armed doll over adangeroudy low silI, asif checking itsurgeto suicide.

One entire block had been torn down for an optimistic parking lot, now abandoned, grass coming up
through the cracks, allanthus trees growing against the wal of windowless brick next door. The Fury
sared acrossit and imagined it covered with trees. She could see the roots shoving their way through the
asphdlt, cracking it and revedling the old soil benegth.

The Fury turned away, disturbed by thisimage of retirement, and crossed the car-tormented sireet. The
funeral home had once been a comfortable mansion, from atime when people had lived here as a choice.
It was the only structure preserved from that time. With its white columns and high windowsit was
solemnly beautiful. Its porch wrapped around two sides. Bright red awvnings had been unfurled against the
summer sun.

Right next door was a garbage-strewn vacant lot. Men in brightly colored warm-up suits squatted there,
injecting drugs through disposable syringes from a pink box stolen from some hospita storeroom. The
fat onein the canary yellow, his sneakers as clean asif he had been carried into the lot by daves, seemed
to be the leader. The others aped his gestures, desperate for his approval. The vacant ot ended in a
corroded and half-toppled wrought-iron fence, beyond which was the overgrown cemetery.

Inside, there were no mourners, no sign that anyone knew that Clytemnestra of Argoswas dead. After
shefinaly managed to pry the front door open, the Fury found hersdlf there done. She walked to the rear
of the room, undid the catches, and dammed back the lid of the massive bronze coffin.

The embalmer had been careful to restore Clytemnestrato her appearance just before her death. Her
gown was fine and looped with slver, jewe s glittered around her neck and in her ears, her handswere
raised up to ward off the blows, alook of terror deformed her face.

The Fury undid the gown and did her fingernailsinto the body through the wounds. It took only afew
minutes to determine that al relevant information had aready been removed from the body during
autopsy and embaming. Theliver was aplastic child's purse filled with colored seahorses. The heart was
acan of spackling compound. The ovaries, in acrud joke by one of the male Olympians, were charcoad
briquettes.

The actua autopsy results were closed to the Fury by the new regulations. The Olympians meant for her
to be stymied, to scream out her impotent rage here, tear thisirrelevant place apart.

But the Fury was not entirely without resource. She stood for amoment until the air from her nostrils no
longer smdlled like burnt hair. She stripped Clytemnestra's dress away completely, to reved the knife
dashesthrough her sagging skin, so tattered that the emba mer had been forced to attach it to the
underlying fat and muscle with safety pins. The attack had been brutal and unrelenting. Her neck was
amost severed.

The Fury pushed her lips down on Clytemnestral's and exhaed gently. The wounds cried out in agonized
chorus. "Orestes!” The name of her only son wasacurse, Clytemnestraslast, and it was that curse that
had brought the Fury out from her subterranean imprisonment. The Fury sucked in, tasted desth and
vengeance, and teased Clytemnestra's tongue out of the nest of her mouth. The taste was bitter, more
bitter than the Fury remembered. As she inhded, the wounds gasped "Oedi --" She pulled her mouth



back, and the wounds fdl silent. She yanked Clytemnestra's tongue and flipped it out acrossthe chin.
She scraped a bar code across the pale, white-coated flesh, so that Charon would take Clytemnestra
across the Styx without argument, payment provided by the Old Service.

"Areyou ready?' someone said behind her. It wasthe leader of the warm-up-suit clad drug addicts from
the vacant lot. Hisbelly swelled proudly in his canary yellow. She stepped aside, dready feding the
breath of loss. Clumsly, pupilsdilated, musclestwitching, they picked up the heavy coffin and hauled it
out the rear of the funeral home.

The sun was blinding after the darkness of the house. The Fury preceded the coffin through the cemetery,
mourning, weeping desperately, the tears streaming down her face carving paths through the ancient dried
secretions on her cheeks. Clytemnestranow lived on within her, and she was sorrowing for her own
degth.

The pall bearerstoppled the coffin off their shoulders. They had not bothered to dig agrave, but the
bronze hulk sank down into the earth like awhae diving. Soon the weeds and grasses would grow over
the spot, and it would be asif nothing lay beneath. They collapsed amid the weeds, weary with their great
effort. Without looking back, the Fury waked out the other end of the cemetery and down the road
toward Argos.

#

The gate guard hid within hismirrored kiosk and pretended not to see her. The Fury skirted the lowered
security gate intended to bar entry into Argos and headed up the winding road that led between the
lawns. The houses sat back behind their garages. Beyond them was the white wall, topped with aroof of
red tile, that surrounded Argos and protected it from the desert.

An occasiond car did by her, drivers polo-shirt relaxed in their air conditioning, but there was no other
sggn of life. The planned community centers, onein each quarter of the city, were empty, the bulletin
boards devoid of anything but admonitions that notices would be removed after two weeks. A single
toppled tricycle on afront walk seemed like amonument to a vanished race.

