Burid Detall
by Krigine Kathryn Rusch

A photographer's wagon setstathe edge athisfield. His horse nuzzles the dry ground whilethe
photographer -- awhite man -- rootsin the back, pullin out stuff like aman sittin up camp. | stand in
frontamy full litter and watch -- anythin for abreak. Behind me, Dawson says sumpin loud enough for
me ta hear, but too low for me ta catch the words. | don't miss the meanin. He thinks | don't work hard

enough.

Maybe not. | ain't supposed ta be here. Battlegroundsis dangerous for aman like me, even
battlegrounds ten months old. But | need the money and the U.S. government is payin morethan I'd
make anywhere e se. Luceis pregnant, and timesis so different now. Different than they was amonth
ago. If wekin get out aVirginia, wekin liveared life. A red life -- that's worth touchin the soulsathe
dead.

The white man, he gets out a the wagon, draggin along three legged black stand. He ain't that tall, kinda
skinny, with abig black beard and stringy hair. His coat's too warm for the day, even though the air's got
abite. Hell be bakin before the afternoon’'s out. April in Virginiasabad mix ahot and cold; morninslike
tafreeze your hands and afternoons sometimes make you swest. | ain't got many clothes but | wear my
oldest pants, aheavy shirt | kin pull off if | gotta, and a stockin cap that folds over my brow. Last night, |
searched our placefor gloves, but we ain't got none, or at least none Lucell let medirty so | got tado
thiswork with my bare hands. So far | ain't touched nothin but cloth. Cloth was bad enough.

Asl| think on that, | wipe my palms on the thick cotton amy pants. Corpses ten months dead ain't quite
skeletons yet. They got bitsa skin hangin off the bones, and some lumpish stuff in the skull. The clothesis
dill on em, hangin rag-like now, with the stench adesath il dingin. Mogtathese white boys been layinin
the Virginiasun sincelast June. A few been claimed by family -- mostly Rebswho lived nearby -- but the
ret, their families been told they waslost or died "vdiently" or was buried by comrades.

Guess | count as acomrade, near taayear after the fact.

The white man, he got the box part on top athe stand and he's carryin acrate aplates like they weighed
as much as him. He eases em down, grabs one, and the glass catchesthe sun. He grinsat melike he
spects metagrin back. | look away. | dunno what interests awhite man in agroup afolk tillin thisfield a
death.

Theresfive auson this patch -- fivelive ones, that is -- and maybe atwo hundred dead. And those'sthe
oneswe kin count. It don't take inta consideration the ones the animals got, leavin bones scattered all
over every which way. Or the ones that blowed up when they's hit by cannon, or those that was burned
when the Rebstried talight the breastworks, tryin ta start afire that consumed dl likethey donein the
Wilderness. Ain't too many burned here. One a the boys who's diggin, he worked buria in the
Wilderness, and he say the smell asmokes il freshintheair.

| couldn't work there no more than | kin work here. I'm new tathis crew, so they give me the worst job.
| shoulda been diggin. Theland talks but it don't say as much as bodies.

| picks up thelitter, and dragsit tathe hole Dawson's dug. A leg bonerolls off, gets buried under some
dried grass. | starefor aminute. | don't wannatouch it again, but | guess| will after | ddliver thelitter ta
Dawson.

Hée'sleanin on his shove, starin at the molderin pile ablue cloth that | piled on the bottom athe litter. It's
harder talook at the skulls, with their empty eyes and sad little grins. The skulls, they show you youse



pickin up bitsamen. The cloth could be nothin more than garbage | ft by the retreatin army.

Dawson reaches down ta help me with the litter when | get close tathe hole. This one's deep, the dirt
darker below than it isup top. He's been diggin awhile, but he don't got blisterslike I'd get if | spent the
mornin makin that hole. His hands got calluses on 'em -- he used tawork the land.

| worked the house until the war done started. | was younger then, wasn't quite ready ta be the butler or
the reg'lar manservant, but | wastrainin. The Missus, she say | had talearn tatalk better, and | wasdoin
that when they fought the first battle at Mannassas, north a here.

