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Chapter One
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San Francisco, 1854

––––––––
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Liam O'Malley could never get used to the stench of the city. He remembered his days up at the gold mines—Lord Jesus, was that two years ago already? he wondered. It was back in 1852 when he'd finally given up and come down with the spring snowmelt, down to San Francisco, city of sin and temptation. He chuckled, wondering if he'd ever be able to afford that—sin and temptation. Anyhow, the gold camps usually smelled better than Montgomery Street, or most other streets in this town. There was the ever present horse dung, the odor of stale beer wafting from the many saloons, the greasy cook stoves and the abundant outhouses. He shrugged. Maybe someday he'd make it to the sin and temptation part, but for now, it was enough to have a room to sleep in and food, as well as some decent clothing.

He arrived at his place of work. He could see by smoke from the chimney that Isaac was already there, as usual. Working on Sunday held no fear of retribution for Isaac. Sunday was their busiest day and as far as Liam was concerned, he'd given up praying long ago,  back in the gold fields. 

Sometimes, in rare moments of introspection, he'd scratch his head and wonder how he'd come to be doing this kind of work. Two years ago he'd gotten off the boat from Sacramento with a poke of dust worth about fifty dollars, all he had to show for months of scraping and panning in icy streams and creeks. Well, that and his good luck charm, the gold-plated rabbit’s foot. He’d won that at his last card game back in the diggings. The miner who had lost it told Liam he thought he’d drained all the luck out of it, but maybe it would work for someone new. He started walking, looking for work, any kind of job to feed himself. He remembered approaching an old gent sitting on a park bench, reading a copy of the Alta. He asked the man if he knew of any jobs. The man gave him a look that said, You must either be crazy or just off the boat. Which, in fact, he was—just off the boat.

"Plenty of work all around," the man said. "With all the able body men up at the mines, you can find no end of jobs, if you're willing to work. Go on down to the docks, if you've a strong back. You can unload ships, or work at the bank if you can read and write. You new in town, son?"

"Yes sir." He nodded at the newspaper. "Any news I should be knowing about? I haven't seen a paper in a couple months."

The man grinned. "Only the usual. Murder, mayhem, corruption and madness. The Vigilance Committee is running things again. Stay out of trouble, is my advice." He snapped his fingers. "Now I think of it, I saw a help wanted sign when I picked up this paper over at the Alta offices. It was next door, I mean to say. You'll see an old boxcar on wagon wheels. Don't know what kind of work it is, but you might want to investigate, seein' as it's right up the block here."

And so Liam O'Malley strolled up Montgomery Street until he found the brick building housing the Alta California, the city's best newspaper. Next door to it was, in fact, an old box car on wooden wheels and painted white. On the side was the legend: Isaac's Daguerrean Saloon. That was how Liam came to take up photography as a profession. 

*  *  *
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THIS MORNING HE FOUND a middle-aged gentleman waiting patiently outside the Saloon with a young girl of about ten or eleven. Liam had a moment's desire to burst into laughter when he realized how much they resembled each other, and how homely they both were. The man, dressed in formal attire, gave a short bow. 

“Good morning, sir. Do I take it you work here, at this studio of photography?”

Liam returned the bow with a grin. “You take it correctly, sir. O'Malley's the name, senior photographer assistant at your service. And you might be?” Liam noticed the man did not refer to the boxcar as a saloon. Liam had long ago suggested to Isaac he call the establishment a salon instead, but Isaac would have none of it. “Nobody in Frisco ever heard of a salon, least not the classes we work with. Everybody knows what a saloon is, and are more likely to enter.”

“Ferguson,” the man answered Liam's question. “I am Henry Douglas Ferguson Jr, and this is my lovely daughter, Olivia. We wish to have our portrait done. I have been knocking on the door here without result.”

Liam nodded. “Sorry about that, Mr. Ferguson, but you see you're a bit early in the morning. We're not usually prepared for customers before ten or so. That’s when the light is best. But don't worry, we're always happy to serve you. I have a key. Please enter our humble establishment. We shall probably discover Mr. Goldstein in back, in his laboratory.”

He opened the door and ushered them in, seating them on a small sofa just inside. Ferguson leaned over and patted his daughter's hand. “Now then dear, there's nothing to be afraid of. It won't hurt a bit.” Olivia scowled and began to sniffle. “Never had her picture taken before,” he explained to Liam with a smile. 

