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Fading Frames

The morning light was brittle, slicing through the gaps in my jacket like it wanted to expose something beneath the layers. I tugged the collar of my flannel up, the soft fabric brushing my jaw, a shield against the cold and the quiet that stretched around me. My camera hung heavy at my chest, the leather strap creaking softly with every careful step I took through the school gates. It was early—too early for crowds, too early for the noise—but not too early for the ghosts that lived here.

The hallways were empty. At least, they looked empty. The walls loomed, their peeling paint cracking like dry earth, and the lockers stood shut, tight-mouthed and stubborn. The linoleum beneath my boots looked worn down, muted by years of tread—each step muffled, swallowed by a silence that felt bigger than the building itself. It was as if the whole place was holding its breath. Waiting.

I let my camera rise in one fluid motion, my fingers steady despite the cold biting at my skin. The lens found a corner of wall where a poster had once clung—now just curled edges of paper, fragile remnants of something that had held meaning. The shutter clicked softly, a sound that felt too loud in the quiet. It was a punctuation, a small claim: I was here, I saw this.

Faces drifted past me in the hallways, ghosts made flesh in hurried steps and backpacks slipping off shoulders. I didn’t meet their eyes. Didn’t offer a nod, a smile, not even a word. Instead, I watched—the glance darting back over a shoulder, swift and guarded, like a bird startled from its perch. The curve of a hand brushing along the spine of a book, fingertips lingering like they were tracing a secret. It wasn’t the kind of things people noticed when their feet moved too fast and their lives swept forward like a river they couldn’t step out of.

There was a stillness inside of me, one I couldn’t name. It sat tight on my chest, weighing heavy and delicate at the same time, like the crack in a wine glass that looks harmless until it shatters. The camera became my anchor—it wasn’t just a tool for pictures, but a way to clutch something real when everything else was slipping. When names faded and voices drifted away, I had my lens. The world in fragments, frozen in light.

Each image was a string, a line tying me back to this place—these people—even when the pieces felt jagged and impossible to fit together. Moments between the moments. The spaces no one bothered to look at. I was gathering them, like scattered puzzle pieces slipping from a torn box, hoping that someday they’d reveal what had been hidden all along.

A door creaked somewhere down the hall, subtle but sharp. I blinked, letting the sound settle under my skin. For a long moment, the silence returned, heavier now, as if the building was listening.

I lowered my camera slowly, my breath steady, even as the quiet throb inside me grew louder—an ache that lived just beneath the surface. The light moved, casting long shadows down the hall like fingers stretching out, trying to find something left behind.

I could almost hear it there in the emptiness—the whisper of a presence not fully gone. The boy in the deleted photos.
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MRS. CARTER’S WORDS curled around me like a whisper caught in a draft, fragile and insistent. I kept my gaze fixed on the silver gleam of the camera resting against the desktop, its weight oddly comforting. The metal was cool beneath my fingertips, indifferent to the tremor in my hands, yet somehow grounding—like a lifeline thrown into a sea of blurred faces and half-remembered conversations. My world felt dimmer outside the frame, harsher, as if breath itself scraped raw against silence.

Somewhere behind me, the scrape of sneakers and a breath of laughter nudged the edges of my solitude. Tessa. I could feel her presence before I turned—warm and tentative, like the first sunlight spilling hesitantly across a windowpane early in spring. Her smile was careful, stitched with meaning I wanted to accept but couldn’t quite reach.

My throat seized, muscles tightening with old fears I thought I had kept buried. The quiet between us seemed to swell and stretch, as if the air itself were holding its breath, waiting for me to respond. I wanted to unravel the knot in my chest, to say yes, to push past the static of my own hesitation, but the words remained caught—slippery shadows fleeing when I reached out.

A faint nod was all I managed, but it felt like carrying a stone in my mouth—heavy, awkward, and not enough.

The classroom buzz dimmed into a background hum, a dull roar behind the sharp clarity of her eyes—and that single phrase. “You have a unique eye.” It echoed, carved into the moments in between ticking clocks and scribbled notes.

It was strange, this gift that set me apart yet anchored me to the quiet corners. I saw what others didn’t—the half-seen stories etched in the flicker of light, the way the wind tangled hair like wild threads of memory, the silent language of shadows folding over cracked concrete. But that same clarity kept me outside the games played on sunlit fields and echoed stadiums, where voices rose like tides I couldn’t swim against.

