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For Roderick,

who learned, too late, what a feather is for.
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And for Anthony Floyd Wainwright,

killed by the State of Florida on June 10, 2025,

through whose absence this book found its way home.
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This book did not start as a book. It started as a stream of messages typed on a prison tablet by a man on Florida’s death row, sent through the Department of Corrections messaging system to a woman in the United Kingdom who had no idea, when the first message arrived, what these messages might mean. The man’s name was Roderick Michael Orme. The woman is Samantha Wainwright, one of the two editors of this book and the widow of Anthony Floyd Wainwright, killed by the State of Florida on the tenth of June, twenty-twenty-five. Roderick sent the manuscript to Samantha in pieces over many months. After he took his own life on April 23, 2026, she gathered what he had sent her, and she sent it to Jeff.

We have preserved Roderick’s sentences as he made them. He did not always know where one ended. He did not always know where the next began. The text drifts, the way a man drifts who has been alone for thirty years inside a room that is mostly his own mind. We resisted the urge to tidy. We have corrected obvious typographical errors, supplied a missing word where its absence broke the sense of a clause, and reproduced his erratic capitalization as he set it down. We have not smoothed his voice. The voice is the whole point.

This is not a book of innocence. The author of these pages did a terrible thing. We will not pretend otherwise, and neither did he. Jeff’s foreword names what he did, names the woman he killed, and names what the State of Florida tried for thirty years to do to him in return. We have placed those facts at the front of the book on purpose. They are the soil in which the rest of this writing grew.

The book belongs to its readers now. Roderick is dead. He cannot defend, explain or amend a single word.
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THE FEATHER ARRIVED AFTER HE WAS DEAD

by Jeff Hood

––––––––
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I am still sad to no longer be in the company and service of my master the eagle, but I no longer lament my condition and nor do I fear my demise.

— Roderick “Seadog” Orme, A Floating Feather
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I. The Hand-Off
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Roderick Michael Orme was not my friend. I want to say that at the top, because I have written about men I sat with at the end of their lives, and this is not that kind of book. I never visited him or wrote to him. The manuscript came to me through Samantha Wainwright, who is one of my closest friends, and whose husband Anthony I had the honor of accompanying to his death by lethal injection at 6:22 on the evening of June 10, 2025, at Florida State Prison in Raiford.

Roderick sent the book to Samantha through the Florida Department of Corrections prisoner messaging system, a screen-to-screen channel that the state monitors, charges by the message, and could have shut down at any time, in the months after Anthony was killed. Of course, Roderick knew Samantha through Anthony. After Anthony was executed, Roderick sent her a parable about a feather, a set of musings about love and friendship, and the things a person sees clearly only after being locked in a small room for 30 years. He also sent a short note asking if she might find a place for the words after he was gone.

She held the pages through Roderick’s suicide on the 23 of April 2026. A few months later, she emailed the whole thing to me. She did not have to explain why she was sending it. She said only: I think you’ll find this fascinating. I want us to publish it.

I read it that night. I
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