In the upper room for a view, Borrada and the others watched the local Neufort Guard
liberally deploy stun-weaponry with the aplomb of occupational pleasure. The unit numbered
around fifteen but the crowd numbered maybe seventy or a hundred and funnelled The Guard
back through the thinner street towards the thoroughfare using broom handles and split shutters
pulled off the windows.

Borrada took to the roof. The Guard regrouped to a holding pattern in the thoroughfare,
amazed by its greenness in leaf and fruit.

They demanded surrender through the distortion of a megaphone. Borrada could see so
many of the onlookers; the supporters; the fickle, foresee their own incarceration and torture and
thus slink away from the blockade, becoming again the lifelong dissenters against his sacrile-
gious defiance.

Hecklers — spying him — prompted Borrada, “What chemical could ever prove to us that
God is dead? None!”

Borrada shouted, “Look at these Neufort Guard: ask yourselves why this tyrrany. These
are not our protectors. Only inherently ill-serving systems need such organs of oppression.”

“How are you any less of a tyrant forcing us through to your new kingdom?”

“Nobody’s forced.”

“If our choice is move or die, then yes, we are forced.”

“The individual is served by the greater good of humanity. There are no negatives to a
drive for Kotaom. God is dead and it’s only your strength of bond to old Dolour that hinders
your forward motion.”

“God lives! What can you prove? Nothing!”

“What would be your proof? Tell me the proof that you require.”

Nobody spoke. The Guard were entranced by leaves, the yellow buttercups and dainty
daisies. Some ate the crab apples, twisting their faces with smiling sourness.

“When unaware of even the proof that you require, you cannot know that the statement is
not already proven.”

“God is still here. Look at these trees! God is still everywhere. God still cares to keep us

living.”
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