The Gallery of His Dreams
by Krigine Kathryn Rusch

Science Fction

Let him who wishes to know what war islook at this series of illustrations.... It was so nearly like visiting the
battlefield to look over these views, that all the emotions excited by the actual sight of the stained and sordid scene,
strewed with rags and wrecks, came back to us, and we buried them in the recesses of our cabinet as we would have
buried the mutilated remains of the dead they too vividly represented.

—Oliver Wendell Holmes

1838

Brady leaned againgt a hay bae and fdt the blades dig into his back. He smelled of pig dung and hisown
swest, and his muscles ached. His da had gone to the pump to wash up, and then into the cow shed, but
Brady claimed he needed arest. Hisda, never oneto argue with relaxation, let him St againgt the hay
baes. Brady didn't dare Stay too long; if hismasaw him, she would be on the front porch, ydling insults
unintdligible through her Irish brogue.

He did need to think, though. Milking cows and cleaning the pigpen didn't give him enough time to make
plans. He couldn't stay on the farm the rest of hislife, he knew that. He hated the work, the animals, the
smell, and the long hoursthet al led to a poor, subsistence living. His dathought the farm a step up from
the hove he had grown up in and certainly an improvement from Brady's grandfather's life back in the
Old Country. Brady often wished he could see what hisdas or his grandfather's life had redlly been like.
But he had to trust their memories, memoriesthat, at least in his grandfather's case, had become more
and more confusing as the years progressed.

Brady pulled astrand of hay from the bale, sending aburst of sharp fresh summer-scent around him. He
wanted more than aruined farm and afew livestock in upstate New Y ork. Mr. Hanley, histeacher, had
pulled Brady aside on the day he left school, and reminded him that in the United States of Americaeven
farmboys could become great men. Mr. Hanley used to start the school day by telling the boys that the
late President Thomas Jefferson defined the nation's creed when he wrote that al men were crested
equal, and President Andrew Jackson had proven the statement true with his election not ten years
before.

Brady didn't want to be president. He wanted to do something different, something he couldn't even
imagine now. He wanted to be grest—and he wanted to be remembered.

1840
The spring thaw had turned the streets of New Y ork city into rivers.

Brady laughed as he jumped from one sidewalk board to the next, then turned and waited for Page to
jump. Page hesitated amoment, running asender hand through his beard. Then he jJumped and landed,
one tattered shoe in the cold water, one out. Brady grabbed his friend's arm, and pulled him up.

“Good Lord, William, how far away isthis man'shome?’



“Héesnot just any man,” Page said, shaking the water off hislegs. “He'sa painter, and adamn fine one.”

Brady smiled. Page was a painter himself and had, afew months earlier, opened a studio below their
joint gpartment. Brady hel ped with the rent on the studio as arepayment for Page's help in moving Brady
fromthefarm. Beingaclerk at A. T. Stewart'slargest store was an improvement over farm life—the
same kind of improvement that Brady's father had made. Only Brady wasn't going to stop there. Page
had promised to help by showing Brady how to paint. While Brady had an eye for composition, he
lacked the firm hand, the easy grace of a portraitist. Page had been polite; he hadn't said that Brady was
hopeless. But they both knew that Mathew B. Brady would never make hisliving with apaintbrush in his
hand.

Brady braced himsalf against awooden building as he stepped over a submerged portion of sidewalk.
“Y ou haven't said what thissurpriseis.”

“I don't know what the surpriseis. Samue smply said that he had learned about it in France and that we
would be astonished.” Page dipped into athin adley between buildings and then pulled open adoor.
Brady followed, and found himself staring up adark flight of Sairs. Page was aready hadfway up, hiswet
shoe squeaking with each step. Brady gripped the railing and took the stairstwo at atime.

Page opened the door, sending light across the stairs. Brady reached the landing just as Page bellowed,
“Samue!” Brady peered insde, nearly choking on the scent of linseed and turpentine.

Large windows graced thewalls, cagting dusty sunlight on aroom filled with canvases. Dropcloths
covered most of the canvases and some of the furniture scattered about. A desk, overflowing with
papers, stood under one window. Near that alarge wooden box dwarfed arickety table. A
stoop-shoul dered long-haired man braced the table with one booted foot.

“Over here, Page, over here. Don't dawdle. Help me move this thing. The damn tableis about to
collgpse”

Page scurried across the room, bent down and grabbed an edge of the box. The man picked up the
other sde and led the way to his desk. He balanced the box with one hand and his knee while his other
hand swept the desk clean. They set the box down and immediately the man pulled out a handkerchief
and wiped away the sweat that had dripped into his bushy eyebrows.

“I meant to show you in alessdramatic fashion,” he said, then looked up. Brady whipped his hat off his
head and held it with both hands. The man had sharp eyes, eyesthat could see right through a person,
clear down to hisdreams.

“Wel?" theman said.
Brady nodded. He wouldn't be stared down. “1'm Mathew B. Brady, sir.”

“Samud F. B. Morse.” Morse tucked his handkerchief back into his pocket and clasped his hands
behind hisback. “Y ou must be the boy Page has been telling me about. He assumes you have some sort
of latent talent.”

Brady glanced at Page. Page blushed, the color seeping through the patches of skin gtill visible through
his beard.

“Hmmm,” Morse said as he stalked forward. He paced around Brady, studied him for amoment.
“Y ourewhat, eighteen?’

“Almog, gr.”



“If you had talent, you'd know it by now.” Morse shook his head. His suit smelled faintly of mothbals.
“No, no. You're one of the lucky ones, blessed with drive. A man with talent merely has ahead start. A
man with drive succeeds”

Morse stalked back to his desk, stepping on the papers that littered the floor. “ Drive but no talent. | have
the perfect machine for you.” He put his hand on the box. “Ever hear of Louis Daguerre? No, of course
not. What would afarmboy know of the latest scientific discoveries?’

Brady started, then shot another ook at Page. Perhaps Page had said something about Brady's
background. Page ignored him and had come closer to Morse.

“Daguerre found away to preserve the world in oneimage. Look.” He handed Page asmal metd plate.
AsPagetilted it toward the light, Brady saw the Unitarian Church he walked past aimost every day.

“Thisisadaguerreotype,” Morse said. “1 made this one through the window of the third floor Staircase at
New York University.”

“That istheright view.” Page'svoice held awe. “Y ou used no paints.”

“I used this,” Morse said, his hand pounding on the box's top. “It has alens here—" and he pointed at
the back end from which aglass-topped cylinder protruded “—and a place here for the plates. The
plates are silver on copper which | treat with iodine and expose to light through the lens. Then | put the
plate in another box containing heated mercury and when I'm done—an image! An exact reproduction of
theworld in black and white.”

Brady touched the cool edge of the plate. “It preserves memories,” he said, thinking that if such adevice
had existed before, he could have seen hisfather's hove, his grandfather's home.

“It does more than that, son,” Morse said. “Thisisour future. It will destroy portrait painting. Soon
everything will beimages on metd, kegpsakesfor generationsto come.”

Page pulled back at the remark about portrait painting. He went to the window, looked at the street
below. “I suppose that's why you brought us up here. To show methat I'll be out of work soon?”’

“No, lad.” Morse laughed and the sound boomed and echoed off the canvas-covered walls. “1 want to
save you, not destroy you. I'm opening a school to teach this new processand | invite you to join. Fifty
dollarstuition for the entire semester and | promise you'll be a better portraitist when you're done than
you are now.”

Page gave Morse asideways |ook. Page's back wasrigid and his hands were clenched in trembling fists.
Brady could dmost fed hisfriend'srage. “I paint.” Page spoke with adow ddiberation. “I have no need
for what will clearly become apoor man'sart.”

Morse did not seem offended by Page'sremark. “And you, young Brady. Will you use your driveto
acquireataent?’

Brady stared at the plate and mysterious box. Fifty dollars was alot of money, but he aready had twenty
set asdefor atrip home. Page did say he had an eye for compostion. And if aman with an eyefor
composition, alot of drive and alittle talent took Daguerre's Box al over the world, hewould be gble to
send his memories back to the people left behind.

Brady smiled. “Yes” hesaid. “I'll takeyour class.”

He would postpone the trip to see his parents, and raise the rest of the money somehow. Page whirled



away from thewindow asif Brady had betrayed him. But Brady didn't care. When they got home, he
would explainit dl. And it was so smple. He had another improvement to make.

1840

That night, Brady dreamed. He stood in alarge cool room, darkened and hidden in shadows. He
bumped into awall and found himself touching aribbed column—a Doric column, he believed. He took
cautious steps forward, ssumbled, then caught himself on apiece of painted wood. Hishands did up the
rough edges until he realized he was standing beside a single-horse carriage. He felt hisway around to the
back. The carriage box had no windows, but the back stood wide open. He climbed inside. The faint
rotten-egg smell of sulphur rose. He bumped against abox and glassrattled. A wagon filled with
equipment. He climbed out, fedling like he was snooping. There was more light now. He saw awadll

ahead of him, covered with portraits.

The darkness made the portraits difficult to see, but he thought he recognized the light and shadow work
of aDaguerre portrait and yet—and yet—something differed, distorted, perhaps, by the dream. And he
knew hewasin adream. The cool air wastoo dry, the walls made of aforeign substance, the lights
(what he could see of them), glass-encased boxes on the celling. The portraits were of ghastly things:
dead men and stark fields, row after row of demolished buildings. On severa, someone had lettered his
last namein flowing white script.

“They will make you great,” said avoice behind him. He turned, and saw awoman. At least he thought it
was awoman. Her hair was cropped above her ears, and she wore trousers.

“Who will make megreat?’ he asked.

“Thepictures,” she said. “People will remember them for generations.” He took a step closer to her, but
she smiled and touched his palm. The shadows turned black and the dream faded into a gentle, restful

deep.

1849

Brady leaned againgt the hand-carved wooden railing. The candles on the large chandelier burned steady,
while the candd abras flickered in the breezes | ft by the dancing couples. A pianigt, aviolinist and acello
player—all, Mr. Handy had assured him, very well respected—played the newest European dance, the
waltz, from one corner of the huge ballroom. Mothers cornered their daughters aong the wall, approving
dance cards, and shaking fans at impertinent young maes. The staircase opened into the balroom, and
Brady didn't want to cross the threshold. He had never been to adance like this before. Hisonly
experiences dancing had been at gatherings Page had taken him to when hefirst arrived in New Y ork.
He knew none of the girls, except Samue Handy's daughter Juliet, and she was far too pretty for Brady
to approach.

