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CHAPTER 1: THE CAMERA

I'm standing by the
seawall just inside the entrance to San Francisco Bay, near the old
Fort Point Coast Guard station, long since relegated to other
use.

It's past midnight. The sea fog clings to the
water like black smoke. There's little wind. No breakers splash
against the wall. Bells ring gently on the buoys, and foghorns moan
from ships entering the Bay. My friend Joel Glickman stands beside
me. We listen to the mournful symphony, just the two of us alone,
waiting for something to happen . . . we know not what.

I'm wearing a black sweatshirt, black jeans,
black high-top sneakers, and have two black Contax cameras strung
around my neck. Joel too is dressed dark, head to foot. We're here
on a tip he received by phone this afternoon from an anonymous
source who spoke swiftly, then hung up. This informant, Joel tells
me, had a thick Chinese accent. Joel didn't recognize his voice and
thinks the accent was phony.

"Like he was doing an imitation of one of
those just-off-the-boat Chinese waiters," Joel says. "But he spoke
clearly so I'd be sure to get the message." Joel offers an
imitation of the imitation: "'Wait tonigh' Presidio near ol' Coas'
Guar' station. Sometin' velly interestin' gonna happen down
there.'"

"Which means he knows you're working on a
series about crime on the waterfront."

"Not uncommon knowledge," Joel says.

"Which means this could be a setup."

"Yeah, I suppose." He shrugs. "I doubt it
though."

Well, thanks, Joel, I think. Thanks for
inviting me to the ambush.

Joel titters. "Not scared, are you,
kiddo?"

"Me?" I ask with mock surprise.

Joel gives me a brotherly pat on the
shoulder. He's fifteen years older than me, nine inches taller.
"No, not you. You're an Amazon warrior. No one messes with Kay
Farrow if he knows what's good for him. Mess with her you're likely
to get a kick in the butt." He smiles at me. "That is what
you do in aikido class, isn't it?"

"Sure, Joel—we just kick ass."

Which, of course, is not at all what
we do in aikido class, but such banter is typical of the way we've
been carrying on this evening, waiting here in the open air with
nothing better to do than practice ironic ripostes. Joel's a
Pulitzer Prize-winning investigative reporter for the alternative
weekly Bay Area News. I'm a former News colleague
turned fine-art photographer. Whenever he needs pictures he gives
me a call, and because I enjoy his company, I usually tag
along.

"It's always the same on stakeouts," he
says.

"What's that?"

"The way you stand and wiggle your toes. Or
sit on your ass till some part of you gets tingly and falls asleep.
You munch potato chips or chew gum and make tough-guy/tough-girl
talk with your partner. You bitch and moan and glance at your
watch. Most times nothing happens. When something does, you usually
miss it since you've fallen off to sleep."

"A real dog's life."

"You got it, kiddo."

He's fifty-one, gray-haired, gray-bearded,
wears granny glasses and is thin as a rail. A former hippie who
came out here for the Summer of Love in 1967, he's become a famous
Bay Area personality by virtue of a string of news exclusives
sniffed out by a prying instinct not to be denied.

Lightly he touches my arm. "Something's
coming in."

I gaze across the water. The Golden Gate
Bridge looms above; not much traffic on it at one A.M. this warm April night. But from this angle its
architecture, the powerful arrangement of its girders and cables,
moves me. It was here that Hitchcock shot the scene in
Vertigo in which Kim Novak jumps into the Bay.

The fog has thinned. I hear water lapping
against the seawall, then the low-pitched moan of a powerful
foghorn, so low and deep its vibrations resound within my ears. The
fog parts a little more; then something massive blocks my view of
the north tower of the bridge. I make out lights, then the prow of
an enormous ship.

"Supertanker," Joel says. "Down from Alaska.
You know how dangerous it is to come in here in heavy night
fog?"

I have no idea, wait for him to explain as I
watch the huge ship slip silently into the Bay.

"I've been talking to the bar pilots. Great
guys. They meet the big ships twelve miles out, climb on board,
take control. They know these waters cold. Often on a long sea
voyage the greatest peril's in the last hundred yards. A full
tanker like that—if it hits a shoal the ecology of the Bay could be
ruined. Look at that thing: ten stories high, two football fields
long, forty million tons of crude in her hold. Boat like that, she
goes a mile before you can bring her to a stop. She's not what
we're waiting for though. Tankers come in here all the time." Joel
glances at his watch. "Must be something else, like somebody's
going to dump something illegally, commit an environmental
crime."

"What about that?" I point to a small boat
trailing the supertanker.

Joel stares at the vessel, dwarfed to
insignificance by the tanker, which is heading now toward the oil
wharfs of Richmond. The small boat is turning. It looks like a
fishing boat, and now it's heading straight toward us.

"Look!"

Joel points to a man swinging a lantern from
the end of the abandoned Coast Guard pier a hundred yards to our
right.

"This is it. Haul ass, kiddo," he says,
trotting toward the beach. I race to keep up with him. The fishing
boat's rapidly closing in.

"I don't think we're being too smart," I tell
him when I catch up.

He nods. "If they're smuggling we're going to
be toast."

He pulls me down behind one of the pilings
that support the rotting pier where it crosses the beach. My
nostrils fill with the rich aroma of seaweed, mollusks, wet black
sand.

"Of course they're smuggling, Joel. Let's get
out of here."

But Joel wants to stay. He's waited half the
night for this; moreover, his tip is proving out.

"Sure, go," he says. "Just leave me a camera,
okay?"

Like, right, I'm really going to do that.

Better two pieces of toast than one, I
think.

We crouch down, then watch as the fishing
boat swoops in. A man jumps onto the pier while another on board
throws him a line. Within a minute they have the vessel secure.

"Came in right behind the tanker so she
wouldn't be spotted. Pretty smart," Joel whispers.

We can hear the men talking. They're speaking
Chinese. I pick up on a few words and their sense of urgency:
Move fast, do what we've come to do, get out quick.

We watch as a stream of human beings, men,
women and children, emerge from the hold, line up on deck, then,
prodded by the crew, leap to the pier.

"It's not drugs they're smuggling, it's
people," Joel says, "probably from Fujian province. That's where
most Chinese illegals come from these days."

I watch amazed as the stream of human cargo
continues to emerge, twenty . . . thirty . . . forty Chinese souls
. . . and still they keep coming. I can't imagine how so many
people could have been packed into so small a boat. Sixty . . .
seventy . . . the stream continues—old men with wispy beards,
young mothers with mewing infants in their arms, boys and girls
with identical bowl-style haircuts—clinging to one another in what
I assume are familial groups. "I count over a hundred," Joel
whispers. "Must've been packed in like sardines."

Lots of shouting now. The crew members are
impatient. People hesitant to jump are prodded till they do. Old
women are pushed. Two young girls are dragged out of the hold,
heaved toward the outstretched arms of relatives already on the
pier.

As the last illegals jump and the crew
prepares to cast off, the man who swung the lantern leads the horde
toward us on the beach. Just then a ragtag armada of vehicles
appears out of the fog—jalopies, pickups, campers and panel
trucks, even an old hearse from one of the traditional funeral
parlors in Chinatown.

