
Sack
by Andrew Kenneally

He cut a hole in the sack and out tumbled so many words, spilling all
over the bare floor. These are a few I managed to pick up while
noone was looking. And if I was seen? Well, noone said anything.
Maybe they were secretly glad to be rid of them.

Available online at «http://fictionaut.com/stories/andrew-kenneally/sack»
Copyright © 2010 Andrew Kenneally. All rights reserved.


