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The Black Spot

 


 


It grows on you.

I saw the black spot on my pressure suit when
we came back in at the end of shift. I thought it was just a smear
of oil from my drill. No contamination warning alarms went off in
the airlock, and no one ever thought there was anything in The
Belt, so no reason for concern or quarantine. I just wiped it away
with a rag during suit maintenance.

I must have gotten it on my thumb when I
tossed the rag in the sanitizer. That’s where it started; this
innocent-looking black dot, the size of a pin-head. As soon as I
saw it, I scrubbed it away with degreaser and a wire brush until my
thumb was burnt raw, and I didn’t notice it the rest of the
day.

I thought I’d finished it, but I must have
just driven it under the surface. It was there again when I was
brushing my teeth the next morning – the same spot, except maybe a
little bigger. I went at it with my toothbrush without making a
dent, then thought about what I was doing and incinerated the
brush. Like that would stop things from spreading.

Doctor Vasquez says I should have come
straight to him – that’s the protocol. He’s wrong. Heck, I should
have cut off my thumb right away; maybe then I would have stood a
chance. Maybe we all would.

I took to wearing gloves all the time, and
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Sometimes, saying

“it’s just in your

head” doesn’t
make it

okay...