I thought of the photographs I’d taken, the ones that didn’t survive the delete button—images too raw, too close—to share. A boy caught in the blur, his expression shifting between hope and something darker. A pair of hands reaching but never quite touching, frozen in a split second before retreat. Those glimpses felt like truths others looked away from, and I clutched them tight, afraid that to let go would erase not only the images but the boy himself.

The air grew colder around my neck, the classroom’s warmth leaking away like water through cracks. Mrs. Carter leaned just a fraction closer, her voice softer now. “That eye isn’t a curse, Jezzy. It’s a bridge.”

I wanted to believe her. I wanted to cross that bridge without losing pieces of myself in the crossing. But in that moment, standing at the edge of things I couldn’t name, the path looked narrow and shadowed, and I wasn’t sure I could walk it.

Tessa’s smile faded as the bell rang—a soft snap breaking the spell. She gathered her things with a quick glance my way, an unspoken promise lingering between gestures. I watched her leave, the space around me stretching wider, emptier. But the camera stayed in my hands—silent witness to the fragments I chased and the ones that slipped away, forever just out of focus.
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THE SKY HUNG LOW AND flat, a heavy cloth draping over the town, muting colors until even the brightest seemed to hesitate. Leaves clung limp to brittle branches, and the air tasted faintly of rain that hadn't come yet, waiting, patient and persistent. I walked without purpose, the weight of the camera uncomfortable against my chest, like a reminder that I was still looking for something I couldn’t name.

The sidewalks beneath my feet cracked and heaved, the fractures mapped like veins, telling silent stories of years gone by—boots that pressed hard, wheels that rolled carelessly, lives that trudged past without a glance. I stopped to crouch near a ragged patch of sidewalk, where a single dandelion pushed stubbornly through a seam. Through my lens, it felt like a rebellion, a quiet scream against the world’s indifference.

I raised the camera slowly, holding my breath like a sacred act, pressing the shutter with a soft click. The sound echoed oddly in the stillness, a tiny punctuation in the hum. The image would be imperfect, framed by my own trembling hands and filtered through my restless mind—but the imperfection was what I wanted. Truth wasn’t in perfection; it was in the cracks, the uncertainty.

Further down, a wall bore the remnants of graffiti, peeling and sagging like old skin. The colors, once vibrant, had bled and blurred until the shapes merged into something unrecognizable—a battlefield of color and decay. I leaned in close to capture the way the paint curled away from the surface, curling like stubborn memories refusing to die. This wasn’t just vandalism; it was a conversation between what had been shouted into the world and what was now swallowed by time.

I clicked again, drawing the scene into my collection: fragments of life given over to neglect, each image a whisper of absence. I felt the weight of it pressing against my ribs, steady and unyielding. These places, these broken things—they mirrored something inside me. A slow unraveling, a stretch so thin that if I let go even a little, I might disappear entirely.

My feet carried me to the edge of an overgrown lot where wild grass tangled in protest against weeds that had no mercy. The air was thick with the scent of earth, damp and raw, and I imagined the world as a neglected photograph, edges curling, colors fading. I knelt and adjusted my focus on a cluster of thistles tangled in a web of spider threads. The sun, hidden behind clouds, lent a soft, diffused light, as though the world itself hesitated to expose too much.

Behind the lens, I felt the familiar distance, a barrier both sheltering and isolating. I was an observer easy to overlook, capturing fleeting moments before they vanished. The camera was a shield and a confession, a tool with which I crafted a language for feelings too tangled and fragile for speech.

The click again, and I exhaled, whole and yet fragmented, the twin pulses of hope and loss mingling in my chest.

Later—hours later—I curled up in my room, the dim glow of my desk lamp casting long shadows on the walls lined with photographs and memories cluttered in disorder. The quiet thickened, pressing close like a second skin. My fingers traced the edges of the camera, feeling its cool hardness before peeling back the memory card, scrolling through image after image with a slow obsession.

Each picture was a fragment: a shuttered window with cracked glass, a forgotten shoe half buried in gravel, the worn steps of a deserted porch. Blurred edges, frozen seconds—reminders that life was always slipping through my fingers, slipping away in too-hasty moments.

