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herfkce. She felt the night

•ir on her cheek,

looking up saw

dear, cold stars. She

jammed into a seat.

Silverstein was besi(

her. Joe was there,

too, still on his

•tretcher, with

blankets over his

naked body; and there '

man in a blue uniform who spoke kiiTdly
to her, though she did not know what he
wid. Horses* hoofi were clattering, and she
was lurching somewhere through the night

Next, light and voices, and a smell of
iodoform. This must be the receiving hos-
pital, she thought, this the operating table,

those the doctors. They were examining
Joe. One of them, a dark-eyed, dark-


