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hands tied -- behind my back,
swinging loose, but purposeless

my footfalls are hamster wheels,
same tread ground, around and around

nowhere.

like hades, no trees,
only bare bones and screams
no roses, no moon, no sun 

solitary.

my soul – detached from humanity 
it turns, it burns
Viktor Frankl, no meaning.
without substance, no purpose

foggy, abstract
darkness pervades
save for gray walls and steel

Life is a blur; no dates, no meaningful moments
bland, like bread, like red rivulets 
burning a hole in the head of the soul 

mind-numbing monotony, 
malnourished group think,
recycled air, 
oppressive air 

suffocating. 

is what prison feels like.  
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