So hewatched her glide across the floor with young man after young man, her hooped skirts swaying,
her brown hair in ringlets, her eyes sparkling, and her cheeks flushed. Handy had told him that at the age
of four, she had been presented to President Jackson. She had been so beautiful, Handy said, that
Jackson had wanted to adopt her. Brady was glad he hadn't seen her asa child, glad he had seen the
mature beauty. When hefinished taking the portraits of her father, hewould ask if he could take one of
her. The wet-plate process would let him make copies, and he would keep onein hisown rooms, just so
that he could show hisfriends how very lovely shewas.

Thewaltz ended, and Juliet curtsed to her partner, then left the floor. Her dance card swung from her
wrist and the diamonds around her neck caught the candlelight. Too late, Brady redlized she was coming



toseehim.

“I have one spot |eft on my dance card,” she said as she stopped in front of him. She smelled faintly of
lilacs, and he knew he would have to keep a sprig near her portrait every spring. “And | waswaiting for
youtofill it.

Brady blushed. “1 barely know you, Miss Juliet.”

She batted hiswrigt lightly with her fan. “ Julia” she said. “And | know you better than haf the boys here.
Y ou have spent three days in my daddy's house, Mr. Brady, and your conversation at dinner has been
most entertaining. | was afraid that | bored you.”

“No, no,” he said. The words sounded so forma. How could he joke with hisfemale clientsand let this
dip of agirl intimidate him?“| would love to take that dot on your dance card, Miss Juliet.”

“dlia” shesad again. “I hate being named after astupid little minx who died for nothing. | think when a
woman loves, it isher duty to loveinteligently, don't you?’

“Yes,” Brady said, athough he had no ideawhat she wastaking about. “And I'm Mathew.”

“Wonderful, Mathew.” Her smile added a single dimple to her left cheek. She extended her card to him
and he penciled hisnamein for the next dance, filling the bottom of thefirst page. Themusic
started—another waltz—and she took his hand. He followed her onto the floor, placed one hand on her
cinched waist, and held the other lightly in hisown. They circled around thefloor, thetip of her skirt
brushing againg his pantsleg. She didn't smile a him. Instead her eyeswere very serious and her lips
were pursed and full.

“Y ou don't do this very often, do you, Mathew?’

“No,” hesad. Infact, hefdt asif hewere part of adream—the musicians, the beautifully garbed
women, the house servants blending into the wallpaper. Everything a the Handy plantation had an air of
amost too much sensua pleasure. “1 work, probably too much.”

“I have seen what you do, Mathew, and | think it isawondrous magic.” A dight flush crept into her
cheeks, whether from the exertion or her words, Brady couldn't tell. She lowered her voice. “1 dreamed
about you last night. | dreamed | wasin abeautiful large gallery with light clearer than sunlight, and
hundreds of people milled about, looking at your portraits on thewall. They al talked about you, how
marvelous your work was, and how it influenced them. Y ou're agreat man, Mathew, and | am flattered
at theinterest you have shownin me.”

The music stopped and she dipped from hisarms, stopping to chat with another guest as she wandered
toward the punch table. Brady stood completely still, his heart pounding againgt his chest. She had been
to the gallery of hisdreams. She knew about hisfuture. The musicians began another piece, and Brady
redlized how foolish he must 1ook, standing in the center of the dance floor. He dodged whirling couples
and made hisway to the punch table, hoping that he could be persuasive enough to convince Julia Handy
to let him replace dl those other names on the remaining half of her dance card.

1861

He woke up with the idea, hisbody swest-covered and shimmering with nervous energy. If he brought a
wagon with him, it would work: awagon like the one he had dreamed about the night he had met Morse.

Brady moved away from his deeping wife and stepped onto the bare hardwood. The floor creaked. He



glanced at Julia, but she didn't awaken. The bedroom was hot; Washington in July had amuggy air. If the
rumorswere to be believed the first battle would occur in amatter of days. He had so littletime. He had
thought he would never come up with away to record the war.

He had started recording history with hisbook, The Gallery of Illustrious Americans. He had hoped to
continue by taking portraits of the impending war, but he hadn't been able to figure out how. The wet
plates had to be devel oped right after the portrait had been taken. He needed away to take the
equipment with him. The answer was so smple, he was amazed he had to dreamiit.

But that dream had haunted him for years now. And when he had learned the wet-plate process,
discovered that the rotten-egg smell of sulphur was part of it, the dream had come back to him asvividly
asan old memory. That had been years ago. Now, with the coming war, he found himsdlf thinking of the
portraits of demolished buildings, and the woman's voice, telling him he would be greet.

Hewould have to set up aspecid war fund. The president had given him a pass to make portraits of the
army on thefield, but had stressed that Brady would have to use his own funds. As Lincoln told Brady
with only ahint of humor, the country was taking enough gambles aready.

Small price, Brady figured, to record history. He was, after dl, awedthy man.

1861

Juliahad hoped to join the picnickers who sat on the hills overlooking the battlefield, but Brady was glad
he had talked her out of it. He pulled the wet plate out of his camera, and placed the plate into the box.
The portrait would be of smoke and tiny men clashing below him. He glanced at the farmhouse, and the
army that surrounded it. They seemed uneasy, asif this battle wasn't what they expected. It wasn't what
he had expected, either. The confusion, the smoke, even the heat made sense. The screaming did not.

Brady put the plate in its box, then set the box in hiswagon. Before the day was out, he would return to
Washington, st the plates and send portraits to the illustrated magazines. The wagon was working out
better than he expected. Theillustrations would probably earn him yet another award.

The cries seemed to grow louder, and above them, he heard afaint rumbling. He checked the sky for
clouds and saw nothing. The smoke gave the air an acrid tinge and made the heat seem even hotter. A
bead of swesat ran down the side of hisface. He grabbed the camera and lugged it back to the wagon,
then returned for the tripod. He was proud of himself; he had expected to be afraid and yet his hands
were as steady asthey had been insgde his studio.

He closed up the back of the wagon, waved hisassstant, Tim O'Sullivan, onto the wagon, and climbed
aboard. O'Sullivan sat beside him and clucked the horse onto Bull Run road. The army's advance had left
ruts so deep that the wagon tilted at an odd angle. The rumble was growing louder. Overhead, something
whistled and then acannonball landed off to one side, spraying dirt and muck over the two men. The
horse shrieked and reared; Brady felt the reins cut through his fingers. The wagon rocked, nearly tipped,
then righted itself. Brady turned, and saw adust cloud rising behind him. A mass of people was running
toward him.

“Lord amercy,” he whispered, and thrust the reins at O'Sullivan. O'Sullivan looked at them asif he had
never driven the wagon before. “I'm going to get the equipment. Be ready to move on my signa.”

O'Sullivan brought the horse to a stop and Brady legpt off the side. He ran to the back, opened the door,
grabbed his camera, and set up just in time to take portraits of soldiers running past. Both sdes—Union
and Confederate—wore blue, and Brady couldn't tell which troops were scurrying past him. He could
smell the fear, the human swest, see the strain in the men's eyes. His heart had moved to histhroat, and



he had to concentrate to shove awet plate into the camera. He uncapped the lens, hoping that the scene
wouldn't change too much, that in his precious three seconds, he would capture more than ablur.

Mixed with the soldiers were women, children, and well-dressed men—some still clutching picnic
baskets, others barely holding their hats. All ran by. A few loose horses galloped near Brady; he had to
hold the tripod steedy. He took portrait after portrait, seeing faces he recognized—like that silly
newspaper correspondent Russell, the man who had spread the word about Brady's poor

eyes ght—mouths agape, eyeswidein panic. As Brady worked, the sounds blended into each other. He
couldn't tell the human screams from the animal shrieks and the whistle of mortar. Bullets whizzed passed,
and more than one lodged in the wagon. The wagon kept lurching, and Brady knew that O'Sullivan was
having trouble holding the horse.

Suddenly the wagon rattled away from him. Brady turned, knocked over the tripod himself, and watched
in horror as people trampled his precious equipment. He started to get down, to save the camera, then
redlized that in their panic, the people would run over him. He grabbed what plates he could, shoved
them into the pocket of his great coat, and joined the throng, running after the wagon, shouting a
O'Sullivan to stop.

But the wagon didn't stop. It kept going around the winding, twisting corners of the road, until it
disappeared in the dust cloud. Another cannon ball landed beside the road and Brady cringed as dirt
gpattered him. A woman screamed and fell forward, blood blossoming on her back. He turned to help
her, but the crowd pushed him forward. He couldn't stop even if he wanted to.

Thiswas not romantic; it was not the least bit pretty. It had cost him hundreds of dollarsin equipment and
might cost him hislifeif he didn't escgpe soon. Thiswas whét the history books had never told him about
war, had never explained about the absolute mess, the dirt and the blood. Behind him, he heard
screaming, someone shouting that the black cavary approached, the dreaded black cavary of the
Confederacy, worse than the four horses of the apocaypse, if theillustrated newspapers wereto be
believed, and Brady ran all the harder. Hisfeet dipped in the rutsin the road and he nearly tripped, but
he saw other people down, other people trampled, and he knew he couldn't fall.

He rounded a corner, and there it was, the wagon, on its Sde, the boxes spilling out, the plates littering
the dirt road. O'Sullivan was on his hands and knees, trying to clean up, his body shielded only because
the carriage wall made the fleeing people reroute.

Brady hurried over the carriage sSide, ignoring the split wood, the bullet holes and the fact that the horse
was missng. Tearswere running down the sde of O'Sullivan's face, but the man seemed obliviousto
them. Brady grabbed O'Sullivan'sarm, and pulled him up. “Comeon, Tim,” he said. “Black cavary on
the hills. Weve got to get awvay.”

“The plates—" O'Sullivan said.
“Forget the plates. We've got to get out of here.”
“The horse spooked and broke free. | think someone stole her, Mat.”

O'Sullivan was shouting, but Brady could barely hear him. His lungs were choked and he thought he was
going to drown in dust. “We haveto go,” he said.

He yanked O'Sullivan forward, and they rgoined the crowd. They ran until Brady could run no longer;
his lungs burned and his side ached. Bullets continued to penetrate, and Brady saw too many menin
uniform motionless on the Sde of the road.



“The crowd itsdlf isatarget,” he said, not realizing he had spoken aoud. He tightened hisgrip on
O'sullivan'sarm and led him off the road into the thin trees. They trudged straight ahead, Brady keeping
the setting sun to hisleft, and soon the noises of battle disappeared behind them. They stopped and
Brady leaned againgt athick oak to catch his breath. The sun had gone down and it was getting coal.

“What now?’ O'Sullivan asked.

“If we don't meet any rebs, we're safe,” Brady said. He took off his hat, wiped the swest off his brow
with hisdeeve, and put his hat back on. Juliawould have been very angry with him if he had lost that hat.

“But how do we get back?” O'Sullivan asked.

Animage of the smashed equipment rose in Brady's mind along with the broken, overturned horseless
wagon. “Wewak, Tim.” Brady sighed. “Wewak.”

