
a microcosm
by Randal Houle

He enters the well-ordered office. Papers pile high on the left side of
the desk. The right side is empty, waiting to receive the load like a
catcher behind home plate. He rifles through a drawer. Stops. "My
favorite fishing lure!" He turns out the lights. Nature swallows him
whole.

Available online at «http://fictionaut.com/stories/randal-houle/a-microcosm»
Copyright © 2010 Randal Houle. All rights reserved.