The Fury stalked to Agamemnon's house. Reporters were clustered around the front, outside the police
linetape, waiting for something to happen. Most sat in the back of the video van from aloca TV dation,
crunching empty coffee cupsin their hands and taring at the pavement. Some peered anxioudy &t the
half-open front door, desperate for any sign of activity.

A murmur ran through them at the Fury's appearance. Cameraand video lenses shifted in her direction,
but there was no click-whiz of film advance or whir of videotape, just a breathless piercing through the
viewfinder. The Fury kept her power because her image was never reproduced. Aside from vague
rumors, thefirst sight of the Fury was dwaysthe first unforgettable sght. Thiswas quite unlike the new
Olympians, whose power depended precisely on the excessive reproduction of their externals, on the
presence of a hieratic image of Zeusin every temple and automobile showroom, so that the actua

appearance of the god was unnecessary.

Weéll, the Fury ill did al her own stunts. The new gods would soon no doubt change thisrule. There
would be cover stories on the Fury, tabloid TV scenes of her office, Fury posters, Fury drinking cups, all
the rest, and her effectiveness would vanish. These reporters would be instruments of that downfal, and
they knew it.

That would explain why she was here, at this scene of an irrdevant side show. Clytemnestra had not died
at Agamemnon's house. That the roots of her desth could be found here should have been irrdlevant, but
somehow it wasn't. Agamemnon had been murdered by Clytemnestraon his return from the war, but



snce Clytemnestrawas not hisblood, but just hiswife, the Fury had not been called to avenge him. A
man chooses hiswife, and thus cannot find her actions againgt him incomprehensible.

A nondescript sea scene hung askew on thewall of the living room, an unnecessarily coy symbol of
violent events. One of the off-white armchairs, part of acoordinated set that included the curtains, was
toppled over, and the vast TV in the walnut cabinet was shattered. The vacuum of the CRT had sucked
most of the broken glassinto itself, and the catmed cut-pile carpet was clean, except for the bloodstains.
Thevictim had died watching TV, perhaps even alocd report of his own recent activities.

Aegisthuslay on hisback on the living room floor. He wore a steroid-driven paramilitary police uniform,
alarge holster, and indggniaof iridescent tantalum, asubtle sign of hisancestry, and perhapsaclaim of
legitimacy. That claim had done him little good. After his assistancein the murder of hiscousin
Agamemnon, Aegisthus had pushed Argos around for years, his power derived from Clytemnestra.

The security walls, the checkpoints, the tire-busting spikes at the entrance -- these kept the outside world
at bay, but did nothing to defend againgt internd tyranny, whose takeover was made easier by isolation.
No one had struggled too hard againgt it. He'd reduced greens fees.

A young police lieutenant, his uniform aready stripped of the more egregiousinsignia, seemed
unconcerned by his one-time commander'sfate. He knelt by Aegisthus's pulled-in right hand, tilted the
wide, Sghtlessfacefirg thisway, then that, and talked quietly into atiny tape recorder. He had not
noticed the Fury's entrance. He glanced occasiondly at the open front door, to where the reporters
stood, one or another of them pointing acameraat the only activity visble: the intent policeman doing his
job.

He moved down the body, careful to stay in view of the door. Aegisthus had suffered as many knife
blows as Clytemnestra. Oresteswas clearly fit, and not a man to make the minimum necessary effort.
Aegisthus had damage to every mgjor organ, with an amost mathematical ddivery of thrusts. Hewasa
heavy, fleshy man, and it couldn't have been easy to find the pancreas, say. The Fury leaned forward to
listen in on the police lieutenant's foreng c observations.

"...then, saut, the shdlotsin the dlarified butter,” the lieutenant murmured into histape recorder. "Takethe
shallots out and deglaze the pan with the white wine. Reduce the sauce by ahalf, and put the shalots
back in, dong with the mushrooms. Pour the sauce --"

For thefirst time, he saw the Fury, and clicked off hisrecorder. "I'm afraid I'll have to ask you to step
back behind the paliceline.

The Fury leaned over farther. He blinked, then covered hisface in horror, as the pus that came from her
eyes dripped down into hisface, burning and sending its rank stench into his nogtrils.

He crawled to the partia shelter of the overturned armchair and held on to the legs for comfort. "No, no,
no...it wasn't my fault, | wasloyd, | did my job." Hisvoice was muffled as he rubbed at the ooze on his
face. "But now the Olympians are here, it's out of my hands, don't you think I'd do something if | could?
Don't take me, | don't deserveit.”

The Fury stepped over Aegisthus's outstretched legs and walked down the hall. The master bathroom
was the most dramatic part of the house. It was dl dark tile, mirrors, gold-plated taps and nozzles. It was
here that Agamemnon was murdered by Clytemnestraand Aegisthus, just as he was stepping into the tub
for along- awaited bath. That case had been hushed up by an earlier adminigtration, and Clytemnestra
and Aegisthus had been permitted to run Argosfor years. That reign was over. The new Olympians
clearly had other deputiesin mind.