1861

Juliawatched as he stocked up the new wagon. She said nothing as he lugged equipment inside, new
equipment he had purchased from Anthony's supply house on extended credit. He didn't want to hurt his
own business by taking away needed revenue, and the Anthonys were willing to help—especidly after
they had seen the qudity of hiswar work for theillustrated newspapers.

“I can't comewith you, can 17’ she asked as he tossed a bedroll into the back.

“I'm sorry,” Brady said, remembering the woman scream and fal beside him, blood blossoming on her
back. His Juliawouldn't die that way. Shewould diein her own bed, in the luxury and comfort shewas
used to. Hetook her hands. “1 don't want to be apart from you, but | don't know any other way.”

She stroked hisface. “We have to remember—" she said. Thetearsthat lined the rims of her eyes didn't
touch her voice. “—that thisisthework that will make you great.”

“Y ou have dready made me greet,” he said, and kissed her onefina time.

1863

Brady pushed his blue-tinted glasses up on his nose and wiped the swest off his brow with the back of
his hand. The Pennsylvania sun beat on hislong black waistcoat, baking his clothes againgt hisskin. The
corpse, only afew hours dead, was aready gaseous and bloated, straining its frayed Union uniform. The
too-florid smell of death ripened the air. If it weren't for the bodies, human and equine, the farmer'sland
would seem peaceful, not the Site of one of the bloodiest battles of the war.

Brady tilted the corpse's head back. Underneath the gray mottled skin, ayoung boy's features had frozen
in agony. Brady didn't have to dter the expression: he never did. The horror was awaysreal. He set the
repeating rifle lengthwise across the corpse, and stood up. A jagged row of posed corpses stretched
before him. O'Sullivan had positioned the wagon toward the Side of the field and was struggling with the
tripod. Brady hurried to help his assistant, worried, aways worried about destroying more equipment.
They had lost so much trying to photograph the war. He should have known from the first battle how
difficult thiswould be. He had sold nearly everything, asked Juliato give up even the smplest comforts,
borrowed againg his name from the Anthonys for equipment to record this. History. His country'sfolly
and itsglory. And the grest, terrible waste of lives. He glanced back at the dead faces, wondered how
many people would mourn.

“I think we should put it near thetree.” O'Sullivan lugged the top hdf of thetripod at an angle away from



the corpserow. “ The light is good—the shade is on the other sde. Mathew?’

“No.” Brady backed up afew steps. “Here. See the angle? The bodies look random now, but you can
seethefaces”

He squinted, wishing he could see the faces better. His eyesight had been growing worse; in 1851 it had
been so bad that the press thought he would be blind in adecade. Twelve years had passed and he
wasn't blind yet. But he wasn't far fromiit.

O'Sullivan arranged the black curtain, then Brady swept hisassstant aside. “Let me,” hesaid.

He climbed under the curtain. The heat was thicker; the familiar scent of chemicals cleared the death from
his nose. He peered through the lens. Theimage was as he had expected it to be, clear, concise, well
composed. Thelight filtered through, reflected oddly through the blue tint on his glasses, and started a
sharp achein hisskull. He pulled out, into the sun. “ Adjust as you need to. But | think we havethe
image”

Brady turned away from thefield as O'Sullivan prepared the wet plate and then shoved it into the
camera. Swest trickled down the back of Brady's neck into his woolen coat. He wastired, so tired, and
the war had dready lasted two years longer than anyone expected. He didn't know how many timeshe
had looked on the faces of the dead, posed them for the camera the way he had posed princes and
presidents afew years before. If he had stayed in New Y ork, like the Anthonys, everything would have
been different. He could have spent his nightswith Julia...

“Got it,” O'Sullivan said. He held the plate gingerly, hisface flushed with the hest.
“Youdevelopit,” Brady said. “I want to stay here for few minutes.”

O'Sullivan frowned; Brady usudly supervised every step of the battleimages. But Brady didn't explain his
unusua behavior. O'Sullivan said nothing. He clutched the plates and went in the back of the
black-covered wagon. The wagon rocked ever so gently as he settled in.

Brady waited until the wagon stopped rocking, then clasped his hands behind his back and walked
through the trampled, blood-spattered grass. The aftermath of battle made him restless: the dead bodies,
the ruined earth, the shattered wagons. Battles terrified him, made him want to run screaming from the
scene. He often clutched his equipment around him like atalisman—if heworked, if he didn't think about
it, hewould stave off the fear until the shooting stopped. He tripped over an abandoned canteen. He
crouched, saw the bullet holeinitsside.

“Y ou stay, even though it gppallsyou.”

Thewoman's voice sartled him so badly he nearly screamed. He backed up as he stood, and found
himsdlf facing athin, short-haired woman wearing pants, ashort-deeved shirt and (obviously) no
undergarments. Shelooked familiar.

“That takes courage.” She smiled. Her teeth were even and white.

“Y ou shouldn't be here,” he said. His voice shook and he clenched hisfiststo hide his shaking. “Areyou
looking for someonein particular? | can take you to the Generd.”

“I'm looking for you. Y ou're the man they call Brady of Broadway?’
He nodded.



“The man who sdlls everything, bargains his studio to photograph awar?’

Her comment was too close to his own thoughts—and too persond. He fdlt aflush rise that had nothing
to do with the heat. “What do you want?’

“I want you to work for me, Mathew Brady. | will pay for your equipment, take care of your trave, if
you shoot pictures for mewhen and wherel say.”

She frightened him, a crazy woman standing in afield of dead men. “I run my own business,” he said.

She nodded, the smilefading just alittle. “And it will bankrupt you. Y ou will die forgotten, your work
hidden in cratesin government warehouses. That's not why you do this, isit, Mr. Brady.”

“I do this so that people can see what redlly happens here, so that people can travel through my
memoriesto seethisplace,” he said. The achein his head grew sharper. Thiswoman had no right to
taunt him. “I do thisfor history.”

“Andit'shigtory that calsyou, Mr. Brady. The question is, will you serve?’

“I dready serve,” he sngpped—and found himsalf speaking to air. Heat shimmered in front of him,
distorting hisview of thefield for amoment. Then thetall grass and the broken picket fence returned,
corpses hovering at the edge of hisvison like bales of hay.

Hetook off his glasses and wiped his eyes. The strain was making him hallucinate. He had been too long
in the sun. He would go back to the wagon, get adrink of water, liein the shade. Then, perhaps, the
memory of the hdlucination would go away.

But her words haunted him as he retraced his steps: | will pay for your equipment, take care of your
travel. If only someonewould do that. He had spent the entire sum of hisfortune and still saw no end
ahead. She hadn't been a hallucination, she had been adream. A wish for adifferent, easier life that no
onewould ever fulfill.

1865
The day after Appomattox—the end of the war, Brady dreamed:

Hewaked the hdls of awell-lit place he had never seen before. His footsteps echoed on the shiny floor
covering. Walls, made of a smooth materia that was not wood or stone, smelled of paint and emollients.
Ceiling boxes encased the lamps—and the light did not flicker but flowed cleaner than gadight. Most of
the doorslining the hallway were closed, but one stood open. A sign that shone with alight of itsown
reed:

MATHEW B. BRADY EXHIBIT
OFFICIAL PHOTOGRAPHER:
UNITED STATESCIVIL WAR
(1861-1865)

Inside, he found a spaci ous room twice the size of any room he had ever seen, with skylightsin the ceiling
and Doric columns creating a hollow in the center. A camera, set up onitstripod, had itsblack curtain
thrown half back, asif waiting for him to step insde. Next to it stood hiswagon, looking out of place and
ancient without its horse. The wagon's back door also stood open, and Brady saw the wooden boxes of
platesinside, placed negtly, so that apath led to the darkroom. The darkroom looked odd: no one had
picked up the deeping pallets, and yet the chemicd baths sat out, ready for use. He would never have left



the wagon that way. He shook his head, and turned toward the rest of the room.

Three of the long, wide walls were bare. On the fourth, framed pictures crowded together. He walked to
them, saw that they were his portraits, hiswork from Bull Run, Antietam, Gettysburg. He even saw a
picture of Genera Leein his confederate gray. Benegth the portrait, the attribution read By Brady (or
assistant), but Brady had never taken such a portrait, never developed one, never posed one. A chill ran
up his back when he redlized he hadn't squinted to read the print. He reached up, touched the bridge of
his nose. His glasses were gone. He hadn't gone without glasses since he had been aboy. Inthe
mornings, he had to grab his glasses off the nightstand first, then get out of bed.

His entire wartime collection (with huge gaps) framed, on exhibit. Four thousand portraits, displayed for
theworld to see, just as he had hoped. He reached out to the Lee portrait. As hisfinger brushed the
smooth wood—

—hefound himsdf beneath the large tree next to the Appomattox farmhouse where the day before Lee
and Grant had signed the peace treaty. The farmhouse was a big white blur againgt the blue of the April
sky. He grabbed his glasses (somehow they had fallen to hislap) and hooked the frames around his ears.
Theworld came into sharper focus, the blue tint easing the glare of the sun. He knew what he had to do.
Even though he had arrived too late to photograph the historic sgning of the treaty, he could ill
photograph Genera Lee onelast timein hisuniform.

Brady got up and brushed the grass off his pants. His wagon stood beside the farmhouse. The wagon
looked proper—dust-covered, mud-spattered, with afew splintered boards and a cock-eyed whedl that
he would haveto fix very soon—not clean and neet asit had in his dream. The horse, tied to another
tree, looked tired, but he would push her with him to Richmond, to Genera Lee, to complete the exhibit.

Three empty walls, he thought as he went to find his assstant. He wondered why his earlier portraits
weren't mounted there. Perhaps the wall's awaiting something el se. Something better.

1866

Brady held his nephew Levin's shoulders and propelled him toward the door. Theticket taker at the desk
in the lobby of the New Y ork Historical Society waved them past.

“How many today, John?’ Brady asked.

“We had afew paying customersyesterday,” thelarge man said, “but they al |eft after looking at thefirgt
wadl.”

Brady nodded. The society had said they would close the exhibit of hiswar portraitsif attendance didn't
go up. But despite the free publicity in theillustrated newspapers and the positive critical response, the
public was not attending.

Levin had aready goneinside. He stood, hands behind his back, and stared at the portraits of destruction
he had been too young to remember. Brady had brought Levin to the exhibit to discourage the boy and
make him return to school. He had arrived afew days before, declaring that he wanted to be a
photographer like hisUncle Mat. Brady had said twelve was too young to start learning the trade, but
Juliahad promised Levin aplaceto stay if no one demanded that he return to school. So far, no one had.

Brady went inside too. The lighting was poor, and the portraits were scattered on several small walls. No
Doric columns, no wide empty spaces. Thiswas acramped showing, like so many others he had had,
but it shared the emptiness of the gallery in hisdreams.



