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      To the light of this moment in my life, unnamed in text though your name is written in my heart.
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It started off as just a glimmer in the distance, a small flicker just out on the edge of my vision. That was it. It was just a speck, a brief and short-lived glance, and that was all it was ever supposed to be. 

I’d seen similar flickers not unlike that one cutting through the familiar darkness around me. In fact, I carried one such light. It floated out in front, at the top edge of my vision. Its glow was omnipresent, but I had come to ignore it. It did not need my attention to glow. It did not need my encouragement to shine. It was content simply existing without pulling my sight away from my prey or otherwise distracting me. Though charming and effective, its spell could never work on me. It leads others away from their paths, but I was immune. It could never lead me astray. It won’t lead me astray, I often told myself. I knew better than that. Others didn’t, but I did. And those others were caught, taken up in my jaws and promptly swallowed. 

The differences between me and my prey were clear, built into the natural order of things. My prey was weak and dumb. I was strong and clever. They drifted aimlessly, until the faintest light caught their attention. Meanwhile, I was unflinching, completely focused, and patiently waiting until they strayed too close to my mouth.  They were eaten. I survived. And that was just the way of things.

So what if there wasn’t much to it? So what if this way of existing seemed a bit monotonous or dull? This was how things were. It was a life. Specifically, it was my life, and it left me with hardly anything to complain about. There might have been the occasional long wait between my meals, but it was never unbearable. Another morsel of food would come in time. At the instance of the soft glow on my forehead, it would swim right towards me and meet my open mouth. 

The best meals are ones that don’t require much preparation, I had learned through experience. And if that were the only metric with which to judge a life, then I was doing quite well. The many fish who had the misfortune of finding me in the dark would certainly prefer my life to theirs. 

And yet, the glimmer in the distance remained. It lingered where I had left it that day, when I caught that glimpse and quickly swam away and deeper into my world. My flight was motivated, in part, by panic and fear. I had wanted to escape it. I was desperate to. To me, it seemed as if there could be no other way to react. Lingering in its sight was not going to do me any good, and yet, I brought the memory with me. So in that way, I hadn’t fully escaped. 

But for some reason, I was okay with that. 
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Even before Celeste spoke, I felt my world transform. The bleak black and white color palette gave way, and a new, vibrant world came to replace it. She had breathed life into me with a simple question.

“Can you believe it?” she asked.

Celeste’s voice was the same as it had always been: soft, meek, and gentle. One had to make an effort to hear her, though it was always worth it as there was great weight and wisdom lurking therein. Not to say that the sound of her voice was unpleasant on its own. Quite the opposite. It was almost musical, but it was so faint that it couldn’t find the strength to strike a note properly. So it just lingered in the air with all the heart and soul of a song but without the sensory substance. It was a ghost, in some ways, but of what I couldn’t say.

It pulled me in, though. Without delay or hesitation, I went to sit down in front of her, trying my best to not bump into or rock the table needlessly, but I struggled with what should have been so easy. It was my mistake. I hadn’t pulled the chair back far enough to accommodate my body.

In my defense, I was distracted. I wasn’t thinking about what I was doing, but I was focused instead on Celeste’s angelic face: on her wide eyes, the small dip in her upper lip, and the slight point of her chin. All of those things were accentuated by a few loose strands of hair that had fallen out of her messy bun to create an uneven frame around her face. Some would have called the look unkempt with a degree of condensation and contempt in their voices. It seemed impossible, but it happened. She told me once about her mother’s biting criticism about such a thing. And as I stared intently at Celeste face, using that story as an excuse for a more intense stare that I could not otherwise justify, I realized that the sight of her black hair struggling to break free from its confines was enough to make anyone stupid. It could cause some truly terrible opinions to take hold in someone’s mind. It could cause a woman to forget to hold the worst edges of her tongue back from the small child she was supposed to protect. And it could explain why I forgot the basics of humanity right then, why I didn’t pull the chair back far enough, why I didn’t realize I could just readjust it now that I was confronted by my mistake, and why the mere act of breathing was suddenly so difficult to do. 

Celeste was beautiful. Then and every moment I saw her. And her beauty was just as much an undeniable, stabilizing truth as the adage about the consistency of the sun’s entrance or departure. The sun will rise in the east to greet Celeste’s beauty, and it will retreat from her glory in the west to dream of her just as I so often did. 

Such was the way of the world as I knew it, though my place was something of a mystery.
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There was something in those little snacks of mine that compelled them to swim into the light. I never knew what it was exactly, but I couldn’t deny that it was there. The results simply spoke for themselves. When each morsel caught a glimpse of my glow, it promptly fell victim to its charms. Then came the approach, with my mouth waiting just beyond the light’s glimmer. And somehow, they hardly ever seemed to catch on. They never saw past the shadow on the other side of the light to see the danger that loomed in the shadows.

That was to my benefit, of course. The easiest dinner to catch is one that does not try to flee. But there was something like an aftertaste, one that I had never been able to ignore. It was bitter but not the standard sort of bitterness that came from biting into a fish that was already half dead and rotting away. This was something else entirely, though it left me just as unsettled as a terrible meal did. This was just curiosity in its rawest form as questions swirled around in my head. Why didn’t they flee? Why didn’t they understand that the brightness of the lure didn’t signal anything grand–not salvation or gratification–but destruction? Why didn’t they question the sudden presence of something they had never known? Why assume this unfamiliar entity could bring something good? Why pursue the new when there was no reason to trust it and the old had proven to be such a reliable friend?

Those answers were not so important. They did not feed me in the same way that my prey’s recklessness did. And it was not as if having those answers would change what I was doing or the way I lived. But I still wanted them. Or, should I say, there was something in me that needed them. 

Those answers were useless to me on their own, but they might have led me to something. Had I ever found them, they might have led me to the answers I really needed, to the ones that could dispel the storm overtaking me, the haunting of a memory swirling in my mind. 

No matter how many meals had passed, I still thought about the light. The image of it still lingered in my memory, pulling at my focus and demanding my attention. To what end, I didn’t ask. It was not something I could even begin to consider. But the interest itself confounded me all the same. It wasn’t something I should have been dealing with. I should have been immune to it, but why wasn’t I? 

It didn’t make sense. I knew better. I knew so much better. My life depended on me being better than that, but the giant light’s call lingered no matter how my logic tried to drown it out. I heard it above every other sound or thought. And I did not know why it was so loud or why I found myself inclined to listen.
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