The Missus, she pack up everythin, put it in storage -- not that it hel ped when they burned the city -- and
she and the little ones went talive with relativeswest ahere. Master died at Gettysburg -- thereal butler
told me that when | saw him las week. | was gonna go north, but L uce stopped me. She was pregnant
then too, but lost the baby when it wastoo late for ustaleave. Not enough food, | guess. Her body
couldn't handle a baby and survivin at the sametime.

| tended her, doin odd jobs, sayin | wasfree, even though the Missus madeit clear she spected dl austa
be around when she got back. Gave usaroof at least till it was burned from under us.

Now we'sredly and truly free, have been for near two weeks, ever since Grant and Lee sgned some
papersin Appomattox, not too far from here. They's Union soldiers everwhere -- ta keep the peace,
they say, tho havin soldiers didn't help ole Mister Lincoln none. Luce been cryin bout him for moren a
week, like he was someone she knew persondl.

Thinss changed, and under the good's sumpin bad comin. | kinfed it. It'sthe way them Rebslook at us

when we's wakin down the street, not carryin nothin atheirs, not sayin "yessir” and "nosir,” at least when
we'sthinkin ait. Some habits get ground in good. | till bob my head like agood darkie most athetime,

and | hatesit more with each bob, likeit takes alittle piece ame, grindsit up, and loses it forever.

The North's ill the Promised Land, least tame and Luce. We's gonnaraise our kids where theré's no
battlefields, no burned out buildins, and no hatred in white folks eyes.

So I'sworkin here.

And now awhite man thinks I'm worth photographin.

* k% k% %

He'sagtrange critter, that white man. He been crouchin behind the black curtain, pointin the box ever
which way tryin ta see what direction's best. We been pretendin he's not there, waitin for the white boss
hired us ta come back and make him go way. Least | been. Findly, | saysthat ta Dawson aswetilt the
litter.

Helaughs. "Ain't no one but ustill sundown. No white boy's gonna get hishandsin this, Yank or not."

The bodiestumble off the edge, revedin sun-yellow bones mixed in with the cloth. The boots and brass
buttons, medal s and watches is mostly gone. Guess someone could come and steal from the dead but
didn't have the ssomach ta bury 'em. Maybe a white man woulda done thisjob if thereld been redl pickins
taget fromit.

A smdl cloud adust risesfrom below and afaint stink arot. One athe skulls tumblestathe edge, lands
upside down. Looks disrespectful tame, but | ain't crawlin in there taright no white boy's head. | done
enough athat with onesthat wasdive.



"l guess| better dig anew hole," Dawson says.
| look around us. They's bodies everwhere. "It'll take most the day tafill thisone.”

| don't wanna do bodies by mysdlf. Sooner or later | gotta touch one, really touch one, and thenit'll go
bad for al aus.

Dawson looks a melong. His eyes are pae green, got from some white man who thought hisdave
women was good enough for more than scrubbin or pickin. Findly, I'sthe one who looks avay. He ain't
touchin no more bodies. He moved up tadiggin when | got hired. He ain't comin back tathisjob.

So's| pick up my litter and move tathe next patch aground. They'satrench jus ahead ame. That'sthe
Reb line. They dug in, didn't let Grant get inta Richmond, not then anyway.

Name a this battle here was Cold Harbor. They ain't no harbor nowhere near round, just little streams,
swamps, and high ridges. Lotsawindy roads. Ain't no accurate maps, that's why they say Grant lost.
Didn't know theland, didn't know how tafight here.

All I member was the way hope turned sour in my stomach when | found out the Y anks done gone
around Richmond, went ta Petersburg and tried tawork their way up. | member thinkin, _hopin,_they
was gonna bust through and free us dl. Wasn't that long ago they findly got ta Richmond, and then wasn't
theway | thought it'd betall.