Theimages of the blood spattered tile had been widely reproduced, though without comment. No news
service had been sure whether Agamemnon's murder was laudable or vile, and so the images had
remained just absiract patterns, like awallpaper design. Every square inch had been photographed
before aquick hosing had returned the bathroom to its pristine state. A magjor advantage of modern
bathrooms was their ease of cleaning.

Two workmen with paint-spattered caps were in the bathroom, spreading clear plastic sheets on the
wadls.

"Over to thel€eft alittle bit...no, too far. Now down just ahair...what kind of hair? Don't get me started.
Did | tell you what she made me do last week? Y ou wonder why | had to talk like I'd had aroot cand dll
morning? Wdl| --"

He sucked in his breath when the Fury entered, then had to cough.

The plastic sheet bore the pattern of bloodstains from Agamemnon's murder. Attached to the clean black
tile, it brought the room back to that day. The other worker, unconcerned with the Fury's presence,
camly taped the top of the sheet. It matched exactly, with the straight lines of blood running just down
the white grout between the tiles, forming ared-brown grid at the bottom of thewall.

"So that we can remember why," the gabby one said.

Clytemnestraremembered why. In her head, the Fury bore the entire toxic history of the House of
Atreus, astack of murder and violence so heavy that it would never be moved or sorted out. But the
Fury could dready see the Olympian solution. They would repaint the structure and turnit into art, a
subject to employ television writers, advertisers, and directors. Agamemnon's father, Atreus, had served
up hisbrother Thyestess own children to him at afeast. Aegisthus, another of Thyestess sons, had finaly
killed Atreus, only to be supplanted by Agamemnon. But these were merdly the last chapters of an
endless bloody tale, stretching back past Pelops to the ancient ancestor Tantalus.

In hislast moments, Oedipus had warned her of what would happen. Rather than bloody, till-dripping
crimes, these could be turned to stories, with Orestess murder of Clytemnestramerely the last. But the
Fury could taste Clytemnestra's death in the back of her throat. And despite dl the Olympians, shewould
soothe that taste with the sweet flow of Orestes's blood. She had no interest in stories.

She could just seethetips of Aegisthus's polished boots from where she sood. And for thefirst timein
her existence, she asked hersdf a question. Could a man who murdered the driver of another carina
foolish traffic digpute, as Oedipus had murdered, all unknowing, hisfather Laius, ever be worthy of
worship? She dill heard hiswords.

Disturbed by her musings, and dismayed by her own digtraction in coming to Agamemnon's house, she
swept back out past the assembled reporters, who were al now clustered around the police lieutenant.

"We have dl suffered long enough,” hetold them. "It wastimefor achange.” The shiny lenses of cameras
and videocams repeated countless distorted reflections of hisface. A hundred whispered duplicates of his
voice recorded themsalves on the spinning tapes.

#

Clytemnestra had been murdered on the largest of Argossthree golf courses. It wasthe only red public
gpacein Argos. the community centers were unused, and al the stores where the inhabitants shopped
werein the strip malls on outside roads. Clytemnestra had just been teeing off. Typically, she had been at
the blue tees, the men's, adding ten yardsto her drive.



"It'snot asif nothing growsthere” A groundskeeper was taking hislunch at the spot, in the shade of an
intensvely watered sycamore. "Nothing would be okay, wed just put in asand trap, move thetee over a
bit, difficult but no real problem. No, people say that, but they don't actually come hereto look." He
vaguely held out asilver thermos, not redlly wanting her to accept, then poured himsalf another cup of
lemonade. He swirled it in hishand to hear the cold ice click.

The place where Clytemnestra had died was barren, with afew remnants of dead grass around the
edges. Extravagantly spiked cacti sprouted from the dry soil. The gray-brown surface was already
covered with miniature black stacks of cryptogams, the dry microscopic plantsthat held the desert sol
together. For al the efforts of the green grassto make it seem dead, the desert was deeply dive. That
waswhat made it so frightening.

"A hazard's supposed to be clean sand, not this stuff. It'sareminder they don't need, and no one wants
to rip his Sansabelts on a damn Joshua Tree while digging holes with hiswedge. And who do they
blame?You got it."

The groundskeeper had not gotten up with the Fury'sarrival. He was an old man, brown and sagging
from years of the desert sun, and wore the trim blue uniform of the Argos Golf Course.

"| served with the old man, you know. In thewar. Only saw him from adistance. Never up close. | was
a Aulis...." Hetried to hurry past the thought. "1 dways did my duty. So did Agamemnon. That's what
got himinto dl the trouble." He peered up at the Fury. "That'swhat | like about you. Y ou do your damn
job, and don't jaw about it."