Isaac was indeed in the back room, in what he called his laboratory, part darkroom, part workshop. The little potbelly stove was heated to a red glow. Liam leaned over and closed the damper. Isaac didn't look up from what he was doing. 

“Couple of early customers outside,” Liam told him. At this Isaac glanced up with a quizzical expression, as if inspecting his employee for fitness. 

“You take care of them today. You know how to handle a camera. When your plate's ready I'll turn on the red lamp and let you develop it.”

“Yes sir, if you like.” He paused, taking in what Isaac was busy doing. He was holding a long strand of what looked like cheese cloth in one hand and a little pot of silver paint in the other. “Mind if I ask what you're up to, sir?”

Isaac dabbed a bit of paint onto the cloth, still without looking up. “Special job this evening. We shall close early today. I'll need your help. We'll be using wet plates 'stead of the Daguerre. We'll be taking some special equipment. Soon as you get rid of those customers outside, I'll need you to run down to the dry goods store. I know they're closed on Sunday, but pound on Mr. Gruber's door till he opens up. Tell him I need a pot of phosphorous paint right away. I'll pay double. That ought to make him happy. Now go take care of those customers, please.”

Liam turned back toward the front. He couldn't help pausing. “Phosphorous, sir? What sort of job would this be?”

Isaac raised his head to stare at him. He looked deadly serious. 

“We're going to photograph a ghost,” he said.  

*   *   *
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HE HAD A LITTLE DIFFICULTY photographing the homely man and girl. She kept bursting into tears, 'specially when he tried to insert her head in the rest to hold it still. Her father kept plying her with candy. Once she'd settled down, Liam inserted his metal plate, removed the lens cap and counted seconds. After that it went reasonably well, considering. He developed the plate quickly, with the acid and mercury fumes, washed and dried it and inserted the finished Daguerreotype into its special case. The end result he considered no more homely than his subjects, which was reason for satisfaction. Isaac glanced at his work, shrugged and said nothing. From him that was high praise. 

Isaac  told Liam to go back to his rooming house for supper, and then meet him later that evening at eight o'clock. He gave Liam a card with an address in a good neighborhood. He did not, however, provide money to hire a hack, so Liam would have to walk about two miles. That didn't bother him; he was used to walking. 

After dining with Mrs. Spumoni and her four other roomers, Liam headed out. It was still early, but he thought to take his time and enjoy the walk. Besides, he wanted to get there before Isaac so he could look the place over. He only hoped no one would notice him and pronounce him a suspicious character. 

He found the house he was looking for on the lower slope of Nob Hill, on Octavia Street. It was no mansion, nor was it a hovel. The architect apparently believed in this new style of design influenced by England, with its scrollwork and fishscale siding. The structure had a look of being more prosperous than some of its neighbors, though not any larger. Liam walked slowly around the block, as if searching for an address. The house had all its drapes pulled shut, and no light showing except one on the porch. There were only three other houses on the block, most of its remaining space occupied by well-kept gardens. Liam made his stand in the shadows of a tree on the corner, whistling softly to himself. He owned no watch, but just about when he guessed by the sun it might be eight o'clock, Isaac came clopping up the street in a one horse buggy. Liam watched him park in front of the house and begin unloading equipment; then he strolled over. 

"’Bout time you got here," Isaac grumbled. "Pick up that box there and help me get it in."

Liam did as he was told. Isaac himself hefted the big camera and tripod to his shoulders and started up the path to the front door. As he mounted the front stairs, the door creaked open revealing a gentleman dressed in formal garb, outlined by a dim light from within. Isaac hustled past him, followed by Liam, who was beginning to pant from the weight of the chemicals and darkroom equipment. 

"Welcome to my house," the man said. "I am Zacharia Pennington the Third. The servants always have the night off when we have a ceremony, but I'm sure we shall cope. You, of course, are Mr. Goldstein. I'm afraid I have not met your young assistant ..."

Isaac nodded in Liam's direction and said merely, "Liam ... Where do I set up?"

"Please follow me. Our clients should be arriving shortly. How much time do you need to set up your equipment? I assume you will not be able to use it until the ceremony is finished, since it is conducted in near darkness."

"You're right about that, sir. But don't worry, we work fast. I'll be set up in ten minutes. I brought along a special lighting device more or less of my own invention. We can work without daylight."

This last statement was news to Liam. He knew that Isaac often conducted experiments in his laboratory after hours, but he didn't often share his results. He did begin to comprehend when Isaac sent him back out to the buggy to carry in one more piece of gear. It was a large, heavy box. He heaved it atop one shoulder and struggled up the stairs with it. 

