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. The sand demons
scattered. The 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.”

The Node wheezed like consumptive lungs carrying the many human sentiments but no

human voices.
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