My thumb paused suddenly, hovering over one photograph saved days ago. The image was soft, shadowy, a ghost barely caught in the frame. I didn’t immediately recognize what had drawn me back to it—perhaps it was the way the light hung, faint and deliberate, like a whispered secret. Or the shapes, vague but intimate, familiar yet impossible to place.

A vague ache settled in my chest, hazy but sharp, as if a part of me had brushed against something lost to time. The feeling stirred low and stubborn, refusing to yield to forgetting. It wasn’t pain exactly, not yet—not something fully formed where I could name it. More like an echo. An absence that hummed just beyond reach, a void that swallowed whole the memories I tried to summon.

I pressed my thumb against the screen, wanting to hold on—to keep the moment alive, to tether the feeling before it drifted away. But the photo slid open to the next, and then the next, each image a fleeting prayer against the silence.

I leaned back against the wall, the room shrinking, closing in with quiet questions. The shadows shifted, the space between memory and forgetting stretching vast and empty. Somewhere deep in that gulf was the boy in the photo—gone but not quite erased. Somewhere, I yearned to find him again.
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THE SCREEN BLINKED again, a small pulse of light cutting through the dimness of my room. Tessa’s name flashed, insistent and bright against the dark. I stared at it longer than I should have—long enough to feel the familiar ache settle in my chest, the one that always followed her reaching out. Finally, I swiped open the message: *“Hey. Can we meet? I think we need to talk.”* The words were simple, but they weighed more than anything I could say in return.

My fingers hovered over the keyboard before typing back, asking where. When she called, the sound of her voice hit me like a sudden ice wave—sharp, worried, unmistakably real. There was no room for small talk, not this time.

“Jez, why have you been so... gone lately?” Her voice cracked just a bit, the worry threading through her words. “You barely say a word anymore.”

I paused, heart hammering like it was trying to escape its cage. I wanted to say something different, something true. But the truth wasn’t mine to give—not yet. So instead, I let the easiest lie slip free.

“I’m fine.”

Silence stretched a little too long, then her voice came again, rougher this time, like she was holding back a scream. “But you’re not. You can’t be.” There was a tremor in her words now, frustration spilling over like a dam breaking. “You used to share everything, Jez. Everything. Now it feels like you’re someplace I don’t know. Like you left and forgot to bring me with you.”

Her words hit me harder than anything else that day. I swallowed, my throat dry, the sentence I wanted to say tangled in my tongue, jagged and incoherent. Instead of opening that door, I shut it tight with more silence.

“I’m just tired,” I whispered finally, half hoping she’d accept it, that it would be enough. But even I didn’t believe it.

“I hate this,” she said softly, voice breaking now. “I hate feeling like I’m losing you.”

There was a hollow ache where my heart beat, and I wanted to tell her—tell her everything. About the empty spaces, the missing pieces in my memories, the boy I saw in the photos that vanished before anyone else did. But the words fractured before they could form. So I stayed quiet, the silence swallowing us both whole.

When I finally hung up, the room fell heavy again, the quiet pressing down on me. The air felt thicker, as if it weighed more now, pinning me in place.

Later, the kitchen smelled like leftovers and something faintly sweet—apples sliced and left by the window. Mom was there, standing by the stove in her worn apron, the fabric soft but stained with years of dinners and half-forgotten recipes. I watched her carefully place food on my plate—no hurry, but a deliberate, measured care in every motion. The mashed potatoes starched at the edges, the green beans still bright beneath a thin sheen of butter. Her smiles curved gently, but they never quite reached her eyes. There was something fragile threading through the way she moved, as if she was holding herself steady against a storm I couldn’t see.

We sat opposite each other at the table, the small round surface between us a fragile bridge over impossible distance. The clink of silver against ceramic echoed in the quiet, a metronome counting out the seconds we were both too afraid to break with words.

Mom’s eyes flicked up, searching my face for something, her lips parting, but the words never came out quite right. Instead, she pushed gently, her voice soft but careful.

“School’s been... okay?”

I shrugged, fork paused in mid-air, the food too heavy on my tongue. “Yeah. Fine.”

She nodded slowly, fingers tightening around her glass as if the edges might shatter. “I know things have been different lately. And I’m sorry if I haven’t been...around enough.”

Her apology caught me off guard. The weight of it pressed down, heavier than any silence ever could. I wanted to look her in the eyes, to tell her how much I needed her to see the cracks I was trying to hide, but the words stuck like lumps in my throat.