In a few minutes Isaac had set up the camera in a spacious front parlor. At one end of the room he erected his developing tent, made of black cloth. He set up the necessary chemicals, the acid, mercury, and two candles. "Get that box open," he said to Liam. "Be careful with it." He warned, the last in a low tone, as if he preferred Mr. Pennington not to hear. "It can be perilous."

Liam removed the box's lid and lifted out a strange looking device. He set it on the floor and stared at it. It consisted of a spherical brass tank with a complicated arrangement of pipes attached to the top.

Isaac turned to Pennington and gave an ingratiating smile. "This is known as a lime light. I had to order it special from the east coast. As far as I know, I am at present the only photographer in this country who has endeavored to utilize this device for photographic purposes. The tank is filled with Brown's gas, or what is often called illuminating gas. It's quite safe: two parts hydrogen, one part oxygen. It burns with a bright flame, but the only exhaust product is water vapor. In addition, the flame is used to heat a slug of calcium hydroxide, which you see here. This makes it even brighter. Bright as daylight. A miracle of modern science."

Pennington coughed. "As long as it doesn't explode or something ..." He broke off as the doorbell chimed. "Ah, our guests have arrived. Excuse me a moment." He left the room. Liam and Isaac heard him open the front door and say something to the new arrivals. A moment later he ushered into the room an older woman dressed in mourning, followed by a young man in his teens, also in black.

"May I present Mrs. Smythe-Brandywine and son Gerald." Pennington also introduced Isaac, but ignored Liam. The lady swept into the room and seated herself on a small sofa. The boy took a chair opposite. Liam noticed by the lad's expression, he seemed none too happy. 

"Might I offer you some refreshment?" Pennington asked, hands clasped before him. "The servants are away this evening, but I have grown proficient in the brewing of tea."

Mrs. Smythe-Brandywine shook her head. She sat up very straight, as if afraid to lean back. "No thank you. I suggest we get on with this, as there is much to be done."

"Indeed." Pennington's hands went to the small of his back. "Since this is your first visit, I shall explain a bit about our procedure. As you can see, there is no table in the room. I do not indulge in table tipping or any of that folderol. The lamps shall be dimmed, but you may still see quite well; there is no trickery or hoax involved here. I shall personally enter a trance state, which may require a minute or two of silence. I shall then attempt to summon the presence of a departed spirit. There is no guarantee as to the results. We may succeed in contacting the entity you seek, or someone else may appear in its stead. The séance usually lasts from thirty minutes to an hour, which in fact I may find exhausting. I sometimes faint after a ceremony, but do not be alarmed, for I shall quickly recover. 

"Now, may I ask who is the spirit to whom you wish to speak, madam?"

Smythe-Brandywine gave a little sniff. "My dear husband, of course. George. I do miss him so."

"Ah. Surely. Now, let us—"

The boy interrupted. "How do we know this isn't all a fake?" The tone of his voice held a sneer. 

Pennington gave a broad smile. "A good question, Gerald. I can see that you are a thoughtful and perceptive young man. Of course you must make your own judgment as to my veracity. However, may I point out that your mother has consented to have a photographer present. This is in the way of an experiment, perhaps never attempted before. Quite often the camera may reveal phenomena which are not visible to the naked eye. We are not sure what may result from our photographic session, but rest assured the camera never lies. We shall all three sit for our portrait following the ceremony, and then see what may develop. Now, shall we begin?"

At Pennington's gesture, Liam and Isaac took their own seats at the side of the room. Pennington himself pulled a straight-backed chair to the center, after having turned down the lamps. He held up a hand, requested silence, and took two or three deep breaths, his eyes closed. For a full minute there was not a sound but the ticking of the grandfather clock in the hallway. 

Liam had never attended a séance, though he'd often heard about them from friends and acquaintances. His church upbringing always denied the existence of ghosts or spirits, but then he no longer went to church. He wasn't sure whether to be frightened or to laugh out loud. He decided to wait and see. 

Pennington spoke in a low tone. "Is there some spirit present who wishes to speak?" Thirty seconds passed, nothing. He tried again. "Does someone wish to speak to our honored guest?" Ten seconds. 

Then Liam jumped as a single loud knock sounded. He glanced around at the faces of the others. They were difficult to see in dim light, but he could make out Gerald's expression clearly. He looked alarmed. 