He stared at the portraits, knowing them by heart. They ran in order, from thefirst glorious parade down
Pennsylvania Avenue—taken from his Washington studio—to the last portrait of Lee after Appomattox.
Each portrait took him back to the sights and sounds of the moment: the excitement of the parade, the
disgust at the carnage, the hopelessnessin Leg's eyes. It was here: the recent past, recorded as faithfully
as ahuman being could. One of hisreviewers had said that Brady had captured time and held it prisoner
in hislittle glass plates. He certainly did in hismind. Sometimes dl it took was asmell—decaying
garbage, horse sweat—and he was back on the battlefield, fighting to live while he took his portraits.

From outside the door, he heard the murmur of voices. He turned in time to see John talking to awoman
in widow's weeds. John pointed at Brady. Brady smiled and nodded, knowing he was being identified as
the artist behind the exhibit.

The woman pushed open the glass doors and stood in front of Brady. She was dight and older than he
expected—in her forties or fifties—with deep lines around her eyes and the corners of her mouth.

“I've cometo plead with you, Mr. Brady,” she said. Her voice was soft. 1 want you to take these
portraits away. Over there, you have an image of my husband's body, and in the next room, | saw my
son. They're dead, Mr. Brady, and | buried them. | want to think about how they lived, not how they
died.”

“I'm sorry, malam,” Brady said. He didn't turn to see which portraits she had indicated. “1 didn't mean to
offend you. These portraits show what war redly is, and | think it's something we need to remember lest

wetry it again.”

Levin had stopped his movement through the gallery. He hadn't turned toward the conversation, but
Brady could tell the boy was listening from the cocked position of his head.

“WEell remember, Mr. Brady,” the woman said. She smoothed her black skirt. “My whole family has no
choice.” Sheturned her back and walked out, her steps firm and proud. The street door closed sharply
behind her. John got up from his chair.

“Y ou've gotten thisbefore,” Brady said.

“Every day,” John said. “ People want to move forward, Mathew. They don't need more reminders of the
past.”

Brady glanced at his nephew. Levin had moved into one of the back rooms. “Once Levin is done looking
at the exhibit, I'll help you removeit,” Brady said. “No sense hurting your businessto help mine.”

He sighed and glanced around the room. Four years of work. Injured associates, ruined equipment, lost
wedlth and adamaged business. He had expected acclaim, at least, if not ameasure of additiona fame.
One of his mother's gphorisms rosein hismind: acomment she used to make when he would come
ingde, covered with dirt and dung. “How the mighty hath fdlen,” sheld say. She had never appreciated
his dreams nor had she lived long enough to see them come true. Now her shade stood beside him, as
clearly as she had stood on the porch so many years ago, and he could hear the “I-told-you-so” in her
voice.

He shook the gpparition away. What his mother had never redlized was that the mighty had farther to fall.

1871

That morning, he put on hisfinest coat, hisbest hat, and he kissed Juliawith a passion he hadn't shownin
years. She smiled a him, her eyesfilled with tears, as she held the door open for him. He stepped into



the hallway, and heard the latch snick shut behind him. Nothing looked different: the gaslamps had soot
marks around the base of the chimneys; the flowered wallpaper peded in one corner; the Sairs creaked
as he stepped on them, heading down to thefirst floor and the Street. Only he felt different: the shuddery
bubble in his stomach, the tension in his back, the lightheadedness threatening the sureness of his
movements.

He stopped on the firgt landing and took a breath of the musty hotdl air. He wondered what they would
think of him now, al the grest men he had known. They came back to him, like battlefield ghosts haunting
agenerd. Samud Morse, hislarge dark eyes snapping, his gnarled hands holding the daguerreotypes, his
voice echoing in the room, teaching Brady that photography would cause arevolution—arevolution,
boy!—and he had to ride the crest.

“I did,” Brady whispered. HisNew Y ork studio, so impressive in the 1850s, had a portrait of Morse
hanging near the door for luck. Abraham Lincoln had gazed at that portrait. So had his assassin, John
Wilkes Booth. Presidents, princes, actors, assassins had al passed through Brady's door. And he, in his
arrogance, had thought hiswork art, not commerce. Art and history demanded his presence at the first
Battle of Bull Run. Commerce had demanded he stay home, take carte de visites, imperidsand
portraits of soldiers going off to war, of families about to be destroyed, of paliticians, great and small.

No. He had |€eft his assigtants to do that, while he spent their earnings, hisfortune and his future chasing a
dream.

And this morning, hewould pay for that dream.

So simple, hisattorney told him. He would sign his name to a paper, declare bankruptcy, and the
government would gpportion his assetsto hisremaining creditors. He could sill practice his craft, il
attempt to repay hisdebts, fill live, if someonewanted to cdl that living.

He adjusted hisjacket onefina time and stepped into the hotel'slobby. The desk clerk caled out his
customary good morning, and Brady nodded. He would show no shame, no anger. The doorman
opened the door and cool, manure-tinged air tickled Brady's nostrils. He took a deep breath and walked
into the bustle of the morning: Mathew Brady, photographer. A man who had joked with Andrew
Jackson, Martin VVan Buren, and James Buchanan. A man who had raised a cameraagaingt bullets, who
had held more dead and dying than haf the physicians on the battlefield. Brady pushed forward, touching
the brim of his hat each time he passed awoman, nodding at the gentlemen asif the day werethe bestin
hislife. Almost everyone had seen hiswork, in theillustrated papers, in the exhibits, in the hdls of
Congressitsaf. He had probably photographed the sons of most of the people who walked these Streets.
Dead faces, turned toward the sun.

The thought sobered him. These people had lost husbands, fathers, children. Losses greeter than his. And
they had survived, somehow. Somehow.

He held the thought as he made hisway through the morning, listening to the attorney mumble, the
government officials drone on, parceling out his possessions like clothing at an orphan's charity. The
thought carried him out the door, and back onto the street before the anger burst through the numbness:

The portraits were his children. He and Julia had none—and he had nothing else. Nothing else at all.
“Now, are you ready to work with me?’

The femae voice was familiar enough that he knew who he would see before he looked up: the crazy
woman who haunted him, who wanted him to give everything he could to history.



Asif he hadn't given enough.

She stood before him, the winter sunlight backlighting her, and hiding her featuresin shadow. The
Washington crowd waked around her, unseeing, asif she were no more than a post blocking the path.

“Andwhat do | get if | help you?' he asked, hisvoice sounding harsher than he had ever heard it.

“Notice. Acclam. Pictures on walsinstead of buried in warehouses. The chance to make avery red
difference”

He glanced back at the dark wooden door, a the moving figures faint in the window, people who had
buried hisart, given it to the Anthonys, separated it and segregated it and declared it worthless. His
children, as dead as the ones he had photographed.

“And you'll pay my way?’ he asked.

“I will provide your equipment and handle your trave, if you take photographs for me when and where

“Done,” hesaid, extending ahand to sedl the bargain, thinking a crazy, mannish woman like thisone
would close aded like agentleman. She took his hand, her palm soft, unused to work, and as she
shook, the world whirled. Colors and pain and dust bombarded him. Smells hewould briefly catch and
by the time he identified them disappeared. His head ached, his eyes throbbed, hisbody felt asif it were
being torn in fifteen different directions. And when they stopped, he wasin aworld of blackness, where
hot rain fell likefire from the sky.

“I need you to photograph this,” she said, and then she disappeared. In her place, hiswagon stood, the
only friend in aplace of strangeness. The air smelled of burning buildings, of sticky wet, of decay. Degth.
Herecognized it from the battlefields years ago. The horizon was black, dotted with orange flame. The
trees rose stunted againgt the oppression. People—Orientass, he redlized with some amazement—ran by
him, their strange clothing ripped and torn, their faces burned, pedling, shining with the strange heet. They
made no sound as they moved: al he heard was the rain dapping against the road.

He grabbed an old man, stopped him, felt the soft, decaying flesh dissolve between hisfingers. “What is
thisplace?’ he asked.

The old man reached out atrembling hand, touched Brady's round eyes, hiswhite skin. “ Amelican—" the
old man took a deep breath and exhaed into awall that became a scream. He wrenched his arm from
Brady's grasp, and started to run. The people around him screamed too, and ran, asif they werefleeing
an unseen enemy. Brady grabbed hiswagon, rocking with the force of the panicked crowd, and hurried
tothefar sde.

People lay acrossthe grass like corpses on the battlefield. Only these corpses moved. A naked woman
swayed in the middle of the ground, her body covered with burns except for large flower-shaped patches
al over her torso. And beside him lay three people, their faces melted away, their eyes bubbling holesin
their smooth, shiny faces.

“What isthis?” he cried out again.
But the woman who had brought him here was gone.

One of the faceless people grabbed hisleg. He shook the hand away, trembling with the horror. Therich
amell of decay made him want to gag.



He had been in this Stuation before—in the panic, among the decay, in the death—and he had found only
one solution.

He reached indgde hiswagon and pulled out the camera. Thistime, though, he didn't scout for artistic
composition. He turned the lens on the field of corpses, more horrifying than anything he'd seen under the
Pennsylvania sun, and took portrait after portrait after portrait, building an artificia wall of light and
shadow between himsdlf and the black rain, the foul stench, and the silent, grasping hands of hundreds of

dying people.

1871

And hours—or was it days?—later, after he could no longer move the tripod aone, no longer hold a
plate between hisfingers, after she appeared and took his wet plates and his equipment and his wagon,
after he had given water to more people than he could count, and tore his suit and felt the sooty rain
dropsdiginto hisskin, after dl that, he found himsdlf stlanding on the same street in Washington, under
the same sunlit winter sky. A woman he had never seen before peered at him with concern on her
wrinkled face and asked, “ Areyou dl right, Sir?’

“I'mfing” he said and felt the lightheadedness that had threatened al morning take him to hiskneeson
the wooden sidewa k. People surrounded him and someone caled him by name. They took hisarms and
haf carried him to the hotel. He dimly redlized that they got him up the stairs—the scent of lilacs
announcing Julia's presence—and onto the bed. Julia's cool hand rested againgt hisforehead and her
voice, murmuring something soothing, washed over him like ablessng. He closed hiseyes

And dreamed in jJumbled images.

Flowers burned into naked skin; row after row after row of bodies stretched out in afarmer'sfield, face
after facetilted toward the sun; and the faces blend into troops marching under gray skies, Genera
Grant's dust-covered voice repesting that war needs different rules, different players, and General Lee,
daring acrossaporch on agray April morning, wearing his uniform for the last time saying softly that
being asoldier isno longer an occupation for gentleman. And through it al, black rain fell from the gray
skies, coating everything in dimy hesat, burning through skin, leaving bodies ravaged, melting peopl€'s
clothesfrom their frames—

Brady gasped and sat up. Juliaput her arm around him. “It'sal right, Mathew,” she said. “Y ou were
dreaming.”