They'salot abodies here, most aem recnizable. All tangled where they fell, legs under em, arms splayed
out, skinless hands clawin toward the sky. | Sit thelitter next ta the biggest pile and wipe the sweat off my
face. Themornin'still cold, but what's facin me's got me hot.

| look for that white man. He's still messin with his camera, yellin sumpin at Kershaw and therest athe
crew. Wants em ta pose. | ain't gonna pose. Not with no litter abodies and open graves al around. Who
wantstalook at that sx months from now? Who wants ta think about this ever again?

The canvas stretched acrossthe litter is stained with old blood from its daysin the field hospital and goo
from the bodies. Thistime, they ain't nonethat's just dissolved tacloth, like my first site. | used that cloth
tahold skulls so the bleached bone didn't touch my fingers. Then | St it on thelitter and let it fal intathe
hole, just like the rest athe Stuff.

| wish | ain't donethat.

| bend over the first body. Uniform is patched and ripped, thin on the elbows and knees. Don't know
how they wore that stuff in the Virginia hest. Last May-June it was hotter than holy hell, asticky deadly
heet that waskillin old folksin Richmond. Don't know how men marched in it. Don't know how they
fought, how they used rifles, barrd s turnin hot against they hands, fires burnin dl around. Don't know
how they come eventhisfar.

My throat getstight and | makes myself swallow. Then | crouch and dide my hands under that heavy
coat. The bones shift and the back athe wool iswet with sumpin | don't want tathink about. | lift and put
the body on the litter. Fortunately, al the pieces stay together.

| do the same with the next one, but my luck has run out. Theright arm, crossed over the chest asif he
wastryin tacover hisheart, didesoff, and | catch it, fingers dippin through aholein the deeve, catchin
bone.

It's soft and smooth and --



_he'shungry, so hungry his ssomach's cramping. Dugt isthick around him, and al he can hear -- dl he's
heard for days -- is cannon and musketry rattling like a storm that doesn't quit. Sweat'sin hiseyes-- at
least hethinksthat's swest. Orders are to take the line, go over the breastworks, find the weapons, get
another five milesbefore nightfal.

_Fivemilesand they can't even take one._

_He doesn't even know where hisfriends are. Two fell on the march here, in sun so hot it seemed to brail
human flesh. The sandy plain was hegted to the intensity of ablast furnace. If he survivesthis, helll tdl his
son that he's been to hell and no man should livein such away that he hasto spend eternity there. His
son. Wide blue eyes and pudgy fingers. Helll be aboy when the war's over, not ababy. A boy --

"...looked like some kind of fit," the white man's sayin. He's left his cameraand is bent over me. He's
younger'n me, hishair stickin up like he ain't never seen the butt enda a comb. He smells a sweset and
chemicds.

"Weren't nofit." Dawson's got me braced. He's moved me away from the bodies. | kin see his chin from
here, stubble aready growin, the stubborn set ahisjaw. Worked with him only amorninand | kin
dready read him,

"Y ou should give him somewater, or feed him," the white man says. "I saw thingslike thisduring thewar.
Strong men -- "

"He don't need water," Dawson says.

| set up, wipemy hand inthe grass. | kin till fed that bone on my skin, ill fed that boy'slifelikeit was
my own. He weren't more than twenty, awife and son back home. New baby he seen only once -- a
Chrigtmas |eave he was lucky enough ta get. The wife cried when heleft.

_What if it'sthelast timel seeyou?_she said, clingin, makin his dress shirt wet with her tears.
_Now, April, _hesaid, _You just gotta believe we're gonna spend the rest of our livestogether.

But | kin fed insgdethefear eatin at him, the lies he told durin the whole stay so she wouldn't worry
unduly, the way he tried tamemorize his baby's face so it'd be the last thin he'd see.

Andit was.

| puts my head in my hands, but they smell arot, and | cain't somach it. The white man, he's till worryin
but Dawson, he's got his arms crossed.

"How come you ain't tole me you got the Sight?" he ask.
"Ain't noneyo bidness."

Thewhite man, he frownin like we ain't goeskin English.

"It my bidness when you cain't do yo job." Dawson say.
"I can."

"Y ou faint then ever time you touch sumpin?'

