The Lonely Guy

My hands are blanched

Start there.

Turn on the lights

I was worried about my eyes.

Definitely having trouble making out letters

The smallest ones, or maybe the medium ones too

Reading all the time

Far end of the elipse

The darkest time of year

There are still green vines!

On the window.

It’s disturbing. 

They should retire from sight. 

Retract back into the ground. 

