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March, 1976

T Noel Cummings swerved his ten-speed bicycle to a stop at 

clamp of the bike’s pedal, the other dangled gingerly on the thin concrete 

to pedestrians; or, more common, to bicyclists like Noel, alone this early 

Looking east, through lines of building walls sheer as cliffs, the 

© 2009 Bold Strokes Books



FELICE PICANO

in the third window; like matchlight, or a cigarette lighter guttering in the 

Then he heard the man’s voice again, lower, pleading, punctuated by 

pointed in his hand jabbed forward again and again, each thrust followed 

the man escaping in the dark?
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leaned over almost horizontal to the road, regained his balance, then turned 

What am I doing here?

A dozen or so feet inside, he saw that the place was even more 
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this little corridor be the way to the man?

quarters around, ending in a pile of stacked beams and one ghostly white 

the man?

No. Go on. Go in.

he waited, slid quietly inside, waited again, poised to jump aside, alert for 

was in the shadows, checked the outer room again, slipped out, moved to 
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Here I am. Now where the hell are you!

one was pale green, speckled darker from top to bottom as though someone 

pile, he made out some material, and coming closer, one trousered leg that 

between some loose boards on the right wall, aiming it at the corner to see 

The man raised his head slightly and Noel heard the sharp intake 
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saw that where the man’s nose and eyes and mouth ought to have been 

“Oh, my God!” Noel whispered it under his breath, feeling his 

The words helped, and he clenched his eyes shut, feeling the 
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eyes or what remained of them, he looked away, toward the dull gleam of 

Noel half staggered out the doorway, and ran heedlessly down the 

back as he did, to make certain no light went on again in the upper-story 

whitewashed warehouse, seven stories high, the windows painted closed 
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Times

Could the man have been so crazed by pain he’d made a mistake? But 
no, didn’t shock set in, and with it, drastic reduction of pain? Noel hoped 

A sooty glass slot at eye level revealed a small inside foyer, then 

this outer door opened at his touch, swinging in easily, well counterbalanced 

the corridor he’d been looking at, and hauled around a corner, into pitch 

They’ll mangle my face, too, he thought, and his hands went up to 
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There were many voices mumbling around him now, talking hurriedly in 

Noel was seized by the shoulders, spun half around, while someone 
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and he was dragged back by the hands, then pushed in another direction so 

he shouted, but he could hear the man’s footsteps receding and a minute 

acclimated to the light now, but there wasn’t much to see, just a bare cell with 

After what seemed an interminably long time, he heard noises in the 
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They were crowding him, all of them pushing and trying to hit him, 

me

remaining in the cell took him gently by the shoulders and sat him down 
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although with the dark gabardine overcoat and heavy woolen pants tucked 

slightly creased all around as though he had been wearing a hat and had 

his eyes were a soft, doelike brown, betraying the easier treatment Noel 
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Someone tapped on the cell door and the Fisherman signaled him to 
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you doing up on the highwayr’

Noel panicked, thinking he would be left there, or the other men 

The handcuff key was found, and Noel wrote down the required 

led Noel out of the cell, through the corridor, and into the little foyer 

Noel took the hand, shook it, looked into the man’s sad brown eyes, 
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