Instead, I swallowed hard and forced a smile that felt brittle even to me. “It’s okay,” I said, voice barely above a whisper. “I’m okay.”

She reached across the table, fingers brushing against mine—a brief, tentative touch, like testing waters too deep. The warmth of her skin grounded me for a moment, but it didn’t fill the void between us.

We ate slowly, the silence growing louder with every passing minute. Outside, the day slid quietly toward dusk, the last rays of sun bleeding through the curtains and casting long shadows across the room. The clock on the wall ticked steadily—each tick a reminder of the time I was losing, of the moments slipping away while I was stuck inside my own head.

I wanted to tell her everything. About the photos, about the boy who wasn’t supposed to exist, about the aching emptiness that had taken up residence inside me like a ghost. But the words tangled and broke, dissolving into silence once more.

And so we sat there—two shapes in a dimly lit room, separated by more than just a table, more than just unspoken truths.

Later, when the plates were cleared and Mom disappeared into the kitchen to wash up, the quiet stretched its arms around me again. I sank deeper into the chair, staring at the empty glass, tracing the faint fingerprints left on its surface. The buzzing of my phone had stopped for now, but the ache remained—sharp and insistent, like the distant echo of a name I could almost remember but never quite grasp.

I didn’t know how to fix it. Didn’t know if I ever could.

But inside, beneath the fragile quiet, the search was already beginning.
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THE AMBER LIGHT CURLED around the edges of the room like a fading sunset, soft and imprecise. It pressed against the wall, pooling quietly in the corners, hesitant beneath the ceiling’s darkening shadow. I sat still, my back curled against the headboard, knees drawn close enough to feel the fine hairs on my forearm tickling the delicate fibers of the old photograph in my hand. The camera rested heavy and warm on my lap, its familiar weight an anchor in the shifting sea inside me.

The photo wasn’t perfect—corners softened like they’d been nibbled by time, the surface mottled with faint fingerprints, as if the memory itself had grown vulnerable through repeated caresses. A dozen years ago, maybe more. The folds of faded color blurred the edges of a boy’s face, a smile caught mid-escape between innocence and quiet sorrow. I knelt there once, in a moment stretched thin, fingers brushing his shoulder—a detail I could almost taste, but never quite touch. The blurring wasn’t just from age; it was the way memories fray, thread by thread, becoming outlines of what once was, or what I wanted to believe was.

I let my thumb linger, tracing the curve of his cheek. Hands trembling, breath shallow. The quiet ache folded in my chest wasn’t sharp or sudden—it was more like the soft grind of sand in an hourglass, endless and granular. The emptiness that had shadowed me all day felt denser now, closing its silent fist around me, as if to say, here is what lingers when the world forgets to look closely.

My fingers slipped from the photograph and rested slowly on the camera’s smooth body. The shutter release button was cool beneath my skin, but when I pressed, the click was immediate. Soft, but definite—a punctuation marking the moment. It was more than sound; it felt like a small rebellion. Each shutter sound a promise not to let go, not to let the shadows win this day or the next.

A breath escaped, longer than I meant, the kind that catches somewhere between wanting to shatter and needing to hold everything together. The boy’s eyes in the photo seemed to flicker, just for a second, as if aware. But maybe that was just my mind playing tricks, trying to bridge the widening gap between who he was and what the image had become.

I lowered the photo slowly onto my desk, the ancient paper absorbing the amber light like dry earth taking in rain. My hands rested beside it, fingers twitching lightly, the urge to touch, to search, so close I could almost name it. But there were no names left here—only riddles wrapped in half-remembered laughter and the weight of silence.

I swallowed hard against a tightening throat and let my eyes wander to the ceiling, tracing familiar cracks that seemed like rivers, like the fractures running through this whole story. The room was still, yet heavy with unseen shapes—echoes of conversations unfinished, of questions I couldn’t bring myself to voice out loud.

The camera hummed quietly against my leg, a presence both steady and restless, like a heartbeat just beyond reach. There was safety in its mechanism, in the deliberate cadence of capturing light and shadow, freezing fragile truth before it slipped away again. The past was a fragile thing—I understood that now, its edges glinting dangerously under scrutiny.

And yet, there was a pull, gravitational and unrelenting, the sense that answers bloomed like shadows just beyond the periphery of everything I could see. The boy in the photo—wild-haired, unguarded, lost to some version of myself I could no longer fully recall—was a fragment waiting to be pieced back, an ache not yet named.

