
 e drover was silent against the lovesongs of the insects; songs that were modulated by 
the filters of the primal heart.  But Borrada could see him thinking.  
 Lorelei turned as though awake.  She shone a falling stare so intensely through Borrada’s 
eyes that a perturbing film-noir projectored throughout his dark areas.
 e drover’s eyes narrowed upon the shadows.  His fingers beat to a vesselled pulse.  His 
expression tautened.  e words at his lips took time to gain a voice.  “How clever did you think 
you were to recount my story back to me?  A bluff’s a bluff; double or not.”
  “Where did you go?  You left the Dáil one evening.  ey’d said you were murdered by the 
Dolour Liberation Force.”
 “Hmm,” he sighed, and walked away.
 Borrada and Lorelei did not breathe but listened to pitiful critters peril from their invis-
ibly cocooned hiding holes only to be consumed by each other.  ey watched the beetles fly 
downwash of the drover’s dyspeptic puffs that dragged like silken bodybags and draped the 
moonlit clover.  
 “I hear them,” said the drover.  “ey bomb the heart of this crater but it just grows back.  
ey haven’t got me yet.  But they’re looking.  And now you’re here masquerading as the Augus 
Ceannas of ten years past.  But your dispatch is also imminent.”
 “What makes you think they’re looking for you?  at’s a lot of expense for one man.”
  “Dolourish fighters attacking Dolourish ground randomly with no target?  I’m a previous 
mistake, you see.  ey want me because I didn’t do what I was supposed to do.  Now they can’t 
risk me running around doing something I’m not supposed to.  But breath’s scarce and not for 
wasting on you.”
 “I guessed.  I guessed because I suffered the same.  I was somebody before they took me 
away.  Now I’m somebody else who thinks differently; who believes differently: that God is dead; 
that Man is God.”
  Some creases on the drover’s forehead ironed smooth.  “is again?  God is everything to 
me.”
 “You mean God’s all you have.”  Borrada could feel the assimilation.  “God is all you have; 
and what do you have?”
 “I have hope.”
  “You have none.  ey sent you out, didn’t they, with a mind gassed full to convert Dolour 
to the new way?  But now by leaks and holes, all you have remaining is the desire for dominion.   
ese poor creatures could testify no clearer had they voices and vocabularies.  e dominion 
you have; God has granted it well.  But I’ll ask again, Augus Ceannas, what do you have?  Your 
existence is almost expired.  Here is only stagnancy.”  Borrada could see Ceannas’ fingers almost 
uncurl from the staff.  “But stagnancy can be agitated away.”
  Ceannas wiped his eye with a purulent finger.  “I’m disappearing,” he said.  “I’m disap-
pearing into the darkness below these ever-heightening walls.  Have you any idea, fella, how 
much they despise me at the markets in the five towns?”  He listened with fonder eyes to the 
sounds in the shrubs.  “You come here, fella, like smoke out of Fastnet’s chimney as though you 
have no thoughts that aren’t answers to some problem.”
  “No.  In telling you that God is dead; that Man is God, I’m not telling you that your lawn 
needs cut or that windows are dirty, I’m setting fire to your house and forcing you to sit patiently 
with me for hours to watch it burn.  en later, as we poke the ashes, I’m not telling you that I’m 
sorry, I’m telling you not to mind my impertinent arson; I’m telling you to instead reacquaint 
yourself with the overwhelming lack of shelter and comfort in that former house.”
 “Your conceit is boundless.”
 “I’ll help you build another house.”
  “It’s all so easy.”
 “Well, what would you rather, that I befriend you and your God and bring you the bless-
ings of ignorance?  I know it wouldn’t sit well with your sensibilities.  You can sense a sham.  
Which is why you know – as we all do instinctively – that God is dead; Man is God.”


