Lorelei walked under the streetlights. Some people knew her and approached her for the
touch and for the unlocking. She ignored them. She was in that kind of mood. Of course plenty
of those pimps and prostitutes watched her pass and said nothing and gave her no second glance.
The flowing dresses were shed from her. She was darkly attired in trousers. The aura about her
had also taken a blackness like exhaust smoke behind her.

From the pinched streets to the left and to the right, the noises flew up. The sounds of
rape and conflicts of the new freewill were shrill. They merged with the sniffs of the Pearlberry
addicts with whom her march past did not register. The mongers though, could notleave her
alone. At times when they approached, she put her pocketed finger more snugly around the
trigger of her pistol.

It seemed as if the Kingdom of the Animal of Man had bypassed these swarms. They had
doubtless heard the message. It was a nonchalance she felt a despising for. But their insouciant
dispositions were hardly that of those already enlightened to the immense new humanity. More
likely it was ignorance among a set who felt that they already exercised their proclivities among

abuse, masochism and murder.
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