"This is incredible! Gotta get pictures!"
Joel says.

He's right, this is a great scene. But what's
going to happen when I stand up and start firing off my strobe?
Will this army of illegals smash my camera? Beat me up? A lot of
hopes and dreams are at stake tonight. After a cruel voyage these
people have arrived at the promised land, huddled masses yearning
to breathe free. So who am I to stand up and take their pictures at
the illegal golden door?

Daring myself to take the risk, I rise and
start to shoot. Perhaps my size makes me appear non-threatening;
I'm all of five two, 114 pounds. Whatever the cause, the illegals
grin at me as they pass; some even wave. They wear identical dark
cheap-fabric tracksuits with racing stripes down the legs. Their
vessel has already disappeared into the fog. It will sneak back
out to open sea as stealthily as it snuck in. Meantime, drivers of
the vehicles are ordering them aboard for the final leg to
town.

I lose track of Joel as I follow the illegals
to the cars. Then I spot him talking to one of the drivers. The
young man looks frightened. Joel, intent on his story, won't let
him go. I don't blame him. It's a terrific story. I've heard of
illegals landing from small boats on beaches south of the city, but
never anything so bold, so organized or on such a scale as this—a
vessel, with over a hundred aboard, actually swooping into San
Francisco Bay, landing at a U.S. government-owned pier, met by a
convoy that will transport its passengers to Chinatown, where they
will merge in the clogged streets and disappear.

Suddenly—a whine in the air, a sound of
meshing gears! A helicopter appears out of the gloom. It drops
from the sky, hovers just above us, rotor wings whirling, beating
aside the mist. A powerful searchlight shines down, creating a
column of swirling dust. The light cuts through the fog, harshly
probing, prying, pinning us where we stand.

I no longer need my strobe. The brilliant raw
cone of light creates fantastic highlights and shadows on the
ground.

A disembodied voice issues from the
craft.

"ATTENTION! THIS IS THE UNITED STATES COAST
GUARD. YOU ARE UNDER ARREST! LIE FACEDOWN ON THE GROUND, LEGS
SPREAD, ARMS APART. REPEAT: YOU ARE UNDER ARREST!"

But the illegals don't comprehend. Terrified,
they scurry, seeking escape from the storm of sound and light.

I switch on my motor-drive, fire off my
camera as they scatter. Whap!whap!whap! whap!whap! I want to
catch their confusion and panic as they attempt to flee this new
tyranny bearing down upon them from the sky.

At the sound of sirens, the drivers desert
their vehicles, join the illegals in frenzied attempts at flight.
Whap!whap!whap! My motor-drive hums. Caught up in the
hysteria, I fire away, picking out figures in midflight, freezing
them against the nightscape. I'm excited, know I'm getting great
stuff. I shoot by instinct, and when the roll is finished, bring up
my spare camera and continue firing with that.

Joel's at my side. "Go for it, kiddo!"

Oh, I go for it! Swept up, feeling the
rush, I strive to merge with the action. Finally, both my cameras
out of film, I pause briefly to reload.

Sirens scream! Brakes squeal! Patrol cars
screech in! Uniformed people leap out. Suddenly the area's crawling
with cops, customs officers, assorted Feds and Coast Guard
personnel, rushing to cut off escape.

But there's no way they can contain this
multitude of desperate illegals, now widely scattered across the
terrain. Only young mothers and the elderly remain riveted to the
beach, eyes enlarged by terror. The rest are scrambling over
fences, then dashing off in different directions, defying the
shrill whistles and shouted commands.

Joel and I surrender to a freckle-faced MP.
Though he totes a submachine gun, he's as frightened as any
refugee. He takes us to his commander, who sniffs disdainfully at
our press credentials. Then Joel is recognized by a senior
immigration official, a man he interviewed just a week ago.

"How'd you hear about this?" the official
demands.

"Tip," Joel says. "Same as you, right?"

The man grins. Plump, middle-aged, sporting a
buzz cut and brush mustache, he wears a vinyl jacket with
I.N.S. stenciled in block letters on the back.

Since we're accredited, can't be held or
expelled, he beckons us aside for an impromptu briefing.

"It's like this," Buzz Cut says. "These human
cargo smugglers get cockier by the week, but this is the first time
they've dared enter the Bay. Next thing you know, they'll be
landing illegals at high noon on Fisherman's Wharf."

He gestures toward the women and elders being
marched to a police van.

"Look at 'em! Those folks are going back to
China to spread the word getting here isn't enough. Doesn't matter
what the smugglers promise you, you don't get a free ride just for
scrambling up the beach. We catch you, we ship you back—that's the
message tonight."

The meanness of the guy turns me off. I let
him preen, take his picture, then wander off to cover the
roundup.

Night's my time, when my vision's at its
best. Being a complete achromat means I lack cone function in my
eyes, and am thus completely color blind. But for me color
blindness is more an aesthetic issue than a problem. The other
symptoms of achromatopsia—poor visual acuity and photophobia— are
serious. Like most achromats, I don't see well, and can be
snow-blinded when bright light saturates the rods in my eyes.
During daylight hours I try to control this problem with extremely
dark red wraparound shades. At night my rod function, which is
normal, takes over, and then, perhaps because of my keen hearing
and sensitivity in matters of sight, I see better than most
vision-normals.

The illegals, routed and with no knowledge of
the terrain, have been drawn to the wooded hills of the Presidio
where pines and brush offer natural shelter. I follow their
pursuers, purposeful men and women wielding radios and high-beam
lanterns, as they try to cut off a quarry that has nothing to lose
but its dreams.

I want to use my camera to capture the awful
thrill of this manhunt, this game of stalkers and prey. The odds
are skewed so sorely in favor of the trackers that I find my
neutrality bent as well. It's the illegals I root for, not my
fellow salt-of-the-earth Americans; after all, I saw the dreams
dancing in their eyes.

I pick out one law enforcer, a strapping
blond cop in his twenties, six feet two, purposeful eyes, scowl of
determination on his face. I follow him. It takes him a while to
notice me.

"Hey, who're you?" he demands, as we pant
together up a bluff toward the woods.

"News photographer. Mind if I tag along?"

He looks me over. "Just doin' my job, ma'am.
Don't mess with me. I won't mess with you."

Fair enough.

He turns back to the chase. He and his fellow
hunters have the advantage; they're organized, know the Presidio
well, while the illegals don't know it at all.

I catch sight of a pair of male refugees in
the woods, poised, trying to decide which way to run. My blond
companion spots them too, pins them with his flashlight, pulls out
his side arm, charges forward ordering them to halt.

They stare at him, baffled. Suddenly all the
pep goes out of them. Whap!whap!whap! I strive to catch the
moment—the gloating triumph of the cop, the cornered looks on the
illegals, grimaces of defeat. I document the cuffing and then the
prodding as their captor marches them back down to the beach. I
haven't the heart to follow them.

Standing there on the bluff, looking around
for something else to shoot, I hear a moan. Turning, I notice
movement in a nearby clump of bushes. Moving closer to investigate,
I come upon another cowering figure, this one a young Chinese woman
who looks to be no older than seventeen.

