
 His people had begun to remind him of hovering aliens.  Nothing about them was famil-
iar.  No sentiment felt any longer shared among them.  He could not spy Ruarc engaged in 
anything other than picking off good flesh from his hip.  e neat Private had fostered droops 
and bore two arms strapful of scrounged wristwatches.  Borrada could not spy Augus engaged in 
anything other than whistling at the crowds that had encamped in the dust fields surrounding, 
shifting them; moving them into huddles like the fox choosing supper.  He could not spy Dairine 
anywhere else but in the manse’s tiny back room, disrobing; lying spread on the broken wooden 
floofloor, shuffling until scratches in her back reddened the timbers.  And Lorelei was the most 
obvious during daylight, wafting through the crowd with the blackest aura tripling her petite-
ness; unsettling any peace with stories of anger and duality.
 Borrada cornered Ailleagan.  “Why’s the mood subdued?”
 Ailleagan played with the cut-glass stopper from the manse’s cracked carafe.  “Dunno,” 
he said.  He bore again his crossed bandoliers; empty and useless like a well-decorated wake.
 “Why are you waiting here?”
 Ailleagan studied refractions in the stopper.  “Dunno,” he said again.  “I can’t say I’m 
waiting for you, can I?  You’ll just point out my stupidity.  I already know how stupid I am: stupid 
for coming here.”
 “Are you regretting it?”
 “How can I?  is is no worse than a static tank.  And that’s no better either.  What’s to 
regret; nothing’s changed.”
 “What is that you want?”
  Ailleagan stood up to Borrada.  “I want to know what to do.  But like any machina-
politic, you’re so dogmatic you spiel the same rhetoric and imagine it to be the answer to every 
question.”  And he mewled in a mocking voice, “I’m not a leader.  I can’t tell you what to do.  I’m 
not a leader.  Lead yourself.”
 “You want me to direct you?”
 “No.  I don’t want nothing.  I’m nobody to fight you in a clever argument.  So just take 
your blank lines and piss off.”
 Sunslapped and heatworn, downcast and mind’s-eye blind, Borrada traipsed the broken 
roadway, avoiding the dispiriting gapes and tarmac troughs.  He drifted into the eroded fields.  
e abundant greyness of Malin had reconquered the shining colours.  Some people still wore 
smiles but auras like failing planetary atmospheres gave minimal wrap or joy.  Plenty still leapt 
upon him, seeking the touch out of faddishness rather than for the infinite benefits it supposedly 
conferred.  
  When they smiled or nodded at him, he knew they saw him as a man of no action; as a 
partaker; as a player in this game and not as its designer.  And that was what he was.  And that 
was what he sought: to be a prime minister with no office; with no control or desire for it; with no 
authority or need for it; with no popularity and no fame.  at was what he wanted.  at was 
what his mouth said.  But all these people, lacking the mental acuity and breathing obtuseness 
over his simplest teachings; why did they bring the spasms of irritation within him?  Did that 
contradiction arise from his subconscious?  Had he overlooked his pedestal in the vision for the 
nenew kingdom?
 And he stood up on a toppled cart in their midst and waited to see if they turned their 
flowered heads to his pulsing purples.  And they did.  He could see them rush in from the manse 
and the other dead fields.  His fury sought to goad from his lips their bawling out.  His anger 
sought a display of hatred for their stupidity.  His logic urged him to leave them half-cooked.  
But his heart convinced him to say, “I have kept secrets that I must share.  I will share them with 
you and with all of Dolour tomorrow on the eastern balcony with Finnolach.  And when I share 
them you can judge me again.  And if I am still as worthy as you saw me at the beginning, then we 
wiwill walk together through the gates of Kotaom.”


