
 The oldly roughened soul moved on. He limped slowly down an 

aging cobbled path and looked to the sky, bold and vibrant blue, and then 

he looked back down.  Within two moments he found a crop stand with a 

crate of earthy crop. Thensome later he turned and walked before it.  

 He said nothing so the vendor said, “Fresh and portly yams.” 

 A horsefly paced across a narrow space of yam. That selfsame 

orange yam which the old man pointed to. But the fly flew off when the 

vendor picked it up. Glazed, the old man looked onto the outstretched 

dirty yam. Then he raised his arm and took it.  

 Halfway down the path he stopped and doubled back. Because a 

buzzing wasp or bee flew a slender single circle around his head and 

disappeared into the sultry sky. At the stand of crop again he rolled his 

eyes across the crate of yams. The simple salesman-farmer leaned back 

and produced a low contented melody.   

 That night the night was cool. 

 Carnell Ritholtz emerged from the greenhouse with a satchel of 

taters. He limped oddly because the venom of the bad bugs stung him 

where the satchel touched his shoulder. And the satchel was so heavy too! 

And its threading was like roughened rope, just like his roughened skin. 

“Someday,” he thought, in fact he thought aloud, “I’ll fumigate the lot of 

them.”  
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Comment: Invented words like “oldly” and 
“thensome”—though they should not be overused—
employ stylistic cleverness to hint at the quirky 
nature of the narrative to follow. 

Comment: Interesting word choice.  As a matter 
of convention, “portly” does not often describe 
produce.  The uniqueness of the author’s use of the 
word enlivens the vendor’s dialogue, especially 
when set against a word like “fresh” that readers 
would expect to see in a description of fruits and 
vegetables.  

Comment: In micro-fiction, details should be both 
vivid and succinct.  This sentence telescopes readers 
immediately into the world of the crop stand. 

Comment: This paragraph adds a note of tension 
to the piece.  The old protagonist is moved by an 
insect to return to the crop stand.  Is he frightened?  
Does the insect’s presence inspire some other 
emotion within him?  In micro-fiction, as in poetry, 
events are often allowed to be oblique or 
indeterminate.  Where longer fiction frequently 
demands a more finite sense of plot, events in micro-
fictions are often figurative, open-ended, or 
suggestive. 

Comment: The repetition of “night” provides both 
a cadence and a useful redundancy, reminding 
readers they should be attentive to the story for its 
style as much as its narrative content. 

Comment: Should the character’s name come 
earlier in the story?  Its first appearance here makes 
the transition between paragraphs slightly jarring.  
Indeed, it’s not clear if Ritholtz is the old man or the 
vendor from earlier.  While he walks with the old 
man’s limp, he seems to be harvesting “taters” in the 
manner of the vendor. 

Comment: As with any story, micro-fictions often 
end best on an image, an action, or a piece of 
dialogue.  This closing paragraph follows that 
sensibility gamely, and the last sentence is 
rhetorically resonant.  But the meaning may be too 
opaque.  Why does Ritholtz hate the bugs?  Or 
perhaps more to the point, why is his hatred not 
stated earlier in the story, especially as he encounters 
other insects?  This line might benefit from a closer 
connection to earlier scenes.  How might his disgust 
register more fully in the preceding paragraphs 
without giving the ending fully away? 