Her hair's bowl-cut, she's wearing the same
dark cheap fabric tracksuit as the others, but there's something
distinctive about her—oversize almond-shaped eyes. They're much
larger than normal Asian eyes, and since she's weeping, they endow
her face with a particular pathos.

In an instant my heart goes out to her.
Rather than photograph her and risk revealing her position with my
strobe, I kneel beside her to try to give her comfort.

She speaks barely ten words of English:
"please," "thanks you," "yes," "no," "me," "you" and the one that
strikes at me most poignantly, "mercy."

"Please mercy please," she moans.

No way can I resist an entreaty like that. I
take her face in my hands, wipe away her tears, gently stroke her
hair, tell her she'll be all right, then pull out my wallet,
extract a twenty-dollar bill and press it into her hand.

She gazes at me, querying expression on her
face. I pull off my black sweatshirt and indicate to her that she
should put it on. After she does I point the way to the nearest
exit from the Presidio. She nods to show me she understands.

"Go," I tell her. "Go on! Scoot!"

She takes several steps, then turns, meeting
my eyes once again. "Thanks you," she whispers.

"Yes, yes. Now go!" I implore her, gesturing
for her to run. She smiles, then dashes off into the woods.

God, I hope you make it!

Back on the beach I
find Joel still interviewing his friend from I.N.S.

"Okay, we got a tip," Buzz Cut admits. "So we
went to level-A alert and watched our radars. Soon as that boat
turned up, we had her in view. Once she unloaded, we flew in."

"What's happening with the boat?"

"Coast Guard's tracking her. When she
connects with the mother ship, they'll seize them both."

"Tell me something," Joel says. "You do a
pretty good Chinese accent, right?"

Buzz Cut cups his ear.

"It was you called me, wasn't it, passed the
tip?"

Buzz Cut smirks. "Still don't get it, do you,
Joel? We don't like the press."

To show our appreciation, we hang around till
just before dawn, watching the illegals as they're brought in, made
to squat on the ground, hands cuffed behind their backs with
plastic strips. Under the harsh lamps of the squad cars, they
appear a forlorn bunch.

"Aren't you cold?" Joel asks. "What happened
to your sweatshirt?"

I tell him I gave it to a refugee.

"That's beautiful," he says. "I wish I could
do stuff like that. Unfortunately I have this block about getting
involved. You know, 'stay out of the story'—the hard-ass
journalist's code."

He looks around. "A scene like this is sadder
than what happens down on the Mexican border. There it's like 'if
we don't make it today, we'll try again tomorrow.' But for these
people there won't be a second chance. Too long a distance, too
high a cost."

"They can ask for political asylum, can't
they, Joel?"

"They can ask, but they probably won't get.
Truth is they come over for economic reasons, not to escape
political persecution. And they won't be persecuted on their return
either . . . as the Chinese consul will testify at their
hearing."

"So the only winners are the smugglers."

"That's about right. The price is around
thirty grand per head, life savings up front, remainder plus
unconscionable interest to be paid out of earnings once you're
here. Essentially this means years of indentured servitude working
in restaurants and garment sweatshops. The guys who drove the cars
and the ones on the boats—they're poor slobs too. It's the
Chinatown fat-cat gangsters, the Wo Hop To boys, who get rich off
this."

It's so depressing we decide to leave, especially
now that just about everyone who disembarked the little boat has
been caught. The joint interception operation has been a success,
signified by the self-congratulatory way Buzz Cut and the other big
shots are now strutting about.

In Joel's car,
driving out of the Presidio, I assure him I got terrific
stuff.

"It's a good story," he says. "Something
bothers me though. Who tipped us off—me and the Feds? Why'd he do
it? Why'd he want those people rounded up? Believe me, Kay, it
wasn't some patriot all upset over illegal immigration. Someone was
trying to hurt somebody. Who? Why? That's the story I want."

Joel's been driving the same battered VW
Beetle for years. It bears the usual radical/funny Bay Area bumper
stickers, old UCal parking permits, a mess of sneakers and pop
bottles on the floor in back, a photo of Joel's Swedish ice-goddess
girlfriend, Kirstin, taped to the steering wheel. A recent
addition, a pair of their love child's baby shoes, swings from the
rearview mirror.

We head over to an all-night diner on
Lombard. Though it's not yet six A.M., the
place is filled with bedraggled cabbies and burly teamsters sipping
fastidiously ordered coffee preparations—double espressos,
cappuccinos, caffè mochas and macchiatos. We take a booth, order
lattes, stare at one another, exhale.

"How's little Roland?" I ask.

Joel grins. "Totally lovable."

Joel's such a pussy cat! I've seen him at the
Marina Safeway, the kid swaddled in his backpack like a papoose,
while he and Kirstin fill their grocery cart with baby food and
Pampers.

"How's your girl-boxer thing going?" he
asks.

He's talking about my current photographic
project—hanging around gyms, shooting young female fighters. I like
the kids, their commitment and discipline. My shots look good, I've
caught the energy and the sweat. Just one problem—the pictures
aren't leading me anywhere.

"Actually I'm floundering," I tell him. "I've
lost my way."

"Stick with me, kiddo," he says, "you'll find
it again. There's a big book in the waterfront, the whole Bay
situation. Incredible beauty, incredible pollution. Bridge-jumpers,
floaters, smugglers, corruption—you name it, it's out there."

I shrug.

"Meantime, are you really going for your
black belt?" he asks.

I nod. "Shodan is what we call
it. When I started with aikido I never thought I'd get this far. I
thought if I could just do half the stuff those black belts do, I'd
be satisfied. Well, somehow, after six years, I seem to have picked
up a technique or two. Sensei Rita says it'd be a shame not to try
and go all the way."

He nods, though I doubt he has much sympathy.
He detests sports, even pretends not to know the names of Bay Area
pro teams. For years he's ribbed me about my devotion to martial
arts. Still, he respects commitment, so perhaps on some level he
does understand. Also, I think he relishes the notion that someday,
when we're in a tight spot, little me, his dewy-eyed former
protégé, will protect him from a beating.

After coffee, he drops me in front of my
building at the crest of Russian Hill.

"Thanks for an exciting evening," I tell him.
"I'll drop off prints for you this afternoon."

He busses my cheek. "You were great, Kay. Took guts
to stand up back there."

The light's flashing
on my answering machine. I ignore it, go to the window, look out
upon the city as it's touched by first light. There is a loneliness
I feel as the sun comes up, a sorrow I can't quite define. Knowing
that soon the light will be overpowering, I turn away from the
window, undress, shower and then, in a robe, go to my answering
machine to check my messages.

There's only one, from David Yamada. The
message is neutral enough: "Please call me, Kay, when you get in."
But there's something intense in his tone that causes me to
worry.

Since I barely know David, I know his message
must concern Maddy, my photography coach, mentor and guru, the
guiding female light in my life since my mother killed herself when
I was twenty-one. Now I'm worried that something's happened to her.
I can't think of any other reason for David to call.

Though it's not yet seven A.M., I phone him back. He picks up on the first
ring.

"Oh. Kay—I've got sad news. Better sit down,"
he says.

I remain on my feet. "Maddy?"

