Only when night shredded and threads of sunlight stitched back their vision did Borrada
realise how nature was reclaiming this barren island. Bees swarmed up against the hurriedly
sprouting foliage. Sparrows and blackbirds whistled the oldies that nobody recalled and higher,
the merlins dropped and rose, cawing with fresh-rodent joy. Greyed hulks had embrowned, sap
oozed and ants dined and were dined upon. The peatlands had enlivened as though by some
torrential dew and even the sky’s blue became so much less chemical; the sun maybe less caustic.

Mouths gaped. Eyes dried from dearth of blinks. Borrada almost took an encourage-
ment at how this dead land was again hatching open.

By eight in the morning, all roadways into the capital were now open, and trafhic gathered
slowly behind them. Some passed and stopped ahead on the highway to take photographs of this
tank-headed caravan and to communicate what they were seeing. Others heard through rumour
or had heeded Borrada’s oratories on their air devices. They waited on the slip roads and joined
at passing. The metro buses were a grey as Borrada remembered, the passengers as lethargic,
draped from the broken windows, seeking Malin’s best air. Horses drew carts with paltry fruits:
pilfered lead flashing and recyclable cans. Llamas grunted at their burdens and motorists blared
their prayer radios and their horns and their dissatisfaction. And Borrada had to repeatedly pep
his own optimism, such as it already was.

Night traffic had been slight but now as Tuesday spread itself like jam on their farls, the
workers thickened the highway traffic. Normality, it seemed, was hostage to no event.

The fustiness of smog returned to Borrada’s lips, the saltiness of choleraic sewage to his
nose, as Daguerre pushed them onwards. “I'm glad to be freed from isolation. Can you hear the

people? I knew they'd want what I want.”
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