
 “Do you care that everything will stagnate in Dolour?  What do you few care for?  I’d 
thought I knew.  But I don’t.  I’d thought you care for happiness.  But it doesn’t matter because 
everything will stagnate and I almost wish it upon us for our folly.  After Loreleian Repeal and 
Soldier’s Balagan our resources and steadfastness will be depleted: Drover’s Stagnancy I’d name 
it so you could all be sick with honour at this poor man who none of you seem to care for any 
more than strangers.  You see, the Great Markets wouldn’t tolerate him and so he was able only 
to frog his livestock for pennies and pity at the Falderal Auction.  And man must eat.  Even me, 
dining hedining here on your poor reception.  So flirting poverty, what else for him but the consumption 
of his goats with no replenishment.  is Drover’s Stagnancy will come to Dolour, and here as I 
sit, I’m vexed enough to suggest that its purification will draw out your poisons only after a vast 
suffering.”
 And Bollandus said, “But even in stagnancy, the waters are never still for long.”  And for 
seconds, Borrada was not alone in his sightless crusade.
 Borrada looked up.  Lorelei had made good progress, fading to a black wave in this sea of 
dusty taupe.  He let his eyes trace her forward path to a deviation or dark scuff in the railtrack’s 
straightness but then the dusts danced a shimmy in the sunbeams and glazed his vision to blurs.  
  e hallucinations came upon him like sleep hypnagogia and he spoke again.  “I had 
worried about cruelty after what liberty bestowed upon Augus the drover.  I had worried that the 
Kingdom of the Animal of Man, or Kotaom by its abbreviation, would be exuberant with cruelty.  
I can only trust that these words translate, Bollandus, friends and to everyone listening, because 
I want to relate Kotaom to the tale of e Lady Dairine, do you recall from your books?”  And he 
heard their discussions like the swoosh of turned pages.  “You’ll recall how the beautifully 
humane spirit of e Lady Dairine rescued the orphans from our great conflict.  rough the 
shshrapnel she dodged, sheltering those children under her heavy vestments.  And she injured 
herself grievously many times and set herself up to die that they’d be spared to live.  You’ll recall 
the myth of Dolour’s final winter where the drunken soldiers came upon her and seized and 
molested the poor boy that she’d dragged from the exploded school.  You’ll recall how she 
protested their cruelty.  You can recall all these things from your books.  But can you recall how 
you felt when you heard that she’d picked up the iron rebar and crushed in a soldier’s skull, 
punctured another through his ribs and left the other two beaten?  At that point did you take the 
idea of cidea of cruelty and subclassify it into righteous cruelty and the other kind?  Did you question 
why Dolourism permits this hypocrisy and further grants us the conscience-cleaning conve-
nience of synonyms: defence, protection, or even insanity?
 “But in the Kingdom of the Animal of Man, cruelty won’t be suppressed by conscience or 
law.  ere’ll be no hypocrisy because neither cruelty, nor any other desire of the animal of man, 
will be indexed as good or bad.  Our every action will be accepted as valid, human nature.”  
 And their voices were those of fish flapping; drowning.  And Borrada felt his will slipping 
from him.  “Or maybe I’m suffering from berries,” he said, “or sudden solitude.  And maybe 
deeply I don’t care that you choke on those threads of Dolourism cut off at God’s death.  Maybe 
I’ll stop talking.  Or maybe you’ll never hear from me again.”