"I'm so sorry to have to tell you this, Kay.
She passed away last night. I just don't know any other way to say
it."

Maddy dead! She's been in fragile health the
last few years, but still I can't believe it. I saw her just two
days ago, visited her in her flat in the Marina. She went over my
proof sheets; then we gabbed as usual about photography, people,
life.

"Oh, my God!" I drop the phone, stoop to pick
it up. "What happened, David? Was it a stroke?"

"No . . . something else."

"What?"

He doesn't answer.

"For God's sakes, David—what happened?"

"Seems she was killed in a hit-and-run."

Jesus! The news slams into my stomach
like a blow. Hit-and-run! That doesn't seem possible. She rarely
went out in daytime, let alone at night. She lived in one of the
safest neighborhoods in the city. How could such a thing
happen?

I sit down, take several long deep breaths,
feel tears pulsing from my eyes.

"Listen," he says, "there're a lot of people
I've got to call, people in the East, Europe too. But I want you
to know I tried you first, called you soon as I heard."

"I was out all night shooting."

"She would have loved that, Kay. You know she
would. I'll call you back later, we'll talk some more. Is that all
right?"

"Yeah . . ."

"You're okay?"

"I'll manage, David. Talk to you later."

After I hang up I stare out the window. The
fog has lifted, the city is resplendent—glittering, white, cubic
city of towers and hills. The light, growing intense, forces me to
blink. I go to the windows, draw the drapes, allow my eyes to rest.
Brilliant San Francisco days, so glorious for others, are painful
for me. I like the city best when it's enveloped in fog, swaddled
in mystery and mist.

I sit again, visualize Maddy as she appeared
two days ago, her body so frail, her eyes brilliant as lasers.
"Eyes that should be registered as dangerous weapons," an
interviewer once wrote. In fact, I think, Maddy truly was
her eyes, not just because they were so prominent, but on account
of the way she employed them in her work. Her eyes defined her. Her
work was about seeing, unmasking, looking through surfaces,
penetrating to hidden cores. If photography, like all visual art,
is about the artist's vision, then Maddy's art cut deep.

I pick up the phone, dial David again,
apologize for interrupting him, tell him I must know more before I
try to sleep.

He tells me there'll be a graveside service
day after tomorrow. People will be flying in from L.A. and New
York. Maddy will be buried beside Harry Yamada, David's father, in
the Japanese cemetery in Colma.

"She wanted that," David tells me. "She left
a letter, mentioned you in it, Kay, wanted you to have all her
cameras."

Now I can't hold back my tears.

"But that's great!" David tries to reassure
me. "You were her favorite student. What better way to pass on the
baton?"

He tells me her archive, prints and
negatives, will go to the San Francisco Museum of Modern Art. He
can't, however, tell me much about the hit-and-run. Just that Maddy
was run down by a motorcyclist in the Mission district sometime
after midnight. The police, finding David's name in her purse,
called him to ID her body.

"What was she doing there, David?"

"I can't figure it out."

"Did she have friends in the Mission?"

He doesn't think so, but isn't sure. Then,
when he tells me where the accident took place, on Capp near
Twenty-fourth, I'm even more confused. I've shot film near there,
covered the narcotics and prostitution scene, know it as one of the
roughest areas of the city.

"Could she have been out shooting?" I ask,
knowing full well that three years ago she told everyone she was
giving up photography to devote herself full-time to her students
and to organizing her archive.

"Hard to believe," David says. "She turned
sixty-eight in February, was barely well enough to walk to the
store, let alone shoot on the street. No camera was found, and
since the cops found her purse with money inside, I think they'd
have found her camera too if she'd been carrying one."

"But she must have been doing something?"

"Beats me," he says.

After we say goodbye, I know I must try and
get some sleep. I pull the bedroom drapes, then, just before
slipping into bed, gaze at a print Maddy gave me that hangs on the
opposite wall.

It's from the series of astonishing
photographs she took for Life during the Vietnam War. The
contrast is extreme, the blacks inky and rich, the scene set in the
highlands under brooding failing light. It's a simple picture
really: a group of five GIs, cold, grizzled and dirty, crouching by
a small fire, holding their hands above the flames for warmth. It
speaks eloquently of misery, mud, filth and chill, days spent
beneath drab skies in close proximity to death. The most important
aspect of the picture is the connection Maddy makes with the
soldiers' eyes. All five gaze straight at her in a manner that
seems to reach beyond her lens. It's the famous haunted
"thousand-yard stare" of combat soldiers—eyes that have witnessed
unspeakable horror.

It's certainly not a cheery picture for a bedroom,
not one a decorator would choose. But I love it, it moves me, not
only because I find it profound but because of what it tells me
about the photographer—that she saw deeply and clearly, with
strong emotion but without a scintilla of sentimentality. It
reminds me that Maddy was a great photojournalist, gives me a
standard to aspire to. And now that she's gone I know that every
time I look at it I'll see what she once saw through those
remarkable eyes.

I wake up a little
after noon, rested if not refreshed. The bed is redolent of
sandalwood soap, the scent of my occasional lover, Dr. Sasha Patel.
For a moment I wonder why I've slept so late, then recall last
night's adventure and the terrible news that hit me when I got
home.

Maddy gone.

A surge of sadness fills me. I'm tempted to
close my eyes, go back to sleep. But that isn't my way. Instead I
get up, splash water on my face, pull on a T-shirt and jeans, then
go into my darkroom to process the rolls I shot last night.

There's something soothing about darkroom
work, the quiet solitude, the routine. The light's dim, which calms
my eyes. I even like the smell of the photochemicals, no doubt an
acquired taste. Negative images fascinate me, the reversal of
tones, seeing dark objects as light and light as dark. Best of all
I love the magic of the process, seeing images emerge where none
were visible before.

My pictures of the illegals are as strong as
I'd hoped. I believe I've caught their cheer as they came ashore,
their terror beneath the chopper, desperation as they fled,
dejection when they were caught. I think about what Maddy will say,
her criticisms as she holds my proof sheets in her hands. Then,
remembering she's gone, I grasp the magnitude of my loss.

I'll have to become my own critic now.

Rapidly I machine-dry the proofs, clean up my
darkroom, place the dry prints in an envelope, phone for a taxi,
grab my gym bag, then go downstairs to wait.

I drop the proof
sheets for Joel at the News offices in SoMa, then circle
back to the corner of Lombard and Octavia, where there's a
storefront Cambodian restaurant.

Marina Aikido's on the second floor. The
sensei here is a kick-ass former Marine—Rita Reese, lean, tall,
black, hair braided into cornrows , white plastic clacker beads
secured to the braids. No inscrutable koans from her. She's not one
of your mystical Northern Californian types. She's deceptively
casual, a down-to-earth martial artist. But just try sneaking up on
her. Her awareness is superhuman!

The dojo's austere. The mat is white. On one
wall, the kamiza, there's a photograph of Morihei Ueshiba,
founder of aikido, while the opposite wall is lined with mirrors.
Wooden swords and assorted stabbing and striking weapons are
arranged aesthetically in a rack. A vase on a low table displays a
budding cherry branch.

