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then said, “Thanks, Ann. I'll be
looking for you.”

Then he replaced the receiver,
walked back to the chair, and sat.
He picked up the empty glass and
began to roll it slowly between
his palms as he waited.

A whispering voice called to
him, and Charlie strained forward
to hear the words, his numbed body
tensing on the frozen ground.
“Let’s go, Evans. Got to move
now. Come on, let’s roll it.” The
speaker’s shadow loomed up to the
left. Charlie stood, his legs shaking
from exhaustion and the cold, and
followed the indistinct form of
the sergeant. Suddenly the winter
night was cut by a wall of harsh,
white light and the crackle of
automatic rifle fire.

Charlie dropped to the ground,
the knuckles of his left hand,
which clutched the rifle barrel,
striking the rough, frozen mud
painfully. He saw the sergeant,
distinct now in the glare of the
searchlight, stumble and fall
heavily to the ground. The sound
of firing ceased, and the light went
off, leaving the Korean night un-
touched, unchanged. Charlie heard
a voice, his own, calling, “Wil-
liams? Williams? You OK, Wil-
liams?”

Charlie stirred in the chair,
rocking forward and clasping his
arms around his knees again. In a
part of his mind he knew that the
worst was over now, that the rest
should be easier, but the panic had
grown so big in his chest that he
was barely able to breathe. As he
straightened in the chair and tried
to draw air deeply into his lungs,

he unconsciously rubbed the
knuckles of his left hand against
the arm of the chair.

The white glare was even more
intense now, and Charlie had to
squint to see the form bending
above him. Although something
was covering him, the cold was
worse, and his body was shaking
uncontrollably. As the form bent
nearer, an arm, grotesquely bulky
in the winter clothing, was
stretched toward him. The hand
touched his forhead, and Charlie
tried to jerk away. Then he saw
the Red Cross arm band. As the
face came nearer, he could see the
dark circles of fatigue under the
medic’s eyes.

A voice behind the medic said,
“How’s this one?”

The medic turned toward the
voice, and Charlie heard him say,
“He’s OK. Just shock. What’s
next?”

“Wait a minute. What’s his
name?”’

“Evans. I already got the tag
made out. Let’s hurry up and get
this bunch loaded.”

Charlie’s body rocked back and
forth in the chair. The movement
was accompanied by the ragged,
gasping sound of his breathing.

He stood rigidly beside the steel
army cot, staring at the second
button of the captain’s coat. The
button shone so brightly that he
could see a distorted image of him-
self in it. “Evans, your foot locker
is messy. Do you understand,
Evans? Messy.”

“Yes sir,”” Charlie said, and he
raised his gaze to see the same dis-
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