I picked up the photograph once more, fingertips tracing hesitant patterns, searching for some spark that would ignite the faded image into something whole again. It was quiet here, but so loud with waiting.

The shutter clicked again.

And I couldn’t shake the feeling that somewhere, just beyond the reach of the dim light, someone was waiting, too.
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The Lost Image

The shelf creaked slightly when I shifted my weight, and the camera slipped from behind a stack of unread novels, stirring a thin ghost of dust into the slanted sunlight. It lay there, awkwardly bulky in my palm, its cold plastic casing pressing into my skin like a relic from someone else’s life. I could almost hear it whisper—silent, except for the faint mechanical tick that still pulsed within its frame.

The room felt smaller suddenly, shadows pooling deeper in the corners where the light refused to stretch, painting everything in a heavy amber haze. My desk was a chaos of half-open notebooks, errant pens, and a scattering of prints — fragments I’d examined a thousand times but never sought to understand fully. I squinted at the clutter, the tiny edge of a photo poking out beneath a journal. The image was faded, but the corners were sharp enough to remind me that each print held a story, a person, a moment now gone.

I flipped the camera’s power switch. It hummed awake like a breathing thing; the glow of its screen was weak but steady, like a heart struggling to steady after a long silence. The menus flickered rapidly, but I kept my thumb steady as the list sorted itself onto the screen. My fingertips hit the icon labeled ‘Deleted Photos’. I hesitated, breath caught somewhere heavy between my chest and throat.

Sweeping through the thumbnails was like opening a book sealed with fragile promises. There were faces I barely recognized, places that blurred like 먼[far-away] sounds in a dream. Each photo was grainy, edges frayed — the kind of imperfect memory that felt more real than any polished image. My thumb slowed, trembling as it passed over images that vanished before I could dwell on them. A queue of laughing figures blurred into a darker frame, and then—there.

He was there, tucked between a schoolyard scene and a cracked pavement, a face I wasn’t supposed to see. His eyes weren’t directed at the camera, just lost somewhere in a place I couldn’t reach. I felt my fingers clutch tighter, the cold plastic pressing into my palm like a secret I wasn’t ready to hold.

The room narrowed. I could hear my heart thrumming, loud enough to mute the distant hum of traffic outside. The dimness around me deepened, every shadow a shroud waiting to unravel. I wanted to close the camera and push it back up to the shelf, burying what shouldn’t be found. But even as the urge tightened, the knot of unease and curiosity within me grew sharper.

What if these erased moments were more than just forgotten flashes? What truths did they guard, locked behind artificial blackness? The camera was more than a device, more than plastic and wires. It was a gatekeeper, a silent witness to fragments I hadn’t yet dared to piece together.

I sank back against the chair, the dusty weight still firm in my hands. The house seemed to exhale slowly, as if waiting with me, sharing the tension that pulled the room taut. Every flicker on that tiny screen was a breath from the past—fragile, hesitant, and full of stories I was still afraid to hear.

I was sipping from a well I hadn’t known was running dry. And now, just holding that camera, I felt the first drops.
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THE GRAINY GLOW OF the laptop screen was the only light breaking the dull hollow of the room. Shadows bled into the corners, swallowing the worn carpet and the cracked paint of the peeling window frame, but on the screen—a smear of glitches and static—something held me still. A face emerged, blurry yet strange, like a half-forgotten whisper caught between waking and sleep.

I pushed the corner of my finger against the touchpad, zooming in until the pixels blurred into coarse strokes. The boy’s eyes, soft and uncertain, blinked at me from behind the fuzz, and I leaned closer, tilting my head to make sense of him. His cheek curved under faint, tentative light. The curl of his hair fell in clumsy waves, half-drowned by shadow but stubbornly there, like an old photograph cracked by time.

That ache settled in my chest again—the sharp twist, impossible to ignore. It wasn’t recognition, exactly, not the kind that fills you with warmth or familiarity. It was something colder, deeper, like a thread unraveling from the edge of my mind, pulling at a place I had long locked away. The feeling was sharp in the silence, heavy enough to make the air seem dense, almost suffocating.

I hadn’t seen this boy. Not really. And yet, my fingers trembled as if each pixel held a secret meant just for me—something buried so far down I couldn’t even name it.