"| done the whole mornin. | just need some cloth or gloves or sumpin. That'sdl.”



He grunts, sighes, looks ta the rest athe crew. They's thousands a dead round here, days, maybe weeks
awork, and heain't got alot amen. We dl need the money. He know that. He prob'ly know why too.
He prob'ly got the same dream.

"l have gloves" the white man says.

"He don't need fancy gloves," Dawson says.

"l kinusecloth.”" | don't want no debt ta no white man.

"My glovesll work better," he says. "They're not fancy. | used them for carrying. | have another pair.”

| need thejob more'n | need my pride. But | don't say nothin. The white man, he take that for ayes, and
runstahiswagon.

"Who he?' | ask.

Dawson shrugs. "Y ou got the Sight bad.”

"It come down through the family."

Henod. "It ain't forward Sight?"

| shake my head. "Only what was."

Hissmile'ssad. "'l knowswhat was. | was hopin you could see what would be."
"I'm hopin that too."

He get up, hisknees crackin. "l ain't givin up the shovd."

"I know," | say. It'swork with the bodies or go home. | jus gots ta be more careful.

He go back tahisnew hole. | look at the bodies stretched out around me, skulls turned toward the
mornin sun. All aem got stories. All aem gotswives and families and little boyswith liquid blue eyeswho
ain't never goin tahear the story athisplace.

Coz these boys fought n died, me and Luce and the baby still inside her, we got achance. Coz these
boys fought n died, I's gettin paid this day stead a doin thiswork for some Massawho says he own me.
Coz these boysfought n died, my child kin grow up in my house with my wifein my family.

Coz these boysfought n died.

The white man, he run back ta me and crouch like I'm sick and he gotta be real careful. He got thick
gloves, leather, better than any | ever had. He hand emtame.

"I've heard about the Sight," he saystame. "I've never met anyone with it before.”
| doubt that, but he prob'ly never know'd.

"Y ou see everything from their perspective, don't you? The whole battle. Everything. Even the moment
they die”

| dip onthe gloves. They's soft. | kin work with em on.

"You think," he ask, "maybe we could try to photograph what you see?"



Then | pullsthe glovesoff. | cain't owe thisman no favor. "No."

"Why not?'

"Y ou see anythin when | was down? Hear anythin?"

Hefrowns. They'sasmal creasein hisforehead that's gonnagrow deeper the older he gets. "No."
"No one does cept the person with the Sight. It ain't sumpin someone ese kin share.”

His shoulders Sump. I hand him the gloves. Hisface turns bright red. "Oh, no," he says. "Those weren't a
bribe. | just wanted to help, that's all.”

“Why?

"Y ou need thework, don't you?" They's some understandin in his eyes. Not enough. But some. It ain't
likethem Reb eyes, dl hatey and nasty. They's akindness here.

"That box ayour'n, it make you seethings clear, don't it?'
They'salittle smile on hisface, sad, but not as sad as Dawson's. "Not as clear asyour Sight, | suspect.”
That'strue nuff.

"I would like to capture what you see," he says. "Maybe some day, | could hire you and we could
experiment -- "

"No," | says.
"Why not?' he ask.

Dawson put the body, the one | touched, on the litter. The boy's skull issmall. They'sanick in the front
and aholein the back the szeamy figt. Hiswife ain't never gonna see this body, ain't never gonnaknow
just how hedied. She'sgonnatell her boy what ahero Daddy was and how glorious he died, fightin for
the cause.

She ain't gonnaknow about the lies he told and the fear eatin hisbelly and the last daysin the dirt and the
heat and the stink.

"Coz sometimes,” | says, "you kin seetoo clear.”

He staresat mefor along minute. His eyesisthe same green as Dawson's. I'm thinkin maybe I'm gonna
have ta splain what | mean when he stands up.

"Thisisthanklesswork," he says, maybe meanin tabe kind.

| look at the bodies stretched from here ta the grove where the Cold Harbor tavern still stands. Bodies
waitin for someone tatend em, waitin for someonetacare.

"It an't thankless," | say. "It jushard.”