The Fury didn't move, and he shifted position so that she gave him alittle extrashade, asif shewasjust
some sort of topographic feature. Most people feared the Fury, but there was no reason for it. The Fury
was not arbitrary. He had done his duty, lived well, and had nothing to fear.

"The boy had to kill her, you know. Heredlly did. Things couldn't go on the way they were. Not that |
don't understand her. Boy, | know why she had to do what she did. Like told you, | wasthere." He
looked past the Fury at the mountains. "'l wasthere, waiting with everybody ese. Aulis AFB was never
meant to hold so many troops. We were triple stacked in what barracks there were, camped out in the
hangars, piled up al over the place, cooking in the sun. We were getting sick. And mad. We wanted
war, not waiting around. Of course, if we'd been given achoice later, we might have changed our
minds”

The golf course was aso the town graveyard, the Fury now saw. Tiny stone squares were everywhere,
amost invisblein the grass. Each one bore aname, alocation, and abar code for inventory control. She
looked over the names while the groundskeeper spoke. TROY was the most frequent place of degth.

The groundskeeper was amost crying. "We had to go. We had to. The old man knew hisjab, his
responsbilities. The new administration didn't want to take over the usdaess projects from the old, and
Artemis demanded...well, you know what it was." The old man's voice took on the sing-song tones of a
long-rehearsed but never-told story. "Iphigenia, Agamemnon's daughter, Clytemnestral's daughter, had to
be sacrificed. It'sin the regs, how you do it. Eighteen paragraphs of it. They raised her up ontherack in
the repair garage, cut her throat. She looked around, meeting each of usin the eyes, and there were
hundreds of usthere. As her blood fell on the oil-stained concrete, the C-5As were finally able to sart
their engines. They thundered up into the smoky sky behind us. Y ou shake when those engines go, dl the
way to your heart. But none of usturned to look. Each of uslooked &t her, remembering her eyes, the
way she'd looked at us. Her hair hung down over the end of thelift, the endstrailed in the oil sump. Then
they formed us up, and we went off to the war." He passed ahand in front of his eyes, clearing the scene.
"Clytemnestra never forgave any of usfor that. | could fed it when she saw me mowing the grass. | was



an Argos employee. Shewasn't going to kill me. But when it came to Agamemnon...wdll, as| said, |
know why shedid it. Did him."

The groundskeeper looked off across the course at the distant wall.
"Hedidn't go back, you know. After he killed his mother. Orestes didn't go back into town...."

That was as much as he was going to give her, and it was enough. She walked off acrossthe grass.
Behind the club house, an arroyo dug down under the wall, passing through a high concrete culvert.
Teenagers had cut through the grating with torches and bent the corrugated iron bars back. The culvert
itself wasfilled with broken bottles and old cans, blackened in ritud fires. Beyond was the eterna desert,
sere and serenein thelight of late afternoon.

The soft sand left from the last cloudburst was marked by asingle line of footprints.
#

The mobile homesin the park had been there so long that they were dmost invisible under spreading
vines, untrimmed shrubs, abandoned leaning bathtubs. Strings of Chinese lanterns hung above picnic
tables. The street sides of yards were marked by truck tires painted white, filled with flowers. And
everywhere were the mystic slver globes on their stands, sign of the cryptic Orphism of country folk. In
each of thetrailersa TV glowed, many tuned to the same channel. Some joke on an old sitcom caused a
thunder of canned laughter through the trailer park, like acoming storm.

A burly man with aydlow beard sat at apicnic table in work- stained coverdls, severd drain pansin
front of him on the green-checked plastic tablecloth. He scrubbed carburetor parts with an old
toothbrush dipped in solvent, shifting them from one pan into another as he decided they were clean
enough.

"If I had known, | never would have let them into the house," he said. He held aneedle valve up to the
light, shook his head, and discarded it and its housing into adrain pan with aflick of histhumb.

"Oh, your fine house." A woman in adragon-embroidered house robe appeared in the trailer door. She
was beautiful, with bitter linesto her face. Her dark hair waslong and wild, and her lipstick was smeared
on her lips, probably ddliberately, with athumb. "Orestes and Pylades. Their hands were so...clean. So
soft. | noticed it as soon asthey arrived. Do you redlly think they wanted to comein here?’

She leaned againgt the jamb and crossed her arms under her breasts. Sheirritably examined the kitchen
witch that spun dowly under the lintel. One e egant leg stretched out of her robe. She wore velvet
high-hedled house pumps. Thiswas Electra, Orestess sister, Agamemnon and Clytemnestra's daughter.
She had been compelled to marry the auto mechanic while Aegisthus and Clytemnestraruled Argos. His
name was Wademar, and it was clear from the way helooked at her that he loved Electra desperately.