He put his head on her shoulder, and closed his eyes. Immediately, flower-burned skinrosein hisvison
and he forced his eydids open. He still wore his suit, but therewas no long gash in it and the fabric was
dry. “1 don't know what's wrong with me,” he said.

“You just need rest.”

He shook his head and got up. Hislegs were shaky, but the movement felt good. “ Think of where we
would beif | hadn't goneto Bull Run,” he said. “We were rich. We had what we wanted. | would have
taken portraits, and we would have made more money. We would have an even nicer studio and a
home, ingtead of this gpartment.” He amiled alittle. “ And now the government will sdl everything they
can, except the portraits. Portraits that no one wantsto see.”

Juliadtill sat at the edge of the bed. Her black dresswas wrinkled, and her ringlets mussed. She must
have held him while he dept.

“You know,” hesaid, leaning againgt the windowslll. “1 met awoman just after the Battle of Gettysburg,



and shetold methat | would die forgotten with my work hidden in government warehouses. And |
thought she was crazy; how could the world forget Brady of Broadway? | had dreams of ahuge gdllery,
filled with my work—"

“Dreams havetruth,” Juliasaid.

“No,” Mathew said. “ Dreams have hope. Dreams without hope are nightmares.” He swept hishand
around theroom. “Thisisanightmare, Julia”

She bowed her head. Her hands were clasped together so tightly her knuckles had turned white. Then
sheraised her head, tossing her ringlets back, and he saw the proud young woman he had married. “ So
how do we change things, Mathew?’

He stared at her. Even now, she dill believed in him, thought that together they could make things better.
Hewanted to tell her that they would recapture what they had lost; he wanted to give her hope. But he
was forty-eight years old, nearly blind, and penniless. He didn't have timeto rebuild alife from nothing.

“I guesswe keep working,” he said, quietly. But even as he spoke, a chill ran down his back. He had
worked for the crazy woman and she had taken him to the gates of hell. And he had nothing to show for
it except strange behavior and frightening memories. “I'm sorry, Julia”

“I'mnot.” She amiled that cryptic smile she had had ever snce he married her. “The reward is worth the

He nodded, feding therain il hot on his skin, hearing voices cal for help in alanguage he could not
understand. He wondered if any reward was worth the sacrifices madefor it.

Hedidn't think so.

1871
Six weeksater, Brady dreamed:

The exhibit room was colder than it had been before, the lighting better. Brady stood beside hiswagon
and clutched its wooden frame. He stepped around the wagon, saw that the doors to the exhibit were
closed, and he was done in the huge room. He touched his eyes. The glasses were missing, and he could
see, just as he had in the previous dreams. Hisvision was clear, clearer than it had ever been.

No portraits had been added to the far wall. He walked toward his collection and then stopped. He
didn't want to look at hisold work. He couldn't bear the Sght of it, knowing the kind of pain and loss
those portraits had caused. Instead he turned and gasped.

Portraits graced a once-empty wall. He ran toward them, nearly tripping over the boards of the wagon.
Hundreds of portraits framed and mounted at odd angles glinted under the strange directed lights, the
lightsthat never flickered. He stood closer, saw scenes he hoped he would forget: the flowered woman;
the three facel ess people, their eyes boiling in their sockets; aweeping man, his skin hanging around him
likerags. The portraits were clearer, cleaner than the war portraits from the other wall. No dust had
gotten in the fluid, no cracked wet plates, no destroyed glass. Clean, crisp portraits, on paper he had
never seen before. But it wasdl hiswork, clearly hiswork.

He made himself look away. The air had ametalic smell. Therest of the wall was blank, aswerethe
other two. More picturesto take, more of hell to see. He had experienced the fire and the brimstone, the
burning rain—Satan's tears. He wondered what €l se he would see, what €l se she would make him



record.

He touched the portrait of the men with melted faces. If he had to trade visionslike thisfor his eyesight
and hiswedth, he wouldn't make the trade. He would die poor and blind at Juliads sde.

Theair got colder.

He woke up screaming.

1873

Brady stared at the plate he held in his hand. His subject had long since left the studio, but Brady hadn't
moved. He remembered days when subject after subject had entered the studio, and his assistants had
had to devel op the prints while Brady staged the Sittings.

“I'll takethat, Uncle”

Brady started. He hadn't redlized that Levin wasin the room. He wondered if Levin had been watching
Brady stand there, doing nothing. Levin hadn't said anything the past few years, but he seemed to notice
Brady's growing strange behaviors. “ Thank you, Levin,” Brady said, making sure hisvoice was cam.

Levin kept his eyes averted as he grabbed the covered plate and took it into the darkroom for
developing. Levin had grown tal in the seven yearsthat held been with Brady. Far from the self-assured
twelve-year-old who had come to work for hisuncle, Levin had become asilent man who came dive
only behind the cameralens. Brady couldn't have survived without him, especidly after he had to let the
rest of hisstaff go.

Brady moved the camera, poured the collodion mixture back into itsjar and covered the Silver nitrate.
Then he washed his handsin the bowl filled with tepid water that sat near the chemica storage.

“1 have another job for you. Can you be aone on Friday at four?’

Thistime, Brady didn't jump, but his heart did. It pounded againgt hisribcage like a child trying to escape
alocked room. His nerves had been on edge for so long. Juliakept giving him hot teas and rubbing the
back of his neck, but nothing seemed to work. When he closed his eyes he saw visons he didn't want to
See.

Heturned, dowly. The crazy woman stood there, her hands clasped behind her back. Since she hadn't
appeared in dmost two years, he had managed to convince himsdf that she wasn't rell—that he had
imagined her.

“Another job?" he asked. He was shaking. Either he hadn't imagined the last one, or hewas having
another nightmare. “I'm sorry. | can't.”

“Can't?” Her cheeksflushed. “Y ou promised, Mathew. | need you.”

“Y ou never told me you were going to send meto hell,” he snapped. He moved away from the
chemicals, afraid that in his anger, he would throw them. “Y ou're not redl, and yet the place you took me
gaysin my mind. I'm going crazy. Y oureasign of my insanity.”

“No,” she said. She came forward and touched him lightly. Her fingertips were soft, and he could smell
the faint perfume of her body. “Y ou're not crazy. Y ou're just faced with something from outside your
experience. Y ou had dreams about the late War, didn't you? Visions you couldn't escape?’



He was about to deny it, when he remembered how, in thefirst year of hisreturn, the smell of rotted
garbage took him back to the Devil's Hole; how the whinny of a horse made him duck for cover; how he
gtored hiswagon because being ingdeit filled him with adeep anxiety. “What are you telling me?’

“I come from a place you've never heard of,” she said. “We have developed the art of travel in an instant
and our societd norms are different from yours. The place | sent you wasn't hell. It wasawar zone, after
the Uni—a country had used anew kind of wegpon on another country. | want to send you to more
placeslike that, to photograph them, so that we can display those photographs for people of my society
tosee”

“If you cantrave in aningant—" and he remembered the whirling world, the dancing colors and sounds
as hetraveled from hisworld to another “—then why don't you take peopl e there? Why do you need
me?’

“Those places are forbidden. | received special dispensation. I'm working on an art project, and | nearly
lost my funding because | saw you in Gettysburg.”

Brady's shaking eased. “ Y ou risked everything to see me?’
Shenodded. “Weredikein that way,” she said. “Y ou've risked everything to follow your vision too.”
“And you need me?’

“You're thefirgt and the best, Mathew. | couldn't even get funding unless | guaranteed that | would have
your work. Y our studio portraits are lovely, Mathew, but it's your war photos that make you great.”

“No one wants to see my war work,” Brady said.
Her smile seemed sad. “They will, Mathew. Especidly if you work with me.”

Brady glanced around his studio, smaller now than it had ever been. Portraits of grest men still hung on
the walls dong with actors, artists, and people who just wanted a remembrance.

“Atfirg it wasart for you,” she said, her voice husky. “Then it became amisson, to show people what
war wasredlly like. And now no one wantsto look. But they need to, Mathew.”

“I know,” he said. He glanced back at her, saw the brightnessin her face, the trembling of her lower lip.
This meant more to her than an art project should. Something personal, something deep, got her
involved. “1 went to hell for you, and | never even got to see the results of my work.”

“Yes, youdid,” shesaid.
“Uncle” Levin cdled from the next room.

The woman vanished, leaving shimmering air in her wake. Brady reached out and touched it, felt the
remains of awhirlwind. She knew about his dreams, then. Or was she referring to the work he had done
insde hiswagon on the Site, developing plates before they dried so that the portraitswould be
preserved?

“Did | hear voices?’ Levin came out of the back room, wiping his hands on his smock.

Brady glanced at Levin, saw the frown between the young man's brows. Levin wasredly worried about
him. “No voices,” Brady said. “Perhgps you just heard someone caling from the sireet.”

“The portrait isdone.” Levin looked at the chemicals, asif double-checking his uncléswork.



“I'll look at it later,” Brady said. “I'm going hometo Julia. Can you watch the sudio?’
Levin nodded.

Brady grabbed his coat off one of the sitting chairs and stopped at the doorway. “What do you think of
my war work, Levin? And be honest, now.”

“Honest?’
[13 YS.”

Brady waited. Levin took adeep breath. “I wish that | were ten years older so that | could have been
one of your assigtants, Uncle. Y ou preserved something that future generations need to see. And it angers
methat no oneiswilling to look.”

“Me, too,” Brady said. He dipped his armsthrough the deeves of his coat. “But maybe—" and hefelt
something cautious risein his chest, something like hope “—if | work just alittle harder, people will 1ook
agan. Think o, Levin?’

“It'sone of my prayers, Uncle,” Levin said.

“Mine, too,” Brady said, and et himsdlf out the door. He whistled alittle as he walked down the Stairs.
Maybe the woman was right; maybe he had afuture, after dl.

1873

Friday at four, Brady whirled from his studio to a place so hot that sweet appeared on hisbody the
instant he stopped whirling. Hiswagon stood on a dirt road, surrounded by thatched huts. Some of the
huts were burning, but the flames were the only movement in the entire village. Far away, he could hear a
chop-chop-chopping sound, but he could see nothing. Flies buzzed around him, not landing, asif they
had moreinteresting placesto go. The air smelled of burning hay and something fetid, something familiar.
He swallowed and |ooked for the bodies.

He grabbed the back end of the wagon, and climbed inside. The darkness was welcome. It took a
moment for his eyesto get used to the gloom, then he grabbed histripod and his cameraand carried
them outside. He pushed his glasses up his nose, but hisfinger encountered skin instead of metd. He
could see. He squinted and wondered how she did that—gave him his eyesight for such ashort period of
time. Perhapsit was hisreward for going to hell.

