
 “I am leaving.  I need my Harmonic Node.”
 Lorelei’s hands on her hips only attracted Borrada’s eye.  Self-rebuke quickly fixed his 
gaze elsewhere.  “Do you want to travel alone?” he said.
 “Do you?”
 “Travel with you and the threat of my murder, or travel alone without it?  I wonder.”
  She pointed to the smoke that clouded the blue.  “is war you have created all around us 
guarantees that threat in every footstep.”  
 “So you’re the devil I know, therefore you’re better?”
 “I am not debating.  I am walking.”  She plucked up her Node radio.  “is goes where I 
go.”
 “It’s a form of invitation I hadn’t received before.”
 “Do not flatter yourself to think you are wanted.”
  “It’d be a first for me: the orphaned; the abandoned.”
 “Poor, poor, poor.  See me cry, cry, cry.”  She threw a strap at him.  “ere, carry my Node.  
en perhaps you will appreciate the weight of all your talk.  Daguerre is still too lame for it.”
And they walked out from the vague shade of the hulk and the de Lacy rubble, pushing northeast 
towards the smoke.  
  Borrada arranged the Harmonic Node around his shoulder such that he could listen as he 
walked.  Crackles wrapped the bell-like peels of excitement and the longwave drone of anticipa-
tion.  “Bollandus,” he said, “A speck in this bistre vastness, I don’t know who I am to tell you that 
happiness is possible.  But it is…”
 Lorelei reined Daguerre.  “How could a man like you; a man gifted and wealthy and 
successful have any concept of the reality for daily people?”
 Borrada stepped aside.  “Yes, take a look at me: the gifted; sweating here in a vest and my 
asylum trousers.”  He drew so forcefully close that she could see his nostrils flare by fractions, 
like a drawbridge to welcome airs.  “You don’t know how it is for me.  I was abandoned.  First by 
my father, then by my mother, now by my office and the very Dáil I served.  Don’t talk as if you 
know how it is for me; you don’t know.”
  She slapped the handset away from him.  “Do not speak to me like that!  You destroyed 
my town.  You killed my mother.  Did you know that?  Did you?  Do you even care?  You killed my 
mother and my baby sister.  So do not stand crying on the orphan’s plinth above your penniless 
paupers: those so starved as to eat your foot’s crumbs.  Do not tutor a simple acknowledgement 
of anything when you cannot acknowledge yourself as warmonger and all your people as the 
vended and peddled.  No, Tristeza Borrada, I know how it is for you.  And I know that the reality 
for us all is not heard among any of your words.”
  He did not reply, and more than anything she seemed upset at his calm. 
 e earth rotated plainly to him and at once he felt charged and sedate and not fully 
cognisant of himself.  Two locks of her hair made themselves known to him, as sleek as mice, 
hanging sentry.  He had famine eyes to eat her with.  And he watched her stare beyond every 
horizon with her pupils as moons in umbra attracting all matter to their vast darkness.  She 
walked on ahead, kicking up the heath dusts, perhaps that they might hurt his eyes.