"His hands aren't clean any more, that's for damn sure.” Waldemar took a certain gloomy satisfaction in
that. Helooked up from hiswork and saw the Fury where she stood, silent in the road. Her presence
didn't seem to surprise him. Silently, he gestured her to sit on the bench opposite him. She did not move.

"He's not here, damn you!" Electrateetered in the trailer door on her high hedls, but did not quite dare to
fly a the Fury.

"True enough,” Waldemar said. "Didn't come by thisway, far as| know. Only on theway in, on the way
to Argos." He shook his head. "If I'd known what those two butt-heads were up to...wdll, Pyladesisin
jail now, though he's got afancy lawyer and will be out pretty soon, smart word says. Hewas just



helping out afriend, after dl. What could anyone do? Want some chili? It'swhat we're having for dinner.
Out of acan, though, | should warn you. Electras a sweet thing but she's never been much of a cook...."

"Stop chattering with her," Electrasaid. ™Y ou know you're just doing it to bug me."

"Well, you got your chanceto talk with those TV guys." For the first time, the Fury noticed the tracks of

the mediavehiclesall over thegrass. A shrub had been broken next door by avan backing up, several of
the trees had clamp marks on their bark where cameras had been attached, and the flowers were turning
back to the glow of the setting sun, having been temporarily seduced by the brighter sun of the TV lights.

"l couldn't get aword in edgewise." Waldemar had finished his carburetor and set the drain pansin anest
row againgt the side of thetrailer.

"Oh!" Electrabit back the retort that he wasn't important enough to be listened to, though it hung, dmost
vigble intheair.

The TV wasoningde. War scenesflickered on the screen: explosions, miles-long lines of refugees,
burning cities, tanks roaring across fields and smashing through the corners of farmhouses dready tilting
with age. Agamemnon was dive again, sitting behind atable and stabbing a pointer at a chart covered
with symbols. He was a bland functionary of desth, not awarrior, and this made him sad. Somewhere,
hidden deep, never reflecting the light of day, was a bronze hdmet with a bobbing plume, ahemet he had
never been permitted to wear. On the TV he was suddenly atragic figure, unfairly removed from alifein
which he had never really participated. His beseeching eyes |ooked out toward Electra, Wa demar, and
the Fury. In the corner of the screen wasthetiny outline of arunning figure: thelogo of Orestesin Fight,
symbol of this news coverage.

The scene cut to avadt traffic interchange crammed with cars, dl staled with their windows shattered,
bodies hanging out of the door and dangling over therailings, Agamemnon's great victory in the war, then
to aperfume commercid. Beautiful handswith long fingers delicately opened acrystal baottle.

The Fury kept staring a Electra. It was starting to make her nervous. The Fury stood in her long dark
coat like afunera monument, an old one, something ancient, put up because of the red fear that the body
beneath might rise up if not held fast by the weight of stone. Hies buzzed in the heavy air.

"It wasn't my fault," Electragasped. "'l didn't have anything..that is, | didn't know, | didn't know what
Oresteswas going to do!"

Wademar stood and put himsdlf between the Fury and Electra, though the look on his face reveded that
he had no idea of what he could do if the Fury choseto act. The Fury knew that Clytemnestra never truly
loved Electra, who was too much Agamemnon's daughter, while she dearly loved Orestes, and Electra
knew it too.

"If you had any brains, you'd be ableto figureit out for yoursdlf," Electrajeered, asaway of excusng her
fear, her betrayal. "And | can tell you because it doesn't matter. He's on hisway to Delphi. Good luck
with getting him once hé'sthere.”

Déephi. Apollo's home base. They werent making it easy.

"Climb back into your hole!" Electra hooted behind the Fury as she waked off. "Y ou've bitten off more
than you can chew.”

#

Orestes stopped in an ice cream shop for a soda. The place was decorated in addiberately Olde-Tyme



syle, with celling fans over the curlicue tables and chairs, and a picture of agentleman in asiraw boater,
wearing what looked suspicioudy like a butcher's apron.

Orestes was just reaching for the large paper cup when the Fury came up behind him. Hetried to be
cool, to pretend that her presence didn't matter at al to him, but his hand shook as he tried to pay the
bored high schoal girl behind the counter, and he dropped the change.

"I....I think I'm going to be sick." He ran for the bathroomsin back. There was adoor there, leading to
the gravel parking lot. The screen door flopped loudly.

The Fury scooped up the change and handed it to the girl behind the counter. "Thanks." As she turned
indifferently back to the magazine she had been reading, the Fury recognized where shewas. A rack of
newspapers displayed to one sde said Thebes Advertiser.