Pennington spoke again. "Is the spirit of Mrs. Smythe-Brandywine's dear husband George present at this time? Please give one knock for yes, two for no."

There was a pause, then two distinct raps. Pennington let out a long breath. "Ah. In that case, is there someone else who wishes to speak?" Several seconds of silence, then a soft voice that seemed to come from the other side of the room. "There is one." The voice was slightly muffled, but clear enough. Gerald seemed to be gripping the arms of his chair until his knuckles were white. 

Another dramatic pause. Pennington spoke again. "May we know your name, please? Who is it that speaks?"

The reply came after a moment: "I am Hiram. Hiram Bonneville. I was George's business partner, if you recall."

A gasp came from Smythe-Brandywine. "That's right! Hiram was George's partner, but he passed away five years ago!"

"And where is George now? May we speak to him?" Pennington asked.

Gerald interrupted. "How do we know that's really who he says he is?" Gerald's voice was strained. 

The voice replied, barely above a whisper. "Mrs. Smythe-Brandywine will remember the picnic we all went to. You do recall? When George was stung by a wasp and his arm swelled up?"

"Yes, yes! I do remember!" She turned to Gerald. "That proves it! No one else could possibly know about that!"

The whisper in the corner continued. "As to George, he is newly arrived here, and still somewhat confused. But don't worry, there are spirit guides helping him, as am I myself. He will be able to speak to you soon, perhaps in a day or two. Please return later this week."

"Is there anything else you wish to tell us?" Pennington asked. 

"Not at present, except that George is well and says not to worry. He is anxious to contact you."

The séance lasted a few minutes longer. Pennington tried again to contact anyone on the other side who wished to speak. There came a few disembodied raps, then what sounded like a little girl's voice. 

"Who is this?" Pennington asked. "Who speaks?"

The high pitched voice responded. "I'm Mary Lou. I'm a spirit guide. I'm going to help Mr George."

"Ah. Well, thank you for helping, Mary Lou. Tell me something, how old are you?"

The voice giggled. "I dunno. I was born in the year of our lord 1736, in Sussex England. But I drowned at sea when I was eight."

Mrs. Smythe-Brandywine gasped again. 

"I have to go now," the little girl said. "We are all quite busy here, rather." 

Pennington asked once more if anyone else wished to speak, but this time there was no response. He gave two or three deep breaths and appeared to slowly awaken. He glanced around looking dazed, as if he had been deeply asleep. "Were we successful? Did any spirits come forth?"

"Why, don't you know?" his client asked. 

"I'm afraid not. Sometimes I remember everything that passes while in trance, but other times nothing at all. This seems to be one of those times."

Mrs. Smythe Brandywine rose slowly from the couch. "Well. I was asked to return later this week, when George may be more available."

"Yes. I see, well that may be easily arranged. However we are not quite finished here. That is, if you are good enough to cooperate. As I mentioned earlier, we have a photographer present. Perhaps both of you would be good enough to sit with me for a portrait?"

She gave him a blank stare. "And just how would you manage such a thing without sunlight?"

At this, Isaac stepped forward. "You may leave that part to me, ma'am. I believe I have solved that problem. I have my invention with me. Well, actually I didn't invent it, I just ordered it from a firm back east. However, I do believe I am the first photographer to put this device to such a use. If you will allow me, perhaps the three of you might take your seats on the sofa?"

Mrs. Smythe-Brandywine looked skeptical, but she once again seated herself at one end of the small couch. Gerald looked uneasy and sat at her side, perched on the edge. Pennington smiled and sat at the other end, leaning back with folded arms. 

Isaac glanced at Liam. "Now, my assistant will utilize my little tent and prepare a photographic plate, if he will be so good."

Liam took his cue and entered the tent. He found a plate by candlelight, quickly coated it with collodion and silver salt, then inserted it into its light-tight frame. When he stepped out of the tent he found himself nearly blinded by the glare. Isaac was standing next to his lime light, adjusting a valve. The device made a loud hissing sound, but no smoke. Liam had never seen an indoor light so bright, nor would he have guessed it was possible. 

"Ah," Isaac smiled. "I see our plate is prepared. This will take but a moment. Now, if you will all remain quite still and perhaps smile?" He inserted the plate, removed the camera's lens cap, and counted a few seconds before replacing the cap.  "Excellent. Now, it will take a few minutes to process and print our plate. Why don't you relax and enjoy some of Mr. Pennington's fine tea?"