When I come in, early arrivals are already
warming up. I go to the changing room, put on my ki, join
them on the mat, start my breathing and stretching routines. Just
as class is to begin, Rita emerges from her office, sleek in her
black floor-length hakama skirt. When and if I achieve my
shodan, I shall wear a hakama too.

I recall the night, six years ago, when I
first came here with a friend. We were training in karate, but
curious to see what aikido was about. Amazed by what I witnessed, I
decided to give up karate and train here, and have been coming
three times a week ever since.

For me aikido seems just so . . . right. For
one thing it's a defensive art. We don't kick, nor do we strike
very much; rather we wheel, blend and throw. The techniques are
difficult, requiring great concentration, the art's physically,
mentally and spiritually demanding. But the end result's extremely
beautiful—balletic, clean, composed of quick breathtaking moves
combined in a seemingly effortless flow.

It's the purity of aikido that I love, also
something curious that transforms me whenever I train. Although the
dojo is well lit and thus should be hard on my eyes, here my poor
vision seems to abate. In practice I become acutely aware of
everything around me, sensing, feeling, achieving a state that
calms my soul.

This afternoon my workout partner is Tom, a
student at U.C. Tall, shaggy-haired, he has a gentle
manner—fitting, I think, since I can use some gentleness today. We
train well together, practice wrist-holds, throws and falls, blend
in whirlpools of energy. By the end of class, sweaty and slightly
sore, I feel I've been through a clarifying experience.

Usually after class, several of us walk over
to Chestnut Street for coffee. Today, when Tom asks me to join in,
I gently decline. Instead I walk on to Maddy's building on
Alhambra, following a route I've taken many times. It was my habit
to drop in on her at least once a week after class, carrying my
proof sheets in my gym bag.

I stand outside the 1930s period structure of stucco
and embedded beams, gazing up at her windows on the second floor.
Even wearing my heaviest wraparound shades, I can scarcely bear
the glitter of the light bouncing off the walls. Still, I can see
that the blinds are open. Always, when Maddy knew I was coming, she
would thoughtfully close them in advance.

Saturday afternoon:
The sky's overcast when I reach the Japanese cemetery. Maddy, of
course, wasn't Japanese, she was born and brought up in Wyoming,
one grandfather a Wind River Shoshone. But when she married Harry
Yamada she became fascinated with Japanese-American culture. The
beautiful heart-wrenching book they created on the memories of
Nisei herded off to internment camps—her pictures, his text—
undoubtedly influenced the passage of the 1988 Civil Liberties Act
that finally granted reparations to internees.

The cemetery is austere, smelling faintly of
pine. I enter through a wooden portal, find myself in a kind of
garden in which stone markers are sunk to the level of the earth
amidst a variety of mosses clinging to randomly placed rocks.

A group is gathered at the grave site. I
recognize several famous photographers: Ernest Caprio, Jerry Rosen
from New York, landscapist Donatella Bruce from Santa Fe.

But it's the photojournalists, masters of
black-and-white photography, who are Maddy's real colleagues:
Lloyd Summer-Jones, now in his eighties—in 1944 he photographed the
liberation of the German death camps; David Hirsch, famous for his
prison photographs, so filled with rage and despair; Anna Lars
Stapleton, whose brilliant coverage of fighting in Bosnia reminded
people of Maddy's coverage of the Vietnam War.

Bay Area arts leaders are also present:
curators, teachers, dealers, as well as not so famous
people—Maddy's haircutter, her housekeeper, neighbors, friends.
There are people I don't recognize too, including a small handsome
woman with silver bangs who, weeping copiously, stands apart.

I stand with Maddy's other students, the four
of us who went to her for private coaching. We listen, awestruck,
as Lloyd Summer-Jones, leonine, voice tremulous, gives the formal
eulogy.

"Maddy was a great observer of life, also a
great participant. Never one to hide behind the camera, she engaged
herself with the great issues of her time. When Harry Bridges
rallied the San Francisco longshoremen, Maddy stood among them in
the crowd. Soon as she got to Vietnam she demanded to go to where
the fighting was. There she slept in trenches and suffered the
hardships of the men she'd come to photograph. When, in 1968,
protestors were attacked by the Chicago police she was on the next
plane to join and document them on the barricades. The same thing
during the race riots in Watts, the Yom Kippur War, the rebellion
in Eritrea. Funny thing—though she was honored many times, she
never hung her awards on her walls. Rather she kept them in her
closet in a tattered old box. 'It's the pictures,' she said, 'that
are important. They're the best reward you ever get.'"

Summer-Jones pauses. His cheeks, I note, are
streaked with tears. "Oh, Maddy," he says, "hard to believe you're
gone, old girl. The world's going to be a different place without
you and your gorgeous melt-you-down eyes."

The ceremony is swift. A Shinto priest says a
few words; then a Japanese flutist plays as the casket is lowered
into the ground.

After most everyone else leaves, we, her
students, stand around. We speak quietly of her death, the bizarre
way she was killed, speculate about what she was doing in such a
place at such an hour.

Jim Lovell is certain she was shooting film.
He was a self-taught street photographer who used to hang around
Washington Square selling his pictures for twenty dollars apiece
out of a portfolio propped against a park bench. One day Maddy
walked by, looked at his stuff, bought several prints. Later, when
he asked if she would coach him, she agreed. Since he couldn't
afford her fees, she accepted payment in photographs, one per
session. That was the kind of open, available person she was.

"She sure wasn't up there buying burritos,"
Jim says. Looking at him in his old ill-fitting suit, I realize
this is the first time I've seen him freshly shaved.

"I don't think she was shooting," Lacy Harper
says. She appears completely stricken. Formerly Maddy's darkroom
assistant, she's become a successful portraitist under Maddy's
tutelage. "A year ago I had this idea we should do a double
portrait. She told me she'd stopped taking pictures and that was
that. She refused even to touch the camera. She was adamant."

"The cops didn't find a camera," I remind
them.

"Someone could have stolen it."

"They found her purse with money inside."

"Maybe she fell on her purse but her camera
fell loose."

"Could be the motorcyclist took it," Kevin
Wang says. He's the youngest among us, a gifted graduate of the San
Francisco Art Institute specializing in candid shots taken in smoky
light on the streets of Chinatown. "Say he came back, saw what he'd
done, spotted the camera, scooped it up. Or say she took his
picture just before he hit her—he'd have to retrieve her camera to
protect himself."

"Speculative bullshit," Jim says. And of
course, he's right. We stand awhile in silence.

Then someone asks: "What was she doing
there?"

There's no explaining it. We knew Maddy as a
teacher, a coach, but have no knowledge of what she did when we
weren't around.

The others drift off, but I stay on. Finally
David and I are the only ones left. The cemetery workers have
finished filling in the grave. David clutches one of Maddy's old
self-portraits to his chest.

It's time to leave. As we walk to David's car
a flock of crows breaks from the branches of an exquisitely formed
Monterey cypress.

I turn to David.

"Summer-Jones was right," I tell him. "Without her
the world won't be the same."

I want the hurt to
go away. . . but it won't. Three days after Maddy's burial, I'm
burning with fury. Hit-and-run! Only a coward abandons an old woman
to die on the street.

