
 I will probably never know who this boy was, or how he got into a box of miscellaneous 

photographs of my family and friend, all of whom are by now deceased or otherwise 

gone. I notice that I refer to this image as a person rather than as an object, using the 

pronoun “he,” not “it," and that habit compels me to wonder, to mourn, and ultimately, to 

write.  

 



 