A hand extended from one of the burning huts. Brady stopped besideit, crouched, and saw aman lying
face down in the dust, the back of hishead blown away. Bilerosein Brady's throat, and he swallowed to
keep hislast meal down. He assembled the camera, uncapped the lens and looked through, seeing the
hand and the flames flickering in his narrow, rounded vision. Then he climbed out from under the curtain,
went back into the wagon and prepared a plate.

Thistime hefdt no fear. Perhaps knowing that the woman (why had she never told him her name?) could
flash him out of the arealin an ingant made him fed safer. Or perhapsit was his sense of purpose, as
grong asit had been & thefirg battle of Bull Run, when the bullets whizzed by him, and hiswagon got
stampeded by running soldiers. He had had a reason then, alife then, and he would get it back.

He went outside and photographed the dead man in the burning hut. The chop-chop-chopping sound
was fading, but the hest seemed to intensify. The stillnessin the village was eerie. The crackles of burning
buildings made him jump. He saw no more bodies, no evidence other than the emptiness and the fires



that something had happened in this place.
Then he saw the baby.

It was atoddler, actually. Naked, and shot in the back, the body lying at the edge of a ditch. Brady
walked over to the ditch and peered in, then stepped back and got sick for thefirst timein his
professond career.

Bodiesfilled the ditch—women, children, babies, and old men—their limbs flung back, scomachs gone,
faces shot away. Blood flowed like ariver, added its coppery scent to the smell of burning hay and the
reek of decay. What kind of places was she taking him to, where women and children died instead of
oldiers?

He grabbed his camera, hisshidld, and set it up, knowing that thiswould haunt him asthe hot, dimy rain
haunted him. He prepared more plates and photographed the toddler over and over, the innocent baby
that had tried to crawl away from the horror and had been shot in the back for its attempts at survival.

And as he worked, hisvision blurred, and he wondered why the sweat pouring into and out of hiseyes
never made them burn.

1875

Brady stared at the $25,000 check. He et it on the doily that covered the end table. In the front room,
he heard Levin arguing with Julia

“Not today,” she said. “Give him at least abresth between bad news.”

Brady touched the thin paper, the flowing script. The government had given him one-quarter of the
wedlth he had logt going into the war, one-tenth of the money he spent photographing history. And too
late. The check wastoo late. A month earlier, the War Department, which owned thetitle to the wet
plates, sold them al to the Anthonysfor an undisclosed sum. They had clear, legd title, and Edward
Anthony had told Brady that they would never, ever sl.

He got up with asigh and brushed aside the half-open bedroom door. “ Tell mewhat?’ he asked.

Levinlooked up—quiltily, Brady thought. Juliahid something behind her back. “Nothing, Uncle” Levin
sad. “It can wait.”

“Y ou brought something and | want to know what it is.” Brady's voice was harsh. It had been too harsh
lately. The flashbacks on histravels, the strain of keeping silent—aof not telling Juliathe fantastical
events—and thereversal after reversal in hisown life were taking their toll.

Julia brought her hand out from behind her back. She clutched a stereoscope. The small device shook as
she handed it to Brady.

He put the lenses up to his eyes, feding the frame clink againgt his glasses. The three dimensiona view
insde was familiar: the war parade he had taken over ten years ago, asthe soldiers rode down
Pennsylvania Avenue. Brady removed the thick card from the viewer. The two portraits stood side by
Sde, as he expected. He even expected the flowery script on the side, stating that the stereoscopic
portrait was available through the Anthonys warehouse. What he didn't expect was the attribution at the
bottom, claiming that the photography had been done by the Anthonys themselves.

He clenched hisfists and turned around, |etting the device fal to the wooden floor. The stereoscope
clinked asit rolled, and Brady stifled an urgeto kick it acrossthe room.



“We can go to Congressman Garfidd,” Levin said, “and maybe hell help us”

Brady stared at the portrait. He could take the Anthonysto court. They did own the rights to the wet
plates, but they should have given him proper attribution. It seemed atrivid thing to fight over. He had no
money, and what influence he had would be better spent getting the plates back than fighting for abit of
name recognition. “No,” Brady said. “Y ou can go to the newspapers, if you like, Levin, but we won't get
Jamesto act for us. He's done hisbest dready. Thisisour fight. And well keep at it, until the bitter end if
we haveto.”

Juliaclenched her hands together and stared at him. It seemed asif the lines around her mouth had grown
deeper. He remembered the first time he danced with her, the diamonds around her neck glittering in the
candldight. They had sold those diamondsin 1864 to fund the Petersburg expedition—the expedition in
which half of his equipment was destroyed by Confederate shells. You are going to be a great man, she
had told him. The problem was, he had never asked her what she meant by great. Perhaps she thought of
her wealthy father as agreat man. Perhaps she stayed with Brady out of wifely loyalty.

She came over to him and put her arm around him. “1 love you, Mathew,” she said. He hugged her close,
s0 close that he worried he would hurt her. He wouldn't have been able to do anything without her. None
of hiswork, none of his efforts would have been possible—especidly in the lean years—if she hadn't
bdievedin him.

“I'msorry,” he whispered into her shoulder.

She dipped out of hisembrace and held him so that she could look into his eyes. “Well keep fighting,
Mathew. And in theend, well win.”

1877

And the assgnments kept coming. Brady began to look forward to the whirling, even though he often
ended up in hell. Hisbody was stronger there; his eyesight keener. He could forget, for ashort time, the
drabness of Washington, the emptiness of hislife. On the battlefields, he worked—and he could il
believe that hiswork had meaning. One dark, gray day, heleft his studio and found himsdf hiding at the
edge of aforest. Hiswagon, without a horse, leaned againgt aspindly tree. The air was thick and humid.
Brady'sblack suit clung to his skin, dready damp. Through the bushes he could see soldiers carrying
largerifles, surrounding a church. Speaking alanguage he thought he understood—Spani sh?—they
herded children together. Then, in twos and threes, the soldiers marched the children inside.

The scene was eerily quiet. Brady went behind the wagon, grabbed histripod and set up the camera. He
stepped carefully on the forest bed; the scuffing noise of his heavy leather shoes seemed to resound like
gunshots. Hetook portrait after portrait, concentrating on the soldiers faces, the children's ooks of
resignation. He wondered why the soldiers were imprisoning the children, and what they planned to do to
the town he could see just over the horizon. And asmall trickle of rdlief ran through him that here, at
least, the children would be spared.

Once the children were insde, the soldiers closed the heavy doors and barred them. Someone had
aready boarded up the windows. Brady put another plate into his camerato take afind portrait of the
closed church before following the army to their nasty work at the village. He looked down, checking the
plates the woman had given him, when he heard awhoosh. A sharp, tingling scent rose in his nodtrils,
followed by the smdll of smoke. Automaticaly he opened the lens—just asa soldier threw aburning
torch at the church itsdlf.

Brady screamed and ran out of the bushes. The soldiers saw him—and oneleveled ariflea him. The



bullets ratt-a-tatted at him, the sound faster and more vicious than the repeeting rifles from the war.
Brady felt hisbody jerk and fall, felt himself roll over, bouncing with each bullet'simpact. He wanted to
crawl to the church, to save the children, but he couldn't move. He couldn't do anything. The world was
growing darker—and he saw akind of light—and his mother? waiting for him—

And then the whirling began. It seemed dower, and he wasn't sure he wanted it to start. It pulled him
away from thelight, away from the mother he hadn't seen since heleft the farm at 16, away from the
church and the burning children (he thought he could hear their screams now—Iloud, terrified, piercing—)
and back to the silence of his studio.

Hewound up in one of his straightbacked chairs. He tried to stand up, and fdll, his glassesjostling the
edge of hisnose. Footsteps on the stairsran toward him, then hands lifted him. Levin.

“Unde? Areyou dl right?’
“Shot,” Brady whispered. “ The children. All dead. Must get the children.”

He pushed Levin aside and groped for something, anything to hold on to. “1 have to get back!” he yelled.
“ Someone has to rescue those children!”

Levin grabbed his shoulders, forced Brady back to the chair. “ Thewar isover, Uncle,” Levin said. “It's
over. Youre home. You're safe”

Brady looked up at Levin and felt the shakes begin. She wouldn't send him back. Shewouldn't let him
save those children. She knew dl aong that the church would burn and she wanted him to photograph it,
to record it, not to saveit. He put his hands over hisface. He had seen enough atrocitiesto last him three
lifetimes

“Itsdl right,” Levinsad. “It'sdl right, Uncle”

It wasn't dl right. Levin was becoming an expert at this, at talking Brady home. And to his credit, he
never said anything to Julia. “Thank you,” Brady said. Hiswords were thin, rushed, asif the bullet holes
gtill riddled hisbody and sucked the air fromiit.

He patted Levin on the shoulder, then walked away—wa ked—to the end of the studio, hisroom, his
home. Perhaps the crazy woman didn't exist. Perhaps what Levin saw was truth. Perhaps Brady's mind
was going, after all.

“Thank you,” he repeated, and walked down the stairs, comforted by the achesin his bones, the blurry
edgeto hisvison. He was home, and he would stay—

Until she called him again. Until he had his next chance to be young, and working, and doing something
worthwhile.

1882

Brady sat in front of the window, gazing into the street. Below, carriages rumbled past, throwing up mud
and chunks of ice. People hurried across the sidewak, heads bowed againgt the deet. Therippled glass
was cold againgt hisfingers, but he didn't care. He could hear Levinin the sudio, talking with a
prospective client. Levin had handled al of the business this past week. Brady had hardly been able to
move.

The death of Henry Anthony shouldn't have hit him so hard. The Anthony Brothers had been the closest
thing Brady had to enemiesin the years sncethewar. Y et, they had been friends once, and companions



inthe early days of the art. All of photography was dying; Morse was gone. Henry Anthony dead. And
three of Brady's assistants, men he had trained to succeed him, dead in the opening of the West.

Levin opened the door and peeked in. “Uncle, avidtor,” he said.

Brady was about to wave Levin away when another man stepped insde. The man wastall, gaunt,
wearing aneetly pressed black suit. He looked official. “Mr. Brady?’

Brady nodded but did not rise.

“I'm John C. Taylor. I'm asoldier, Sir, and a student of your work. | would liketo talk with you, if |
could.”

Brady pushed back the needlepoint chair beside him. Taylor sat down, hat in his hands.

“Mr. Brady, | wanted to let you know what 1've been doing. Since the end of thewar, I'vetried to
acquire your work. | have secured, through various channels, over 7,000 negatives of your best
pictures.”

Brady fdt the haze that surrounded him lift somewhat. “And you would like to display them?”