Early in the evening I take a bus up to
Mission Street and Seventeenth, the heart of Hispanic San
Francisco, the crossroads where our Latin citizens shop and meet.
Mexicans, Cubans, Colombians, Salvadorans, Peruvians, Nicaraguans .
. . each group has its own enclave nearby, its street murals,
coffeehouses, bars and restaurants.

The Mission district is studded with labor
union offices, all-night groceries, open-air fruit stands,
storefront theaters, alternative galleries, radical newsstands,
Santeria churches, as well as a tortilla factory, an anarchist
meeting hall and a cooperative women-owned erotic boutique.

Stores here don't close till late. I walk
past a left-wing bookshop filled with serious-looking people
browsing beneath a huge poster of Lenin. Spotting a florist's, I
enter, then purchase a bouquet of somber irises.

The stretch of Capp between Sixteenth and
Twentieth streets, called "Capp Corridor," is notorious for its
bottom-of-the-barrel prostitution scene. I did a photo story here
once when I worked at the News, didn't see any beauties,
down-on-their-luck actresses or adventurous literary Stanford
grad-student types seeking material to deploy in their novellas and
poems. Rather I found scarred old-timers and grungy disheveled
"rock whores," so called because they work for the price of a rock
of crack cocaine or a hit of meth.

Turning into Capp, I feel myself tense up.
The trick, I know, is to walk with purpose lest I attract the
notice of johns cruising in pickups and cars.

This is a tough area. Rapes and beatings are
common, and there're ten to twelve unsolved homicides a year—Capp
Corridor being a natural habitat for psychotics in search of prey.
Joel Glickman told me of still another threat—rumors that the local
homeowners association, upset by the effects of the prostitution
scene upon property values, regularly pays Mission Street toughs to
terrorize the women in hopes of driving them away.

After crossing the intersection with
Twentieth, I relax. Here Capp becomes a quiet, normal,
working-class residential street, the buildings abutting one
another, some with small, home-based businesses located on lower
floors. There are groceries, nail salons and bars at the
intersections. There's even an occasional church. At the corner of
Twenty-fourth I pause beneath a streetlamp. Spotting a woman
hauling bags of trash from her stoop down to the street, I
approach, ask if she can tell me where the hit-and-run accident
took place.

"The señora?" she asks. She's middle-aged,
speaks with a Mexican accent. She looks deeply into my eyes.

I nod.

"There," she says, rapidly crossing herself,
then pointing toward a pool of darkness down the block on the other
side. Feeling unsteady, I nod, thank her and move toward the
site.

Immediately I spot several packets of flowers
lying together beside the curb. Their modesty endows them with
special poignancy. There's wax residue too, where people have
placed memorial candies. I lay my flowers beside the others, step
back, spend a few seconds taking in the scene. Then, as in aikido
class, I center myself and peer about.

This block, I realize at once, is not as I'd
imagined. I thought it would be busy, active with street life; in
fact, it's extremely quiet. Small apartment buildings, subdivided
wooden houses, one-family residences. Cars are parked along the
street, spaces left between to allow access to garages.

This is not, I understand, a spot where one
would stand waiting to photograph a street scene. Rather it's a
place one might walk by to or from somewhere else. I ask myself:
What was Maddy doing off the sidewalk? Was she trying to cross the
street in the middle of the block?

I stand back from the curb, turn and examine
the house directly behind. Nothing special about it, just a
nondescript wooden home in need of paint. I peer back across the
street. If Maddy stepped off the curb here to cross, then what
might she have been crossing to?

I pick out three buildings: an ordinary
four-story stucco apartment house, molded escutcheon above the
door, and two wooden Edwardians on either side, one well kept, the
other kept not so well. I peer at the windows of the apartment
building. Through several I see the flicker of TVs.

But suppose Maddy wasn't crossing the street
here, rather had just crossed, reached this side, when she was
hit?

I pivot to look again at the house in need of
paint, catching, as I do, a movement in a window as if someone
looking out has quickly pulled a drape.

Nothing strange about that. Rather, I
realize, it's me, a stranger standing here in the dark, who's out
of place.

The woman who pointed out the spot is still
watching me from her stoop. Deciding I'd like to speak with her
again, I cross Capp as I imagine Maddy may have done. It's so quiet
I can't imagine that the sound of an approaching motorcycle
wouldn't have alerted her.

The woman doesn't smile as I approach;
neither does she grimace or retreat. Rather she stands her ground,
forcing me to stop three steps below.

"Do you know which way the motorcycle came?"
I ask.

She shrugs. "I did not see it happen."

"Did you hear anything?"

"I already talked to the cops."

"I'm not a cop." Again she stares into my
eyes. "The old woman who was killed—she was like a mother to
me."

She nods slightly to show understanding,
crosses herself again.

"My own mother died last year," she says.

I feel she would like to be kind, but is
uncomfortable speaking with me here.

"Thanks for showing me the place," I tell
her. "I left some flowers."

She gives me another searching look. "I did
too," she says, then turns and retreats into her house.

Feeling something behind me as I head back toward
Mission Street, I quickly turn. Again I see a glimmer in the same
window across the street, a quick furtive movement. I think:
They're watching me, everyone on the block. They know
something's wrong with what happened here. Now they're wondering if
I'm part of it.

Detective Kostas
Kremezi boasts that he wears two hats. "Night Investigations and
Crime Response—I work both units," he says proudly.

"Does that mean you work night and day?" I
ask.

He shows me a crooked grin. "I'll tell you
this, I work damn hard," he says.

It's ten A.M. We're
sitting in his cubicle on the fifth floor of the Hall of Justice, a
huge structure on Bryant Street, a rabbit warren of bureaus and
corridors. In theory, everything pertaining to criminal justice in
San Francisco is handled out of here—police administration,
investigations, prosecutions, bookings, jailings and trials.

Kremezi's a husky, swarthy, mustachioed
Greek-American with canny noncommittal eyes. I figure him for early
forties. After numerous shufflings and unsatisfactory encounters
around the Hall, I've finally landed at his desk, the correct
place, he's just assured me, to discuss the investigation of the
hit-and-run death of Amanda Yamada.

Except, it turns out, he won't discuss it,
though he's quite willing to hear what I have to say. It's police
policy, he tells me, not to talk about ongoing investigations. But
in a case such as this, in which the victim was fairly prominent,
it's also policy to reassure friends and relatives of the deceased
that everything possible is being done.

"I went by there last night," I tell him. "A
woman told me the cops had been around."

"SOP with hit-and-runs. We always canvass the
neighborhood."

"Find out anything?"

"Not much." Kremezi speaks in the manner of a
man weighing his words.

"Just what's that supposed to mean?"

"Look, Ms. Farrow, no one saw it happen,
therefore no ID on the motorcycle or the driver. Yes, people heard
the accident, but by the time they looked out it was over and the
vehicle was gone. Still, there're a lot of good citizens over
there. Right away we got five, six calls. An ambulance arrived in
under four minutes. Sadly too late. Your friend was DOA."

"What was she doing there?"

Kremezi shrugs. "No one including her stepson
seems to know."

"You called it an accident."

"Some reason you think it wasn't?"

Now it's my turn to shrug.