Pennington arose and clapped his hands. "Indeed. Why don't we leave Mr. Goldstein to his work? Let us adjourn to the library, where there are refreshments. Our photographer requires privacy while he works." With that, his two clients arose and followed him out of the room. 

"Aren't you going to turn off that light?" Liam asked. The thing made him nervous. 

"Not just yet," Isaac answered when the others were out of the room. "I must make one additional exposure before the plate dries. It will take only a moment." From somewhere he produced a small cloth bag from which he withdrew the length of cheesecloth he had been working on earlier that day. "I might have done this sooner, but I had little time to prepare. Mr. Pennington only offered me this job yesterday, though we had been discussing the possibility for several days." 

Isaac placed the cheesecloth on the sofa where Pennington had been sitting. He draped it carefully, stepped back to scrutinize it, made a few adjustments, then went back to the camera. Again he removed the lens cap, counted seconds, and closed it.

"That's the same plate you used before," Liam said. "That's a double exposure."

"Yes, of course." Isaac shut down the hissing lamp, withdrew the plate from his camera, and entered the tent. 

Liam waited. Isaac would be subjecting the plate to mercury fumes to bring forth its image, then washing it with acid. Then it would be dried, which would take several minutes. Liam occupied himself by examining some of the keepsakes displayed in a glass case in the corner. Most of them were made of ivory and he supposed they came from either Africa or India. 

Isaac at last emerged from his tent. "The plate is dry. I shall now produce a print." He re-lit the lime light and waited till it was bright. Then he brought out the plate, which was now enclosed in a printing frame. He opened the frame’s shutter, held it near the light, and again counted seconds. He closed the shutter, turned off the lamp and returned to his tent. 

Liam sat down on the sofa and wondered what Isaac was up to. Usually he made a client wait at least twenty-four hours before seeing a print, which would of course be properly mounted and framed. But that was one reason he normally did Daguerreotypes; there was no printing process involved. 

Finally Isaac came out, holding a dripping print from one corner. He held it up for Liam to see. "Not a bad job, if I say so myself," he remarked. 

Liam examined the five by seven inch paper.  At first glance he saw nothing remarkable; then he blinked, and found himself taken aback. "Who's that? In the background?"

Isaac put on his reading glasses and squinted at the print. "Ah. I hadn't noticed. Why, now that you mention it, there's someone there. I think it may be our dear departed George Smythe-Brandywine, don't you suppose?" The figure standing behind the lady on the couch was blurry and faded, but definitely there. Furthermore, Pennington's figure was nearly obscured by a faint and vaporous cloud. Isaac pointed at it. "I believe this is what is termed ectoplasm. Very interesting."

Liam stared at his employer. "But that's just—"

"Yes. Definitely ectoplasm. Why don't we go and display this print to our esteemed clients? What do you say?"

Liam didn't know what to say.

*   *   *
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ISAAC GAVE LIAM A RIDE back to his rooming house in the buggy. Isaac was humming a soft tune to himself while San Francisco fog rolled down the street. Finally Liam turned to confront him.

"How did you do that, sir? I mean the spirit in the background?"

Isaac shrugged and gave a brief laugh. "Oh, that was just something I had on hand. I have been experimenting with this sort of thing for some time. I hadn't mentioned it because I thought you might disapprove, which perhaps you do? The spirit was on another plate which I had exposed about two weeks ago. The gentleman who posed was some layabout I hired off the street. That was also a double exposure, in soft focus. The image could have been anyone. He was posed against a blank backdrop which did not register. I simply superimposed one plate over the other. Et voila! Your disembodied spirit visits his grieving spouse."

Liam nodded in thought. "The lady was quite impressed. Her son didn't know what to make of it, did he?"

"No indeed. But I have no doubt that Mrs. Smythe-Brandywine shall return in a few days for more communications and advice from the deceased. Probably for a great number of sessions. I plan to make several more prints from my plates, and to display them in various locations. I predict they will draw a few more curious clients."

Liam thought it over. "And I suppose Mr. Pennington was a complete fake, then? Did he have a concealed confederate making those raps and whispering?"

"Oh, no. By the by, in case you wondered—Mr. Pennington and I have been friends for a number of years. Well, not close friends, but close enough to work together. I met him in New York when he was with the Colossal Circuses. His name wasn't Pennington then, it was Max Schwartz. Quite a talented fellow. As for those raps, he controls them by means of a button in the floor that he touches with his foot. There's a spring device beneath the floor boards. The voices are all his own: Max is an accomplished ventriloquist." Isaac laughed again. "He sometimes invites skeptical clients to search the house for secret compartments where the voices might be coming from. They often waste hours doing that."

