
 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.  e unit numbered 
around fifteen but the crowd numbered maybe seventy or a hundred and funnelled e Guard 
back through the thinner street towards the thoroughfare using broom handles and split shutters 
pulled off the windows.  
 Borrada took to the roof.  e Guard regrouped to a holding pattern in the thoroughfare, 
amazed by its greenness in leaf and fruit.  
  ey 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.  ese 
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.”
  “e individual is served by the greater good of humanity.  ere 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.  e 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.”
  “And what blessed life are you living?  Why did God forsake you here in this wilderness of 
chemical emotion?  Why did God leave you abandoned to the torture of your own repression?  
Why did God install e Neufort as his tyrannical representative?  Why did God strike you with 
cell mutations and pestilence.  Why are your children dying in poverty?  
  “How clever the religious rhetoric that if these trials are not of God then they must be of 
yourselves.  Dolourism tells us we’re damned either way so we might as well be damned with the 
hope of salvation, right?  But there was never hope in a fiction whose realisation was impossible.  
Salvation is in yourself.  Man is God and we can be infinite.  We can live forever.  We can heal.  
We can resurrect.  We can gain these aptitudes and the only difficulty is your willingness to make 
that simple acknowledgement of the reality that your hearts instinctively know.”
 ey quietened.
  “I had thought I would be unable to end your fickleness.  I had thought of abandoning 
you and not even trying.  But you have given me understanding that Man is fickle for one reason: 
because he is not happy.  But I have promised you the happiness of forever.  And if you want to 
feel it now, I can let you.”  