"Trying to tell me something?" he asks.

"You sure as hell aren't telling me
anything."

"I explained—"

"Yeah, you did."

We stare at one another, each of us
bristling. It's Kremezi who breaks the silence.

"Why are you so confrontational, Ms.
Farrow?"

"Why are you withholding information,
Detective Kremezi?"

He bites his lip, ponders. "All right," he
says. "Since you're so keen for answers, here's a little
hypothetical for you, something to mull over just before you go to
sleep."

He tilts back his chair till it touches the
wall behind.

"Let's say there's this elderly individual in
frail health, and he, or she as the case may be, is run down at a
time and in a place when and where by all rights this person
oughtn't to be. No one sees anything. The driver gets away clean.
When the cops and medics arrive, they find neighbors out on the
street shaking their heads and more or less securing the scene.
There's this odd mood, least that's the way it seems to one of the
investigators. Like the neighbors want to protect this old person,
make sure the body isn't messed with, that nothing belonging to
this person is stolen or moved. But they don't know the
victim—least that's what they say. Never seen him or her before.
Got no idea who he or she is. But the way they're standing
there—it's like they're real upset, that he/she's not a stranger,
that he/she's . . . well, like one of their own, if you get what I
mean. It's strange, this feeling a cop might get . . . and . . .
well, that's the odd thing, in fact the only thing about
this . . . er . . . hypothetical case."

During his recitation, Kremezi has looked
past me at the wall. Now he resettles his chair and meets my
eyes.

"Fleeing the scene—it's run-of-the-mill these
days. So many hit-and-runs you can barely keep up with 'em, and
without any evidence—an eyewitness statement, a piece of the
vehicle, a smudge of paint, something, anything—there's really no
place to start. So you just keep the case in the back of your mind,
hoping sooner or later something'll turn up. Often nothing does. So
what're you going to do? An odd feeling at the scene that the
neighbors' denials didn't quite ring true—that's not enough to put
in the legwork . . . there being only so many hours in the day"—he
smiles—"and the night."

I stare at him, trying to glean his message.
I receive little encouragement.

"Like I said, Ms. Farrow, it's a hypothetical. What
more can I tell you?" He rises to signal our meeting is over. He
smiles weakly, extends his hand. "Nice meeting you. Sorry for your
loss."

David Yamada, like
his father, is a CalTech graduate and engineer. Four years ago he
started a business designing and building ingenious, expensive,
high-tech kaleidoscopes. With his instruments, viewers can mix
light of different hues, creating shapes which are then multiplied
with mirrors into pleasing designs. Since I don't see colors, a
portion of the effect of these devices is lost on me, but even
within a range of grays I find the resulting images intriguing.

David has never married, goes through
girlfriends too fast, can rightly be described as a ladies' man."
His features are Japanese; his accent is pure American. He was nine
when his mother died, twelve when his father, Harry Yamada, married
Maddy. She mothered him through his teens, was immensely proud of
him. To all appearances they were devoted.

An hour ago he called to make sure I was
home, so he could drop off Maddy's cameras. I offered to pick them
up at her flat, but he said the load was too heavy and it would
make more sense for him to drop them off.

Now I'm waiting for him outside my building,
thinking about my visit to the accident scene last night and my
meeting with Detective Kremezi this morning. Something about the
behavior of people on the block didn't seem right to us both. When
Kremezi as much as said he couldn't justify following up on his
hunch, was he, I wonder, handing me the cudgel?

A cable car passes, tourists clinging to its
sides. I hear the conductor announce the next stop: "Lombard at
Hyde, crookedest street in the world, they say."

Three cars behind I spot David's Saab. He
waves, pulls into a loading space in front of my door, gets out,
embraces me. His cheek smells faintly of aftershave.

"You're not going to believe this," he says,
moving to the rear of his car, unlocking the trunk, raising it with
a flourish. I peer in. The entire space is stuffed with wine
cartons. He opens the flaps of one to expose its contents. I see a
bunch of old Nikon bodies nestled vertically in the wine bottle
compartments.

"Cameras and lenses . . . and more cameras
and more lenses," he says. "I don't think she ever threw one away.
There's another one filled with cameras, two more of lenses and
accessories."

I'm overwhelmed. "What am I going to do with
them?"

"Beats me, Kay."

I pick out one of the Nikons, an F-model, one
she may actually have used in Vietnam. I smile. The camera's
battered and the brass shows through the coating. Amateurs like to
keep their equipment nice; pros, particularly photojournalists,
work theirs hard. I set the shutter speed to 125/sec, cock the
shutter, trip it. The mirror clanks loud; the shutter speed sounds
right. I think: Of course it works—if it didn't she
wouldn't have kept it.

I turn to David. "What if I donate them to
the Art Institute to be loaned to photography students?"

"Great idea," he says.

We haul the boxes into my building, load them
into the elevator, take them up to the ninth floor. After we've got
them neatly stacked in my front hall, I offer him a glass of
Chardonnay.

He takes it, sips, walks to my living room
window.

"You've got the best view in the city, Kay.
Maddy said so and she was right."

"She was only up here once. I showed her my
darkroom."

He turns. "There's a load of darkroom stuff
in her storeroom. I'd like to sell it. I don't know where to
begin."

I suggest he call me next week, I'll meet him
at Maddy's, we'll go over everything, I'll help him sort it out. We
stand looking at one another. The moment feels awkward. I realize
this is probably the first time we've been alone together, and that
though Maddy was like a mother to us both, we have little else in
common.

"I was over at the Hall of Justice this
morning," I tell him. "I spoke with Kremezi. I hope you don't
mind."

He gazes at me.

"My dad was a cop for nearly twenty years," I
add. "I know a lot about cops, good and bad. I went over there to
see what's going on, make sure her case is in good hands."

"Is it?"

"I think so. Kremezi seemed an okay guy."

He turns again to the window. "I thought he
acted pretty detached."

"Cops are like that, David—trained to keep
their distance. He says he doesn't have any place to start. No
leads, since no one saw it happen."

"Yeah . . ."

When David turns back to me I detect
disturbance in his eyes.

"Would it bother you if I kept after him?" I
ask.

"Do you want to?"

I nod. "Yeah, I do. My dad's still in touch
with lots of cops. He can pass the word. And my friend Joel, he's
an investigative journalist—if I ask him he'll keep on top of it.
When the press shows interest in an investigation, S.F.P.D. tends
not to let it fade."

David stares at me, whether with gratitude or
irritation I can't be sure.

"It's not like I'm looking for revenge," he
says.

"Of course not, though I'm sure you'd like to
see some justice. I guess what I really want to know is what she
was doing there."

He shakes his head. "I don't understand
it."

"Neither do I," I tell him. "And I want to. I really
do."

This morning I
decide to take a close look at Maddy's cameras. I pull the boxes
into the living room, sit among them, open them up, spread
everything on the rug.

Lots of Nikons, the tough reflex camera she
preferred, and a good selection of Nikon lenses, most in the
wide-angle category—24mm, 28mm, 35mm—since Maddy liked working
close. I also find six Leica range-finder models, including an old
screw mount, again with an array of wide-angle lenses. One camera
particularly stands out, a fairly unblemished Leica M6 mounted with
a 135mm lens, an oddity since the camera is relatively unscathed
and the telephoto is attached.

