The morning sun was not slow to achieve cooking temperature and his sweated clothes
caked like clays upon him and forced him to peel them away intermittently from his skin. The
grey mists reminded him of places of desolation, and these grey dusts were cemeteries in no
metaphorical way.

As the sun tore its hole across the sky and across Borrada’s retinas, he heaved himself
higher onto Carrauntoohil; Fallen Mountain, leaving sea-level as even more of a distant recall
than these brittly dry mid-peaks and plateaux ever afforded. The higher he got, the heavier the
Node, the greater his thirst and the more breathless he became in the thinner, harsher air.

He could not have followed Lorelei in the direction she had taken towards Clon-
macnoise. That was Neufort territory. He could see it below: the hideous Casa de Fascio style
fortress that engulfed the old monastary. He remembered the story of how Neufort zealots had
sacked the monuments as blasphemous idolatry. He had read of how they had desecrated the
graves of the old kings of Tara digging for the original Annals of Clonmacnoise. Buthe would
not return to Fastnet Rock. And so he could not have followed Lorelei past Clonmacnoise. Had
he lost her? Forever?

He ascended all morning with unpleasant trigonometry. Higher, bolder, colder, worse.
'The wind blew his hair into dishevelled sculpture and chilled his skin, yet the sun rayed regard-
less, mercilessly announcing noon. Its light was unavoidable, falling down and then bouncing
back off the charcoal rocks. There were no colours here. Only grey. And Borrada keptlooking at
his hands to assure himself that he still inhabited a world of other hues. But his traitorous
fingers had also taken the grey oath.
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