
Kr" r^"Ks our of the field where he has been digging,
his left hand raised in front of him as if he has sprained it.

He passes the scarecrow for Hana's garden, the crucifix
with its hanging sardine cans, and moves uphill towards the
villa.. He cups the hand held in front of him with the other as
if protecting the flame of a candle. Hana meets him on the
terrace, and he takes her hand and holds it against his. The
ladybird circling the nail on his small finger quickly crosses
over onto her wrist.

She turns back into the house. Now her hand is held out in
front of her. She walks through the kitchen and up the stairs.

The patient turns to face her as she comes in. She touches
his foot with the hand that holds the ladybird. It leaves her,
moving onto the dark skin. Avoiding the sea of white sheet, it
begins to make the long trek towards the distance of, the rest
of his body, a bright redness against what seems like volcanic
flesh.