I pick it up, examine it. It has a databack,
a documentation device that inscribes the date and time of
exposures directly on the negative. Just as I'm about to open it, I
notice a curious thing: the camera is loaded, the shutter dial
showing that the roll inside has reached frame 22.

A camera isn't like a gun in the sense that
there's a test to show whether it's been freshly fired. Still, if
you work a lot with cameras, it's possible to acquire a sixth sense
about them. Maybe it's just a matter of dust on the viewfinder and
lens, skin oil on the shutter and grip. Whatever, I start getting a
definite feeling about this particular M6—that it has been recently
used, and thus the film inside wasn't left in by mistake but
because it had yet to be shot out.

I take it into the darkroom, carefully rewind
the film, open the camera and remove the roll: Kodak Tri-X with a
year to go before expiration. Suddenly I feel a chill. Maddy, it's
clear, has recently worked with this camera, which puts the lie to
her declaration that she hadn't picked up a camera in years.

My hands are steady as I process the
negative, transferring it first, in total darkness, to a developing
tank. From this point the process is mechanical. The moment I'm
certain the images are fixed, I unravel the strip, hang it up,
examine it wet.

I'm used to reading negatives, but this one's
got me stumped. I can't make out a thing. Oh, there're images, the
film's been exposed, but all I can detect are occasional dabs of
light amidst pools of darkness, nothing I can properly define.

I cut the long negative into six-frame
strips, arrange them in a proofer, expose a proof sheet, process
the paper and look again.

Doing so, it strikes me there's something
ironic in this, a reversal of roles—me the student examining the
proof sheets of my teacher, trying to see what she was after, just
the way she used to look at mine.

I still can't make out anything intelligible,
anything that looks real. Could the pictures be abstract, extreme
close-ups of textured surfaces? Could they have been shot
deliberately out of focus?

I dismiss both possibilities. Abstraction was
against everything Maddy stood for; razor-sharp focus was her
pride. I recall her admonition: "I like to see the pores on their
faces, the grooves on their palms." Her pictures were famous for
their stamp-minted crystalline quality. That was her trademark,
along with the concentrated density of her images.

So, I ask myself, could such a strong-willed
artist radically change her style late in her career? What's on
this strip of film? Was she merely testing the camera mechanism,
the lens?

I study the databack information. The dates
inscribed on all the frames are either March 3 or 4. I check my
calendar; March 3 was a Wednesday, six weeks before the Wednesday
when Maddy was killed. The times on the frames range from shortly
before ten P.M. to a little after one
A.M.—night shots, which may explain the
large dark patches in the proof sheet frames. Such a span of time,
three hours long, suggests a session of work.

Clearly there's something on these strips I'm
not seeing. To reveal the content I must blow them up. A
photographic session occurring six weeks before her death which
ended at nearly the same hour she was killed—that work product
has to be examined.

My first prints don't tell me much. The
resolution isn't good. Despite the excellent Leitz lens on the
camera, the images are grainy and unclear.

However, after working awhile with several of
the negatives, I begin to detect a pattern: a consistent uneven
black latticework imposed upon the images which tells me they've
been taken from the same position off a tripod. Since Maddy
preferred to shoot handheld, this consistency of position suggests
a new approach.

Working up more prints, then looking deeper,
I discover a second pattern, this one less evident: a consistent
obfuscation in the upper right and lower center of the images,
telling me there was something between Maddy's camera and her
subject which partially blocked the light. Since whatever it was is
out of focus, it's barely discernible, but being familiar with the
effect, I recognize the cloudiness that appears in pictures shot
through soiled glass.

Now I've got it! She was shooting through a
dirty window, focusing upon action on the other side. The fuzzy
latticework that seems imposed upon the images is probably an
out-of-focus unevenly painted window frame.

Forget the foreground—it only confuses you.
Concentrate on the background. Try and decode what's behind the
glass.

Now, with a clear objective in mind, I get
down to serious labor. I start blowing up the frames, larger and
larger, ignoring the latticework, trying to resolve detail out of
the blocks of nebulous gray light in between.

I realize, after a time, that I may have
improperly developed the roll, that most likely Maddy exposed it at
double or even triple the normal rating while I developed it
straight. I had no reason to do otherwise; there was no notation
on the cassette. Also, no reason there should have been. Since the
roll wasn't shot out, Maddy didn't have the opportunity to mark it
for special development.

No matter. Examining the negative strips on
my light table, I feel there's enough in them to provide me with
readable images. By burning in the light grainy areas within the
window frame, I should be able to produce intelligible
pictures.

I start concentrating on the dark gray areas,
using all my darkroom tricks to resolve them. I employ filters,
then a stronger than normal solution of Dektol. I even heat some up
and rub it into the exposed paper. Little by little I come up with
patterns suggesting human beings—a partial cascade of hair, an
image of fingers and half a hand, the tubular shaft of a thigh, the
round of a shoulder, the hollow of a navel, a shape that could
possibly be a nipple, field after field of unclad and
undifferentiated flesh.

Then, in the ninth frame, I discern a shape
that tells me I've not just been imagining all of this: the profile
of a nude woman from her waist to her neck, nipple, breast, arm and
belly defined. The image, though grainy and soft, is nonetheless
unmistakable: a human being, an incomplete nude, perhaps visible
only because of the particular angle at which she's standing
relative to an unseen source of light, and the fact that, at the
moment she was photographed, she was standing in front of something
dark.

I start working with this frame, exposing and
developing enlargements at different densities. My problem is that
the more closely I define the female, the more I cast the object
behind her into shadow. Finally, I map out a complex printing plan,
highlighting areas to be dodged, shading in areas to be burned,
then set to work.

I blow my first three attempts, discarding
the sheets without bothering to develop them. My fourth try,
though awkward and poorly resolved, at least proves to me the job
can be done. It takes six more tries before I obtain a satisfactory
print. When I do I'm well rewarded. What I took to be a murky
contrasting field behind the woman turns out, upon close
inspection, to be a second person, a male, dressed in very dark
clothes. I'm able to make out the buttons on his jacket, the
diagonals of his lapels, can even see his hand overlying the
stomach of the woman, a watch on a metal strap dangling from his
wrist.

At four P.M., I
stumble out of my darkroom, disoriented and dizzy. I've spent, I
realize, nearly eight uninterrupted hours inside, a marathon
considering the level of my concentration.

Seeking nourishment, I wander into my
kitchen, find an apple, skin it, cut it into slices, embellish the
slices with thin slices of cheese, devour it at the counter
standing up.

I know I can't go back into the darkroom
today; my mental energy's too depleted. What I need now is
exercise, a hard clarifying workout at the dojo, where the
concentration is of a different stripe, not of the mind but of the
body.

Usually I wait till dark to take aikido
class, but today I feel desperate. Something's been revealed to
me. I've turned nonsense into pictures. But though I've resolved
some images, I'm haunted by the question: What do they mean?

Most particularly I want to understand why
Maddy felt a need to capture them, a need so strong it compelled
her to take up her camera once again, then
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