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Floater

| have them, you have them. They float in your field of
vision—faint dots and splotches. They flit around as
you move your eyes. They're easy to ignore. If you
don't fixate on them. In prison, that's a problem. |
have to find something in which to immerse myself

before they sink into the background.

They placed me in solitary after | strangled Ludd. Why
not—he spat on me and called me trash. Cause and

effect, hand and stove.

Now he’s no longer a dot. He's getting bigger by the

hour. Soon I'll be blind, but not solitary.
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