. the unknown, the uncertain, seduces me. I'm filled with
@ desire jor adventure, and I don’t give a damn for success.
I haie your society of bureaucrats and administrators,
millionaires and beggars. I don’t want to adapt to your
hypocritical customs nor to your false courtesies. I want to
live out my enthusiasms in the pure, fresh air of freedom.
Your streets, drajfied according to plan, torture my gaze,
and your uniform buildings make the blood in my veins
boil with impatience. And that’s enough for me. I'm going
to follow my own path, according to my passions, changing
myselff ceaselessly; and I don’t want to be.the same
tomporrow.@sd am today. I stroll along and I don’t let my
. ._wmgS be @ﬁpp@ DVEIIEASELSSOTSOif-anyuoneperson. 1 share
none O/f y@uyr m@ml/um I am going Jorth, @t@m@ll -
world, L the furst real.person t z:h approaches me; to the
ra, ge ousered traveller, but 1 to the grave and
concel the length of my

to ll wtter my
mind I/thf@l/l/ s and rules. I am no intellectual; I am a
human being — a woman who feels a gr it vibration within
herself before t /'Le imp pwllse Ur | amorous words. 1
hate every chain, every hing e; | '@ue to walk /lJng,,
de, letting my flesh be cares /7 rays @f the
U@l ptuous sun. And, oh, o

when your society breaks in
[1

finally live my li l,]/‘e

Who are you, little girl, fascinating like a mystery and savage like instinct?

I am Anarchy.

-
passionate and bu UNG Luz/th the d@s,zli/“’e ZZ@ IIU@ m 5@1 ‘to the
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