
 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.  
e flowing dresses were shed from her.  She was darkly attired in trousers.  e 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.  e sounds of 
rape and conflicts of the new freewill were shrill.  ey merged with the sniffs of the Pearlberry 
addicts with whom her march past did not register.  e mongers though, could not leave 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.  ey 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.  
  Yet these people, she could see, lived as fractions in a world of fractions.  Moreover, they 
were, in their way, aloof about it.  e women were so triumphantly sartorial in their semen-
stained blacks.  e masters were so heavily greased that the concepts of existence had slid off 
them.  ese were the people among whom she felt alone, here in Carthage.  She felt alone 
without Borrada.  She felt alone away from Old Cullion’s high on the hill overlooking e 
Neufort.  Revolt that had begun at Finnolach’s execution weeks previous had accelerated.  Even 
though the revolt had damaged the farm itself, she still missed it; missed the ambience; the 
opoptimism when it burst – as it often had suddenly from the dismay.
 Borrada had never returned to Old Cullion’s Farm.  He had abandoned Bollandus and 
the dozens, turned hundreds, turned thousands, and nobody knew where.  But they suspected 
that he had wearied of them.
 Lorelei walked between the fondling, and she felt them hang their gaze on her black 
vapours.  ese people belonged to a city so murderous that it could no longer claim a city’s 
population.  For such a place, this street was peculiarly calm.  
 Turning the filthy, plantless corners, she took shelter inside the thoughts of her beautiful 
sister.  She remembered how they had enchanted each other girlishly with tales of tall horses.  
Now, Daguerre was well stabled at Old Cullion’s though even grains were limited as production 
had dwindled and berries only flourished where sanguinity shone.  She and her sister had teased 
tangles from each other’s bedtime hair and had fought over mother’s mascara dregs.  Now her 
strands were shorn and pulled back to a military bun.  ey had chased moggies under the 
derelict cars and befriended others with ornate and improbable names.  Now was no time to 
enentitle her only companion, cast in gunmetal, fully charged with one in the breach; what would 
she baptize it: Proof of Will and Follow-rough?  And when she and her sister had expedi-
tioned halfway to the neighbouring village, and later nursed four scolded ears, maternal concern 
was still obvious in mother’s doughy fingers and honest eyes.  Now, there was nobody to worry 
after her.  Now, the only scolding was the self-reprimand for weakness and unexecuted ven-
geance. 