They arrived at Liam's rooming house and Liam dismounted. Before going in he looked up at Isaac, who wore a contented smile. "Sir? Isn't this all a bit unethical?"

Isaac shrugged once more. "Is it, Mr. O'Malley? After all, there's no harm done. The client is comforted and gains in faith. Think of it as show business. They pay a fair price for a good performance and no one loses. Of course, you need not participate if the thing bothers you, it's merely a sideline with myself."

"Yes sir. Thank you, sir." Liam turned and went home, not sure yet whether the business bothered him or not. 
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Chapter Two
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The next day, Monday, the first two clients were a young couple and their six year old boy. The child was dead. Isaac greeted them like a friendly undertaker and ushered them into his studio, where he seated them and offered refreshments. They both declined. The woman shook her head vigorously, as if he'd made an improper suggestion. 

"No thank you, sir. We only came because we want something to remember dear Nathan by." She sniffed. A Chinese servant helped the husband carry in his son's corpse. 

"It was the diphtheria," the man explained, as the servant helped seat the boy on his lap. 

"We always meant to have his picture made," the lady added, “but we were going to wait till he was older."

"Well, it's never too late," Isaac said, rubbing his hands together. Liam found that an odd remark. Isaac helped the man arrange the boy in a more or less lifelike position, sitting upright.  He quickly attached a brace to the back of Nathan's head to hold it straight. "Liam, please prepare a plate for me. This should require but a few minutes." He turned to the husband. "I assume you shall wish a Daguerreotype? They are slightly higher in price, but much more artistic than paper prints, and of course, much better than a tintype." The man nodded absently in agreement. 

Liam stepped to the back room and quickly coated a metal plate with silver compound. When it was dry he inserted it into its lightproof case and brought it out. Isaac had already aimed and focused his camera. Illumination from the skylight bathed the room in soft light. 

Isaac slid his plate into the camera. "Smile, please." He pulled off the lens cap, counted seconds and replaced it. "Now then, it won't be but a moment. Liam, why don't you assist the Celestial gentleman in removing Nathan to the carriage outside."

Liam would rather have avoided that task, but found no way to get out of it. Thankfully, the Chinese man picked up the boy by himself and went out, Liam following.  Isaac was processing the plate, so Liam knew it would be some time before the couple emerged. He watched as the servant stowed Nathan in back of the buggy and covered him with a sheet. 

"When are they going to bury him?" Liam asked. 

"Soon as they finish with the picture taking,” the Chinese said. “No big funeral for this boy, they couldn't afford that. It was either the funeral or the picture, they decided on the picture."

Liam nodded. He had met a few Chinese up in the gold fields, but never actually had a conversation with one. "You talk pretty good English. How long you been in California?"

The man shrugged. "Born here. My family came hoping to farm, before the gold rush. I tried working in the mines for a while, but they didn't like me up there, so I'm doing this, till something better comes along."

Liam said, "I hope something does. I'm hoping the same thing myself." On an impulse he extended his hand. "I'm Liam O'Malley, at your service. And you would be ...?" 

The servant looked surprised, stared at the outstretched hand a moment, then grasped it. "Sing Lee, at your service. Pardon me, Mr. O'Malley, but I never shook hands with a white man before."

Liam laughed. "I'm no white man, I'm Irish. Just ask them down at O'Doul's saloon."

*   *   *
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THE NEXT TWO CUSTOMERS were a couple of German sailors from a visiting naval ship. They both seemed somewhat drunk, but they were able to hold still long enough for a portrait. After that came a single businessman, well dressed and posing with his top hat tucked under one arm. The nature of his business was vague, though he mentioned being in real estate. Between clients, Isaac had Liam make six new prints of the group portrait he'd created the night before. He showed Liam how to superimpose one plate over another, and told him the correct exposure time. Liam wondered why Isaac wanted so many copies, but didn't ask. 

Then, around four in the afternoon, the light began to fade so Isaac hung out the Closed sign. While they were cleaning up there was a knock at the door. Liam opened it to admit a newsboy.

"Daily Evening Bulletin, sir," the boy announced. "As you request." Liam turned toward Isaac, emerging from the darkroom. 

"Thank you," Isaac said. "Here's a dime for your trouble."
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