“No, gr, actualy, I've been trying to preserve them. The plates the government bought from you years
ago have been gitting in awarehouse. A number were destroyed due to incautious handling. 1've been
trying to get them placed somewhere else. | have an offer from the Navy Department—I have
connections there—and | wanted your approval.”

Brady laughed. The sound bubbled from inside of him, but he felt no joy. He had wanted the portraits for
s0 long and findly, here was someone asking for his approvd. “No one has asked me what | wanted
before”

Taylor leaned back. He glanced once at Levin, asif Brady's odd reaction had made Taylor wary.

“My uncle has gone through quite an odyssey to hold on to hisplates,” Levin said softly. “Hehaslost a
lot over theyears”

“From the beginning,” Brady said. “No one will ever know what | went through in securing the negatives.
The whole world can never appreciateit. It changed the course of my life. Some of those negatives
nearly cost methat life. And then the work was taken from me. Do you understand, Mr. Taylor?’

Taylor nodded. “I've been tracking these photographs for along time, gir. | remembered them from the
illustrated papers, and | decided that they needed to be preserved, so that my children's children would
see the devadtation, would learn the follies we committed because we couldn't reason with each other.”

Brady smiled. A man who did understand. Findly. “ The government bought my portraits of Webgter,
Cahoun and Clay. | got paid alot of money for those paintings that were made from my photographs.
Not my work, mind you. Paintings of my work. Page would have been so happy.”

113 S‘ rl?!

Brady shook his head. Page had |€ft his side long ago. “But no one wants to see the war work. No one
wants to seewhat you and | preserved. | don't want the Navy to bury the negatives. | want them to
display the work, reproduce it or makeit into a book that someone can see.”

“Firg thingsfirg, Mr. Brady,” Taylor said. “The Navy hasthe negatives I've acquired, but we need to



remove the others from the War department before they're destroyed. And then you, or your nephew, or
someone e se can go in there and put together ashowing.”

Brady reached over and gripped Taylor's hands. They were firm and strong—a young man's hands on an
older man'sbody. “If you can do that,” Brady said. “Y ou will have made dl that I've done worthwhile.”

1882

Julia huddled on the settee, a blanket over her dight frame. She had grown gaunt, her eyes big saucerson
the planes of her face. Her hands shook as she took the |etter from Brady. He had hesitated about giving
it to her, but he knew that she would ask and she would worry. It would be better for her frail heart to
know than to constantly fret. She leaned toward the lamp. Brady watched her eyes move as she read.

He dready knew the words by heart. The letter was from General A. W. Gredley, inthe War
department. He was in charge of the government's collection of Brady'swork. After the opening
amenities, he had written:

The government has stated positively that their negatives must not be exploited for commercia purposes. They are the
historical treasures of awhole people and the government has justly refused to establish a dangerous system of
“special privilege’ by granting permission for publication to individuals. As the property of the people, the
government negatives are held in sacred trust.

Where no one could see them, and not even Brady himsdlf could use them. He wondered what Taylor
thought—Taylor who would have received the | etter in Connecticut by now.

Julialooked up, her eyes dotted with tears. “What do they think, that you're going to steal the plates from
them likethey stole them from you?’

“I don't know,” Brady said. “ Perhaps they really don't understand what they have.”

“They understand,” Juliasaid, her voice harsh. “And it frightens them.”

1883

In his dreams, he heard the sounds of people working. Twice he had arrived at the door to hisgdlery,
and twice it had been locked. Behind the thin materia, he heard voices—"Here, Andre. No, no. Keep
the same years on the same wall space’—and the sounds of shuffling feet. Thistime, he knocked and the
door opened a crack.

Celling lights flooded the room. It was wide and bright—nbrighter than he imagined aroom could be. His
work covered al the walls but one. People, dressed in pants and loose shirts like the woman who hired
him, carried framed portraits from one spot to the next, al under the direction of adim man who stood
next to Brady's wagon.

The man looked at Brady. “What do you want?’
“I just wanted to see—"

The man turned to one of the otherswalking through. “Get rid of him, will you? We only have afew
hours, and we gtill have onewadl tofill.”



A woman stopped next to Brady and put her hand on hisarm. Her fingerswere coal. “I'm sorry,” she
sad. “Were preparing an exhibit.”

“But I'm the artist,” Brady said.
“He says—”

“I know what he says,” the man said. He squinted at Brady, then glanced at aportrait that hung near the
wagon. “And so heis. Y ou should be finishing the exhibit, Mr. Brady, not gawking around the studio.”

“I didn't know | had something to finish.”

The man sighed. “ The show opens tomorrow morning, and you still have onewal tofill. What are you
doing here?’

“I don't know,” Brady said. The woman took hisarm and led him out the door.
“Well see you tomorrow night,” she said. And then she smiled. “I like your work.”

And then he woke up, shivering and shaking in the dark beside Julia. Her even breathing was acomfort.
He drew himsdlf into ahuddle and rested his knees againgt his chest. Onewall to fill by tomorrow? He
wished he understood what the dreams meant. It had taken him nearly twenty yearsto fill al the other
walls. And then he thought that perhaps dream time worked differently than red time. Perhaps dream
time moved in an ingtant the way he did when the woman whirled him away to another place.

It was just a dream, hetold himsdlf, and by the time hefell back to deep, heredly believed it.

1884

By the time the wagon gppeared beside him, Brady was shaking. This place was slent, completely slent.
Houses stood in neat rows on barren, brown treglessland. Their white formations rested like sentries
againg the mountains that stood in the distance. A faint smell, dmost acrid, covered everything. Theair
was warm, but not muggy, and beads of swesat rose on his arms like drops of blood.

Brady had arrived behind one of the houses. Inside, afamily sat around the table—aman, awoman and
two children. They al appeared to be eating—the woman had a spoon raised to her mouth—but no one
moved. In the entire time he had been there, no one had moved.

He went into hiswagon, removed the camera and tripod, then knocked on the door. The family didn't
acknowledge him. He pushed the door open and stepped inside, setting up the camera near agleaming
countertop. Then he walked over to the family. The children werelaughing, gazing at each other. Their
chestsdidn't rise and fdl, their eyes didn't move. The man had his hand around a cup full of congedled
liquid. He was watching the children, afaint smile on hisface. The woman was looking down, at the bowl
filled with asoggy mush. The hand holding the spoon—empty except for awhite stain in the center—had
frozen near her mouth. Brady touched her. Her skin was cold, rigid.

They were deed.

Brady backed away, nearly knocking over the tripod. He grabbed the camera, fdt itsfirmnessin his
hands. For some reason, these specters frightened him worse than dl the others. He couldn't tell what
killed them or how they died. It had becomeincreasingly difficult, at the many varied places he had been,
but he could at least guess. Here, he saw nothing—and the bodies didn't even fed redl.

He climbed under the dark curtain, finding akind of protection from his own equipment. Perhaps, near



his own stuff, whatever had killed them would avoid him. He took the photograph, and then carried his
equipment to the next house, where a frozen woman sat on a sofa, looking at a piece of paper. In each
house, he took the till lives, amost wishing for the blood, the fires, the sgns of destruction.

1885

Brady folded the newspaper and st it down. He didn't wish to disturb Julia, who was deeping soundly
on the bed. She seemed to get so little rest. Her face had become trand ucent, the shadows under her
eyes o deep that they looked like bruises.

He couldn't share the article with her. A year ago, she might have laughed. But now, tears would stream
down her cheeks and she would want him to hold her. And when she woke up, hewould hold her,
because they had so little time | ft.

She didn't need to see the paragraph that stood out from the page asif someone had expanded the type:

...and with hisloss, all of photography's pioneers are dead. In the United States alone we have lost, in recent years,
Alexander Gardiner, Samuel F. B. Morse, Edward and Henry Anthony, and Mathew B. Brady. Gardiner practiced the
craft until his death, going west and sending some of the best images back home. The Anthonys sold many of their
fine works in stereoscope for us al to see. Morse had other interests and quit photography to pursue them. Brady lost
his eyesight after the War, and closed his studios here and in New Y ork...

Perhaps he was wrong. Perhaps they wouldn't laugh together. Perhaps she would be as angry as he was.
He hadn't died. He hadn't. No one alowed him to show hiswork any more. He hadn't even been to the
gdlery of hisdreams sincethat confusing last dream, years ago.

Brady placed the newspaper with the others near the door. Then he crawled onto the bed and pulled
Juliaclose. Her small body was comfort, and in her deep, she turned and held him back.

1886

Onemorning, hewhirled into aplace of such emptinessit chilled his soul. The buildingsweretdl and
white, the grass green, and the flowersin bloom. Hiswagon was the only black thing on the surface of
this place. He could smdll lilacs as he walked forward, and he thought of Juliaresting at their
gpartment—too fragile now to even do her needlepoint.

Thissilence wasworse than at the last place. Here it felt asif human beings had never touched thisland,
despite the buildings. He felt asif he were the only person dive.

Hewaked up the stone steps of the first building and pushed open the glass door. The room inside was
empty—as empty as his gdlery had been when hefirst dreamed it. No dust or footprints marred the
white floor, no smudges covered the white walls. He looked out the window and, as he watched, a
building twenty yards awvay shimmered and disappeared.

Brady shoved hishandsin his pockets and scurried outside. Another, squarer building a so disappeared.
The shimmering was different, more ominous than the shimmering left by his benefactress. In these
remains, he could amost see the debris, the dust from the buildings that had once been. He could fed the
destruction and knew that these places weren't regppearing somewhere else. He ran to his wagon,
climbed insde, and peered out at the world from the wagon's edge. And, as he watched, building after
building winked out of existence.



He clutched the camerato him, but took no photographs. The smdll of lilacs grew stronger. His hands
were cold, shaking. He watched the buildings disappear until only agrassy field remained.

“Y ou can't even photograph it.”

Her appearance didn't surprise him. He expected her, after seeing the changes, perhaps because he had
been thinking of her. Her hair was shoulder-length now, but other than that, she hadn't changed in al the
years since he last saw her.

“It'sso clean and neat.” Her voice shook. “You can't even tell that anyone died here.”

Brady crawled out of the wagon and stood beside her. He felt more uneasy here than he had felt under
the shdlling at thefirst battle of Bull Run. There a least he could hear thewhistle, fed the explosions.
Here the destruction came from nowhere.

“Welcometo war in my lifetime, Mathew.” She crossed her armsin front of her chest. “Herewe get rid
of everything, not just aperson's body, but al traces of their home, their livelihood—and, in most cases,
any memories of them. | lost my son likethisand | couldn't remember that he had existed until | started
work onthisproject.” Shesmiled just alittle. “Thetime travel gives unexpected gifts, somewe can
program for, likeimproved eyesight or hedlth, and some we cant, like improved memories. The scientists
say it has something to do with molecular rearrangement, but that makes no sense to you, since most
people didn't know what amolecule wasin your day.”