Thebes was the home of Oedipus, the Fury's last victim, the one who had come closest to destroying her,
and the one whose voice still spoketo her. The counter girl did not recognize the executioner of her great
ruler, never having seen her on TV, or in the magazine she had now turned her atention to. Her eyes
were as blue and vacant as the sky, and the Fury had the sudden urge to remove her, thisinnocent and
chance-come-upon young woman, as guiltier than Electra, Orestes, Agamemnon, or Clytemnestra, to
drag her screaming through the streets and sacrifice her in the main square beneath the monumentsto old
wars.

The Fury dug her nailsinto the counter. She had never before thought of killing anyone but the one
designated for punishment. Indifference and ignorance were not crimes, not to her. They weren't. The
formicapeded off itsfiberboard backing with a sound like dry leaves. The girl looked up from her
magazine, annoyed.

"Hey, isthere something se?' As shelooked more closdly, fear seized her face. Her skin tightened and
her thick pancake makeup seemed about to crack and fall to the floor.

It wasthat fear that saved her, and saved the Fury from an impossible swerving from duty. Some trace of
her old power was till l€ft her.

She left the shop and strolled the streets, seeing the scene of Oedipus's history. Thebes had a pleasant
green, and rows of old brick buildings, many of them now gone. The building, she thought, where Jocasta
had hanged hersdlf, and Oedipus had put out his eyes with a pin from her dress, was a smooth expanse
of improbably white gravel, aswasthe old hotel a which Tiresas had stayed. Thebes was determined to
have no memory of the great. Perhaps the girl was not doneto blamefor her ignorance.

The Fury walked past the strip malls and video rental stores at the edge of town, and found the remains
of the Sphinx where they lay, on abluff above the creek, near arailway embankment. The iron-heavy
lion paws lay embedded in the soil, their claws extended, asif the Sphinx had grabbed at the Sky as she
fell. The wings leaned againgt the trees, most of their feathers gone, the skin beneath shredded into thin
grips. The serpent tail wasjust visblein the brown, tannic water of the creek. The head with itsface,
austere and beautiful, lay half toppled, kept inits place by tree roots partiadly washed out of the soil.
Soon it would loosen and fall into the water, to be buried in the soft green mud of the creek bottom. The
Fury looked at the gently smiling enigma, now disfigured with spray-painted graffiti, and wondered about
the true story of her death. For the Sphinx had been, like her, amember of the Old Service.

Surely an answer to that silly riddle about the ages of man had not been enough to cause her suicide. The
Sphinx had had an infinite number of riddles, and no man, not even Oedipus, whose entirelifewasa
riddle, could have answered any of them. The Fury looked up into the sky. Afternoon cumulus clouds
stacked themsalves up until they hit the top of the air and turned into thunderheads. The Sphinx had flown



high up into the clouds, until she was nothing but a speck, then had hurtled downward, screaming, and
smashed to the ground here, killing trees and sending stones flying.

Perhaps Oedipus had revealed the future to her, asit was dowly being reveded to the Fury, and the
Sphinx had redlized that she had no placein it, could have no placeinit. So she had, by her own will,
ignored the rules of the Old Service and destroyed herself.

And it was Oedipus who had started uncovering that future to the Fury. She remembered the last time
she had seen him, at the suburb of Colonus, near Athens. She had stood on aparking lot in front of an
old brick warehouse, its former windows gone, sealed with paler, shoddier bricks than those of the
elaborate facade. A stretch of green-painted freeway had hemmed them in close, crowded with
motionlesstrucks rumbling and belching smoke, their drivers feasturelessfigures, uncaring of the drama
that went on below them.

Oedipus had lft his daughter/sister Antigone at the rusted chain-link fence and shuffled forward on his
deformed feet, the feet through which hisfather Laius had put asted pin when helearned the prophecy
that his son would eventudly kill him. Hisblank eye sockets seemed to stare piercingly at the Fury, who
had not even had to pursue him. He had, instead, come to her.

"Well," he sad, ashefét thetips of her rough fingernailsreaching out for him, "1 fed mysdf becoming a
story." And thus he lived, long after he should have been dead, and would influence the thoughts of those
yet unborn.

Corn fidds, vivid green, thriving unnaturally under the hot sun, stretched out on the other sde of the
creek. Beyond them, on the two-lane blacktop, the Fury could see the figure of Orestes, heading toward
Déphi, his shape deformed by the hot air rising from the pavement until he flickered in and out of
exigence. He was desperate, fearing doom, yet hisgait still retained something of the footbal star's
insouciance. The Fury looked at him with Clytemnestra's eyes, with mixed rage and proud love, asan
archer might look at afresh-shot arrow flying heartbreakingly at exactly the wrong target.

The Fury got to her feet.
#

The clouds crashed to earth with the coming of night. Tree branches cresked in the high wind. The Fury
walked on the edge of the road, rain duicing down her coat. Glowing yelow windows floated in the
darkness. A spatlit sign on afake-rustic sonewall said PARNASSUS. For the firgt time in her memory,
shewastired. It was a desperate, terrifying weariness, one that spelled her eventua doom. Cars whipped
their headlights across her, then sped on, diding their whedls on the wet |eaves, desperate to leave her
behind.