The room felt smaller suddenly. My breath came uneven, a faint prickling behind my eyes. I blinked rapidly, trying to anchor myself to the moment, to the here and now, but the boy’s face flickered again like a ghost caught between moments.

I swallowed hard, closing my hands into fists under the desk, as if gripping something might steady the storm inside. The questions came tumbling forward, unspoken and raw—who was he? Why did his face sneak into these deleted memories? And why did the pull beneath my ribs refuse to loosen, like a rusted chain dragging me back into shadows I thought were gone?

I wanted to scream at the screen, demand answers, but all I could do was stare, tracing the softened lines of that unknown boy’s expression over and over, hoping to find a crack in his false stillness—a flicker that might explain what tether had caught me so completely. The ache didn’t fade. If anything, it deepened.

And in that pushed-back quiet, beneath the hum of the computer and the faint breathing of the house settling in at night, I realized I was no longer just looking at a photo. I was looking at a memory I didn’t remember having.
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I SANK BACK INTO MY chair, the soft glow of the laptop screen casting pale shadows across my face. Outside the window, the neighborhood had surrendered to night, the streets blurring into darkness like watercolors bleeding across a canvas. But here, in this small bubble of light and silence, everything felt impossibly sharp—every pixel, every whispered breath of static in the file folding in on itself.

My fingertips rested on the camera’s glossy surface, trembling as if the machine itself might shudder to life beneath my touch. The photo stared back at me, frozen in that single moment: the boy, caught between a look of cautious hope and something else I couldn’t name. His eyes were too clear, too insistent, and the edges of the frame seemed to pulse with a stubborn life apart from the computer.

“Where did you come from?” I whispered, voice so soft it might have been swallowed by the hum of the fan.

The question hung heavy, as fragile as the glass separating me from some forgotten past. Was this an accident? A glitch in a corrupted data file left behind when everything else had been deleted, lost, erased? Or was it something more—like a memory beating against the boundaries of code, refusing to be extinguished?

I blinked, caught on the wave of confusion that always followed moments like this—the eerie feeling that I wasn’t just looking at a photograph but staring through it, into a space where time folded over itself. The boy’s stare lodged in my chest, as if he was reaching without words, asking for recognition. My breath hitched under the weight of that imploring gaze.

The room behind me receded further, the muffled sounds of the world outside retreating into an indistinct void. I was alone with the flickering image, my mind turning over every possible explanation. Maybe I was reading too much into it, searching for patterns where there were none. But the gut-twist inside me said otherwise.

I traced the outline of the boy’s face with my thumb, though no warmth transferred through the glass. My pulse thrummed in my ears, the silence around me growing thick enough to choke on. It wasn’t just curiosity anymore. There was an urgent thread tying me to that lost photo, dragging me closer to whatever story had been erased but not quite forgotten.

A wave of cold spilled down my spine, sapping the warmth from my hands, but I held my ground. If this was a glitch, it was a beautifully cruel one. If it was a ghost, it was a stubborn one. Either way, I was tethered now—I couldn’t let it go.

I leaned in closer, searching for any clue hidden in the faint grain of the image. The boy’s clothes were simple but worn, his hair a tousled mess of dark strands catching the pixel-light. Behind him, an indistinct blur suggested a park or a backyard. Somewhere familiar, yet inaccessible.

So many voices crowded my mind—memories half-spoken and visions half-seen—but the boy was a mystery wrapped tight. I wasn’t ready to open that box. Not yet. But I was already unraveling at the edges, caught between wanting to understand and fearing what I might find.

I closed my eyes, tried to steady the storm inside me. How long had I been sitting here? Minutes? Hours? Time had folded itself away like one of those old, crumpled photographs locked in dusty shoeboxes, memories folded flat but never quite gone.

A soft click drew me back—the laptop’s fan winding down, the screen dimming. I hesitated, my fingers lingering one last time on the camera’s smooth surface, before sliding away—a silent promise that I would return.

That strange urgency thrummed beneath my skin, an unspoken heartbeat dragging me forward. This wasn’t just a glitch, not really. The boy had come from somewhere. And I had to find out where.

I shut the laptop, the screen’s light flickering out like a candle snuffed in the dark, but the image burned behind my eyelids. The boy’s eyes glimmering, waiting for me. Waiting for something I didn’t yet understand.

And I knew what I would do tomorrow. Or the next day. Or whenever the answer crawled quietly
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