




 shouts are hoarse threats. The voice is not hers. In silence she looks onto the street again, the sun 
 now picking at the cars, needling against their windows. She hurls a brick toward the nearest 
 vehicle. It clips the top of the fence, tumbles end over end onto the curb. A shard powders from 
 one of its corners and shoots into the street. The noise is like planets forming. It cannons up and 
 down the block, then dies in a sudden stillness. 

 She stoops forward, her chest heaving. Sweat dews her forehead, her neck, the bend in each 
 knee. She is too tired to yell. The breaking of bricks is the pump of her chest. The throbbing of 
 her feet is a pounding outside. 

 Outside. She hadn’t noticed the sound before. She notices it now: a persistent clapping that 
 emerges from the street. It tacks toward the building, softens to a faint and gritty rustling 
 somewhere below. She pulls back, her profile flush with the window, and watches. A bundled 
 figure appears at the far end of the lot. They do not enter through a large gap in the fence, as she 
 did. Instead they stop at the crooked frame of a gate. One hand holds a bucket. The other tends to 
 a chain that threads the misshapen seam of the fence. It jangles with every moment, chimes as 
 the stranger removes a lock. The entire fence seems to trill when he pulls the chain loose, then 
 shudders as he pushes the swinging panel into a perfect rut that lines the lot’s surface. 

 She cannot see his face. She can only discern small details of his person: the slow, rolling gait, 
 the large black boots, the thick pack slung over a broad shoulder. The bucket in his hand, she 
 now realizes, is a helmet. It dangles from a closed fist, swaying as he examines one of the bricks 
 she has just hurled from the window. When he bends at the knees to inspect it, she sees that he is 
 bald on top, tufts of hair pluming at the sides. His bare crown is like a hole in a roof. Like a 
 gorge on the edge of town. Everything, she thinks, is cold and unfinished and quiet. She fingers 
 one last brick from the pile, scraping her nails against its ridges. It is as if her hand belongs to 
 another. 