He stood beside her, his heart pounding in histhroat. She turned to him, took hishand in hers.
“We can't go any farther than this, Mathew.”
Hefrowned. “I'm done?’

“Yes. | can't thank you inthewaysthat 1'd like. If I could, I'd send you back, give you money, let you
rebuild your life from thewar on. But | can't. We can't. But | can bring you to the exhibit when it opens,
and hope that the response is what we expect. Would you like that, Mathew?’

He didn't know exactly what she meant, and he wasn't sure he cared. He wanted to keep making
photographs, to keep working here with her. He had nothing else. “1 could till help you. I'm sure there
are anumber of thingsto be done.”

She shook her head, then kissed hisforehead. “Y ou need to go hometo your Julia, and enjoy thetime
you have left. Well see each other again, Mathew.”

And then she started to whirl, to shimmer. Brady reached for her and his hand went through her into the
heated air. This shimmer was different; it had alifeto it. Hefdt athin relief. She had traveled beyond him,
but not out of existence. He leaned againgt the edge of hiswagon and stared at the lilac bushes and the
wind blowing through the grasses, trying to understand what she had just told him. He and the wagon sat
aone, in afield where people had once built homes and lived quiet lives. Findly, a dusk, hetoo
shimmered out of the blackness and back to hisown quiet life.

1887

Only Levin and Brady stood beside the open grave. Thewind ruffled Brady's hair, dried the tear tracks
on his cheeks. He hadn't redized how smal Juliaslife had become. Most of the people at the funerd had
been hisfriends, people who had come to console him.

He could hear the trees rustling behind him. The breeze carried a scent of lilacs—how appropriate, Julia



dying in the spring so that her flower would bloom near her grave. She had been so beautiful when he
met her, so popular. She had whittled her life down for him, because she had thought he needed her. And
he had.

Levintook Brady'sarm. “Come dong, Uncle,” Levin sad.

Brady looked up at his nephew, the closest thing to achild he and Juliahad ever had. Levin'shair had
started to recede, and he too wore thick glasses.

“I don't want to leave her,” Brady said. “I'veleft her too much aready.”

“It'sdl right, Uncle,” Levin said as he put hisarm around Brady's waist and led him through the trees.
“She understands.”

Brady glanced back at the holein the ground, at hiswifé's coffin, and at the two men who had aready
started to shovel dirt on top. “1 know she understands,” he said. “ She always has.”

1887

That night, Brady didn't deep. He sat on the bed he had shared with Julia, and clutched her pillow againgt
his chest. He missed her even breathing, her comfortable presence. He missed her hand on his cheek and
her warm voice, reassuring him. He missed holding her, and loving her, and telling her how much he loved
her.

It'sall right, Uncle, Levin had said. She understands.

Brady got up, set the pillow down and went to the window. She had looked out so many times, probably
feeling aone, while he pursued his dreams of greatness. She had never said what she thought these past
few years, but he saw her look at him, saw the speculation in her eyes when he returned from one of his
trips. She had loved him too much to question him.

Then hefdt it: the odd sensation that dways preceded awhirling. But he was done—he hadn't l&ft in
over ayear. Hewasjust tired, just spinning. Colors and pain and dust bombarded him. Smells hewould
briefly catch and by the time heidentified them they had disappeared. His head ached, hisbody felt asif
it were being torn in fifteen different directions. And when he stopped, he stood in the gdllery of his
dreams ... only he knew that he was wide awake.

It existed then. It redlly existed.
Andit wasfull of people.

Women worelong clingy dressesin ashining material. Ther hair varied in hue from brown to pink, and
many had jewdry stapled into their noses, their cheeks and, in one case, along the rim of theeye. The
men's clothes were as colorful and as shiny. They wore makeup, but no jewelry. A few people seemed
out of place, in other clothes—awoman in combeat fatigues from one of the wars Brady had seen, aman
in dust-covered denim pants and aripped shirt, another man dressed in al black leaning againgt agdlery
door. All of the doorsin the hallway were open and people spilled in and out, conversing or holding
shocked hands to their throats.

The conversation was so thick that Brady couldn't hear separate voices, separate words. A variety of
perfumes overwhemed him and the coolness seemed to have I eft the gallery. Helet the crowd push him
down the hal toward his own exhibit and as he passed, he caught bits and pieces of other signs.

..IMAGE ARTIST...



...(2000-2010)...

..HOLOGRAPHER, AFRICAN BIOLOGICAL ..
..ABC CAMERAMAN, LEBANON...
..PHOTOJOURNALIST, VIETNAM CONFLICT...
.(1963)...

..NEWS REELS FROM THE PACIFIC THEATER...
..OFFICIAL PHOTOGRAPHER, WORLD WARI...
..(1892-...

..INDIAN WARS...

And then hisown:

MATHEW B. BRADY EXHIBIT
OFFICIAL PHOTOGRAPHER:
UNITED STATESCIVIL WAR
(1861-1865)

The room wasfull. People stood dong thewalls, gazing at his portraits, discussing and pointing at the
fields of honored dead. One woman turned away from the toddler, shot in the back; another from the
burning church. People looked inside Brady's wagon, and more than afew stared at the portraits of him,
lined dong the doric columnslike a series of somber, aging men.

He caught afew words.

“Fantastic composition” ... *amazing things with black and white’ ... “amost looksred” ... “turnsmy
somach” ... “can't imagine working with such primitive equipment"...

Someone touched his shoulder. Brady turned. A woman smiled a him. She wore along purple gown and
her brown hair was wrapped around the top of her head. It took amoment for him to recognize his
benefactress.

“Welcome to the exhibit, Mathew. People are enjoying your work.”

She amiled a him and moved on. And then it hit him. Hefinaly had an exhibit. He findly had people
garing a hiswork, and seeing what had redlly happened in al those places during al that time. She had
shown himthisgdlery dl hislife, whirled him here when he thought he was adeep. Thiswas his destiny,
just asdying impoverished in his own world was his destiny.

“Youretheartist? A dim maninadark suit stcood beside Bradly.
“Thisismy work,” Brady said.
A few people crowded around. The scent of sogp and perfume nearly overwhelmed him.

“I think you're an absolutely amazing talent,” the man said. His voice was thin, with an accent that seemed
British but wasn't. “I can't believe the kind of work you put into thisto create such stark beauty. And
with such bulky equipment.”

“Beauty?’ Brady could barely let theword out of histhroat. He gazed around the room, saw the
flowered woman, the row of corpses on the Gettysburg battlefield.

“Eerie)” awoman said. “Rather like late Goya, don't you think, Lavinia?’

Another woman nodded. “ Stunning, the way you captured the exact right light, the exact moment to



illuminate the concept.”

“Concept?’ Brady felt his hands shake. “ Y ou're looking a war here. People died in these portraits. This
ishigory, not art.”

“I think you're underestimating your work,” theman said. “Itistruly art, and you are agrest, greet artist.
Only an artist would see how to use black and white to such a devastating effect—"

“| wasn't creating art,” Brady said. “My assstantsand |, we were shot at. | nearly died the day the
soldiers burned that church. Thisisn't beauty. Thisiswar. It'struth. | wanted you to see how ugly war
redlyis”

“Andyou did it sowel,” theman said. “I truly admire your technique.” And then he walked out of the
room. Brady watched him go. The women smiled, shook his hand, told him that it was a pleasure to meet
him. He wandered around the room, heard the same types of conversation and stopped when he saw his
benefactress.

“They don't understand,” he said. “ They think thiswas done for them, for their gppreciation. They're
cdlingthisart.”

“Itisart, Mathew,” she said softly. She glanced around the room, asif she wanted to be el sawhere.
“No,” hesaid. “It actually happened.”

“A long time ago.” She patted his hand. “The message about war and destruction will go homein their
subconscious. They will remember this.” And then she turned her back on him and pushed her way
through the crowd. Brady tried to follow her, but made it asfar as hiswagon. He sat on its edge and
buried hisfacein hishands.

He st there for along time, |etting the conversation hum around him, wondering at hisown folly. And
then he heard his name called in avoice that made his heart rise.

“Mr. Bragdy?’

Helooked up and saw Julia. Not the Juliawho had grown pae and thin in their smal gpartment, but the
Juliahe had met so many years ago. She was dender and young, her face glowing with health. No gray
marked her ringlets, and her hoops were wide with afashion decades old. He reached out his hands.
“dlia”

Shetook his hands and sat beside him on the wagon, her young-girl face turned in asmile. “They think
you'rewonderful, Mr. Brady.”

“They don't understand whét 1've done. They think it'sart—" he stopped himsdlf. Thiswasn't his Julia
Thiswas the young girl, the one who had danced with him, who had told him about her dream. She had
come from adifferent place and adifferent time, the only time she had seen the effects of hiswork.

Helooked a her then, really looked at her, saw the shinein her blue eyes, the blush to her cheeks. She
was watching the people look at his portraits, soaking in the discussion. Her gloved hand clutched his,
and he could fed her wonderment and joy.

“I would be so proud if thiswere my doing, Mr. Brady. Imagine aroom like thisfilled with your vision,
your work.”

Hedidn't look at the room. He looked at her. This moment, this waswhat kept her going all those years.



The memory of what she thought was a dream, of what she hoped would becomered. And it wasred,
but not in any way she understood. Perhaps, then, he didn't understand it either.

Sheturned to him, smiled into hisface. “| would so liketo be apart of this,” she said. She thought it was
adream; otherwise she would have never spoken so boldly. No, wait. She had been bold when she was

young.

“Youwill be,” Brady said. And until that moment, he never redlized how much apart of it she had been,
aways standing beside him, dways believing in him even when he no longer believed in himsdlf. She had
made the greater sacrifice—her entirelifefor hisdream, hisvison, hiswork.

“Julia,” he said, thankful for thislast chanceto touch her, thislast chanceto hold her. “1 could not do this
without you. You madeit al possible”

She leaned againgt him and laughed, afluted sound he hadn't heard in decades. “ But it's your work that
they admire, Mr. Brady. Y our work.”

“They cdl meanatis.”

“That'sright.” Her words were crisp, sure. “An artist'swork lives beyond him. Thisisn't our world, Mr.
Brady. In the other rooms, the pictures move.”

The pictures move. He had been given a gift, to see his own future. To know that the losses he suffered,
the reversals he and Julia had lived through weren't dl for nothing. How many people got even that?

Hetucked her arm in his. He had to be out of thisroom, out of this exhibit he didn't really understand.
They stood together, her hoop clearing a path for them in the crowd. He stopped and surveyed the four
walls—filled with his portraits, portraits of places most of these people had never seen—his memories
that they shared and made their own.

Then he stepped out of the exhibit into afuture in which he would never take part, perhgpsto gaina
perspective he had never had before.

And dl thewhile, Juliaremained besde him.