She stepped off the road and waded across a swirling drainage ditch. Apollo's house, Delphi, sat on its
impossible width of smooth lawn just the other side of athin Stretch of what was|eft of the forest. The
house was gigantic in the darkness. The Fury waked up on the flagstone patio and peered in through a
window. She could see the monitory red blinking of the security system asit waited for her. Therain
drove heavily on her, and shefdt that she would dip and sink into the patio stones, to be found in the
morning as nothing but afew shreds of dark, stinking cloth. Apollo would laugh and rake her into a Hefty

bag.

She worked her way adong the dope aong which the house was built, seeking downward with the water
running through the grass.

The Olympians were new, but they always built on the old. They lacked the courage, or perhapsthe



imagination, to raise their proud structures on virgin soil. She thought she might...she did down the mud to
thelowest level of the house. Sure enough, Apollo had used a preexisting foundation, massive blocks that
had once supported awooden barn. She pulled the old metal-bound door open and dipped in under the

house.

She could sméll the animal s that had once been kept here, the cattle and sheep, lowing and baaing,
knowing that they were bound for sacrifice. The ground was il littered with the rotten remains of theties
and hobbles that had held them.

Moving blindly, the Fury worked her way up the sairs out of the subcellar, into the upper reaches of the
house. There was no sound save the gentle whirring of the ventilation system, and the crash of therain
outside. The carpet was soft and silent under her feet.

Orestes dept in an upstairs bedroom, face down on the bed, hisarms thrown around avast pillow. The
Fury ran her nails down his back. He muttered and shifted, but did not wake up. Incredibly tired, the
Fury lay down on the bed next to him and went to sleep too.

#

"Youreadegp?' The Fury stirred and blinked her encrusted eyes. "I didn't even know you could deep.
And what does that leave me? I'm dead, and those I've killed are down here with me. | am dishonored
even inthe grave. They mock me. My heart isfull of holes...look, | can put my fingersright insde of it."
The Fury whimpered at the lash of Clytemnestrasvoice. "And Orestesis gone aready. He's got
connections, he knows he won't suffer. Not while you're snoozing. Will you wake up?'

The Fury snorted and jerked, findly coming awake. The bed sheets were bunched up around her, and
Orestes had disappeared. The shade of Clytemnestrastood at the foot of the bed, seeping blood. She
held the shreds of her skin gpart to show her heart. Y ou lay down right next to him," Clytemnestra
ghrieked. "Y ou went to deep. Herein Apollo's housg, likeit's some sort of rest stop.”

The Fury looked down at where her nails protruded from her deeves. The whitetips seemed to glow in
the dark bedroom. By now they should have been encrusted with Orestes's blood. She was black and
hollow. She no longer understood what it was she was trying to do. Oedipus had cursed her. Her old
rules did not compel her any longer.

"Go! Get up, and go. | don't care what gods you have to face. Y ou have my vengeance on your tongue,
and you cannot swalow until you have Orestes. Go, you disma thing, sothat | can lie on my stone
without feeling the sting of contempt from those other miserable dead, who mock mefor theway | died.”

The Fury sumbled to her feet. Clytemnestrals shade vanished with alast anguished shriek. Bright sunlight
danted through the window past the carefully tied-back curtains. As softly as she had come, the Fury
went back down the sairs.

The house was packed with offerings. Stacks of stereo receivers, microwaves, CD players, computers,
Cuisnarts, many in their origina packages, piled up to the celling. More exatic donations: ion implanters,
CAT scanners, auto emission diagnostics, precision gyroscopes from B-1 bombers, high-energy lasers,
stood in places of honor under the overhead lights. A stack of VCRs and gigantic color TV sets made up
onewal of theliving room. Each TV showed arepesting tape loop of an honored donor to Delphi,
scenes of domesticity and business, an eternd repetition that earned Apollo's blessing. The Fury ducked
under the whedls of the titanium mountain bikes that hung from the ceiling and went out the front door.

Apollo polished a bright-green BMW M5 in the circular driveway in front of the house. He spread wax
on it with fierce intengty, then buffed it so that he could admire his own facein thefinish.



Apollo saw the Fury, and snapped his polishing cloth at her contemptuoudly.

"Get out,” he said. "And stop persecuting Orestes. He's under my protection. He's only done what's
necessary. Y ou operate by primitiverules, like aflatworm, so | don't expect you to understand. Leave it
up to usin the new administration to deal with the subtleties.”

The Olympian was criply handsome, with flowing golden hair, bright blue eyes, acleft chin. Hed had
opponents flayed dive and broken alover's skull with aflung discus, but he now made the law.

