
 “Sit, Bollandus,” Borrada said.  “Your back’s deferentially bent.  It’ll pain you at this rate.” 
 “But you see what I mean, don’t you?  I can’t gauge whether your words fell well.”
 “I don’t care, Bollandus, as long as you can see that my concern was borne of my ego.  I’m 
an ordinary man with ordinary concerns.  I’m no prophet; no saviour; no leader.”
 “How can you still say that?  I mean, where does that leave us?”
  “Oh Kotaom will prevail; I’ve come to know that through precognition.  And you must 
have too.”
 “No, I am talentless in that way.”
 “And as long as you see me as this leader, you’ll remain so.  Your trust in me as your 
saviour makes you idle in matters of your own salvation.  And I’ll sit here idle myself until you 
accept that.”
 “I feel chastised.”
  Lorelei leant forwards on Bollandus dining chair.  “e orchestra cannot play anything 
without the conductor.”
 “We have the means to be our own orchestras, Lorelei.  e melodies will never be played 
the old way in this new time.”
 “en tell me this, Tristeza Borrada, why were you in particular worth sparing by e  
Neufort?”
 “Ridiculous point,” Ruarc said.
  Ailleagan sent his gaze to the bustle outside.  “is whole conversation’s ridiculous.”
 Borrada laughed.  “No, your question is understandable.  But ask instead why e Neu-
fort spared me to preach their downfall.  ey’re unafraid of one ordinary man.  And that’s the 
point.  e market stall with one single supplier will eventually die with that supplier.  e idea 
of one single saviour for all men is absurd.  If a man’s not his own saviour, then he can’t be saved.”
 “We at least need you to strike a light under this tinderbox.”
  “And I will, Ailleagan.  I will.  But understand that e Kingdom of the Animal of Man 
will have no overarching government.  We must govern ourselves.  A grand government with 
one single leader brings only laziness and quick demise to the individuals.  Kotaom is the place 
where God is dead and Man is God, and how can it be anything but opposite to the single-leader 
model?
  “No ordinary man could be as naïve as you, Tristeza Borrada.  To imagine that this vision 
will be realised without you leading; with the people as their own captains and conductors shows 
how little common ground exists between you and your flock…”
 “I’m no shepherd.  ey can lead themselves.”
 “You would trust a kingdom to a million disparate ideals?”
 “at’s exactly the point.  ere is no unity beyond humanity.”
  e others had left; gone outside into the clatter of shutters; gone to the calming vibra-
tions and the downwash from the rotors of the Air Corps and media helicopters so many hun-
dred feet above; gone to the glare of the Neufort Guard unit split-deployed to both street ends.
 “So you see, Lorelei,” Borrada said, “to answer your question, I wasn’t worth sparing.  
And I’m still not.”  He could see her family sketched in her blinking lashes.  “Or do I need to be 
worth sparing for your recompense to be worth taking?”
 She looked away.
 “Why are you so angry with me?”
 “With you?  See how you assume everything is you; autocracy is in your blood.”
 “Avoiding autocracy’s the reason we’re having this argument.”
  “So you were not at least intending to take power in the Dáil; to repeal the laws; to fold  
the Neufort Guard and to dissolve parliament permanently?  Is that not the standard autocratic 
scheme?  Have you not understood that every prophet is authoritarian; Machiavellian: to be in 
their kingdom, one must conform to their moulds.  us it is sufficient to say that you are e 
Prophet.  us it is sufficient to say that you are worth sparing.”
 “It’ll make your vengeance no sweeter.”
  “en I will take it bitter until you make good your promise of granting me my old life, 
for then I will not need to take it at all.”
 e others spoke to newspeople outside.  Borrada, checking the house was empty, tried to 
take Lorelei by the shoulders.  She did not permit it.


