
 Forgetting his wiggling fingers, Borrada gestured in wilder patterns than Lorelei had 
previously seen.  Daguerre pulled back its head and refused, though her compelling elbow urged 
it forwards until Borrada held up his fisted arm and stopped their caravan.  e sand demons 
scattered.  e bush cacophony lapsed to panting.  All waited upon Borrada’s restart.
 “I still feel him,” Borrada said.  “Trying to warn me.  Too many berries I think.”
  Lorelei’s face was a tone too pale for their observers and the noises began again.  “My 
shame is upon me for my drunken unconscious,” she said.  “And but I experienced the same 
feeling: a foreboding.  We must climb out of this pit.”
 “No,” he said, “I can’t move any further.  I need your Harmonic Node.”
 “Even these fruit trees time their fruitfall better than you.”
  “I’m volcanic with visions.”  Borrada lifted the Node off his shoulder, and sitting upon 
the lichen and clover, rolled the leafy ligaments between his fingers.  “I don’t know the whys of 
this compelling but I feel like a bird designed to sing.”
 “Listen,” she said, nodding to the thin-tree skyscrapers.  “You are a solitary chirper here.”  
She watched his green hands give shadow to his face and then unwound the handset that she had 
pocketed to permit her powers of veto.  
 “I feel volcanic.”
  “I would never be so endangered by any volcano,” she said.  “Do hurry.”
 e Node wheezed like consumptive lungs carrying the many human sentiments but no 
human voices.
  “Bollandus scribe, it’s Tristeza.  I’ll give you a moment.”  But he gave him no moments 
and carried on talking.  “For eager ears, a terse mouth I’m afraid, but I’ll trust your pencil to be 
its own evangelist.  Bollandus, I encountered a man: a soldier, in these hinterlands of e Reeks.  
His platoon were exploded and devoured by a Lugubrian landmine that snatched away his leg 
and left him surviving alone.  is soldier, Ruarc, was a withering rose catching its falling petals 
on its thorns; so bold, that he refuted the reality of his lost limb.  He sought a re-attachment.  Do 
you think that strange, Bollandus?”  And he waited, bobbing in their sonic thoughts.
  Around her wrist, Lorelei wrapped the rein again and again.  “How did you heal him?” 
she asked.
 Borrada sniffed the thick air.  “I believe that I’m nobody beyond an ordinary man.  I 
believe there’s no longer anything ordinary about Ordinary Man.  Or woman,” he said.  “I 
believe you could have healed Ruarc.  I believe he could have healed himself.  And I believe that 
from now, he will.”
 “So spoke the prophet; yet not if God is dead.  So who chose you?”
  “I’m not chosen; I’ve said.  I don’t possess anything great that you don’t also.  It’s a strange 
fate, Lorelei, with no implied designer but yet I know why I met this soldier.”  And he clicked his 
handset, addressing the nation, but talking as to her.  “I can hear Dolour’s transmissions,” he 
said, “like the doubting winds.  Yes, you’re thinking it’s not merely strange, but insane.  And in 
the timebefores, I’d have sounded with you.  But you see, we apprehend certain truths – they’re 
deep down; hardwired – but we can’t accept those truths.  Because believe me, it’s entirely 
possible for us to fend away death; for us to understand our own immortality, but we become 
dizdizzy at the idea of a forever growing around us.”   