"Y ou don't care anything about the life people want to lead, do you? Y ou don't want to understand the
reasons they have for what they do. If you looked into their hearts you wouldn't be so obsessed with
enforcing your obsolete regulations.” The Fury did not respond. The pleading left Apollo'svoice and his
face grew hard. "Y ou have no ideawhat you're up againgt. A heat-seeking missile could take you off the
road like abug. Zeus can hit you with arestraining order and forbid you to come within ten yards of
anyone who has murdered a parent or sibling. Y ou'll fed those barriers againgt your face." The blood
flowed close under his pae, perfect skin. "You'll burn like the foul fat drained to the bottom of a
crematorium.”

The Fury gained strength from Apollo's contempt, though even that was a defest, for she had never
before had to worry about her resolve. She rested her hand on the enameled fender of hisBMW. The
paint blackened and blistered, the metal benesth corroded in an instant. The car groaned as some strut
deep ingdefailed. The front whed tilted, loose.

Apollo, one hand on thetire to keep it from faling, shaking with rage, let her walk down his driveway
and out of Parnassus.

#

"All right, dl right." Orestes stood on the buckled asphalt of the parking lot, raising hisvoiceto be heard
above the din of the motionless trucks on the expressway. "I'm here. You're here. Let's get onwithiit."

Hewas guilty, ragged, near defest, but he till boreirritating remnants of hisfrat-boy arrogance. The Fury
dared a him, feding Clytemnestrais reluctant love for him, her only son, Agamemnon's son, joyful in
youth, proud in manhood.

She did not move. Why did the bricked-in windows of the warehouse in Colonus rise up again behind
her? Why the green- painted expressway, the trucks apparently <till unmoved, their drivers embamed
monarchs untoppled from their thrones? Here, where she now stood, Oedipus had gladly met his end.
The dark columns of the expressway stood by her like tree trunks. The smoky sun did not touch her
now. She stood in shade, and did not reach out to enfold Orestes. Within her, Clytemnestragave one last
anguished cry.

"Y ou can't touch me, can you?' Oresteswas wearily proud. "I did what | had to do. Apollo and Athena
recognize that. Their law will takeit into account.”

The Fury'sonly argument was hersdlf, tall in her black coat, her hair crunchy with dried blood, her eyes
seeping poisonous pus, her fingernails sharp and ready to pull the heart out of Orestes's chest.

But that argument was no longer sufficient. The cool shade of the stedd-and-brick grove was banished by
the glare of spotlights hoisted up on gantries by cursing, overal-clad gripswith TV station logos smeared
acrosstheir backs. A camerafloated serenely by overhead on the end of its crane.

Torn newspapers spun across the pavement in a vicious prop wash. Athena strode into thelot to the



thunder of the helicopters. Over her hair shewore a CBW hood. It was thrown up casudly, asif
nerve-gas protective wear wasin this year. The eyeports gazed lugubrioudly, like the eyes of a basset
hound, and the huge cylinder of the air filter bobbed above her forehead.

"Y ou had your chance," she said sadly to the Fury. "But you thought too much, waited too long. I'm
afraid you'vefinaly logt jurisdiction. Here." She gestured with abrochure. "Takethis. | think you can use
it

Behind her televison vansjockeyed for position aong the curb. Police had blocked the ends of the
street, and it was criss-crossed with power cables. Workers finished affixing white columnsto the facade
of the building opposite. Lit from the side, the Areopagus Courthouse looked perfect. TV anchors stood
infront of it and talked earnestly into the lenses of their cameras, setting the scene for the viewers Sitting
intheir roomsa home.

The brochure suddenly in the Fury's hand showed a picture of agreen shade: the Sacred Grove of the
Eumenides, the last home of the Fury tamed. There she could rest, and reassure the Athenians that their
world made sense. Human beings were close to inert and not given to transformations for the sake of
mere art, save it was backed with gush of fire straight from hell. The Olympians would use her sticky,
blood-covered claws, asthey had used the willful sin of Oedipus before her, to give their feeble stories
weight.

Athena, who had alowed the Fury on thislast futile mission precisdly in order to finaly defest her,
escorted Orestesinto the glare of the lights, her arm around his shoulders, and faced the barrage of
guestions. The Fury turned from the glow of the monitorsfor fear of seeing hersdlf, though she knew it
was worthless. She had met her end when she listened to Oedipus. It had taken thislong just to redlize
that she no longer had areason to exist.

Orestes ascended the long steps of the white-columned courthouse, accompanied by the gray mass of his
lawyers, their briefcases gleaming like polished shields, and disappeared through the high bronze doors.

The Fury turned and crawled her dow way into the deep cellars beneath the bricked-up warehouse,
there to lose hersalf among the foundation stones with Oedipus's shade. The columns of the expressway
wereto be her Sacred Grove, where those who sought justice, few enough in an age that preferred
mercy, could make their way to fed the goddess's sharp nails againgt their souls.
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