August Flash Fiction Winners and runners-up
The winner …….
Eventide by E.G.Coleman

The hull of the ship flared brightly in the Martian sunset. A delegation of hardy colonists from Alba Base stood huddled together against the harsh desert winds of the red planet. Captain McDade peered out of the starboard porthole as the Starship Caledonia made its descent. McDade scanned the tiny huddle almost completely obscured by the incessant red dust.

Mars... McDade had barely reconciled himself to his return to this hellish world, but orders were orders and the precious cargo he carried was probably the last throw of the dice for Alba Colony ...and humanity itself. 

Behind the colonists McDade saw ramshackle fiberglass cabins in the shadow of Olympus Mons, the titanic mountain that dwarfed the entire Western hemisphere of the planet. Cracked solar panels glinted in the fading sun.  

The ship came to a rumbling halt and the cabin door hissed open. In an instant red dust filled the spacecraft. McDade stepped forward, stumbled, and sturdy gloved hands caught him and lifted him clean out of the cabin and dropped him on the Martian crust. 

"Welcome back ya wee daftie!" McDade looked up while dusting himself off. Big Archie McQuillan, Chieftain of the Base and McDade's brother-in-law stood over him.

"Ah hope you managed to bring them here in one piece."

"Aye, aye, gies a minute, I've been travelling for 3 months."

Already the ground crew had started unloading the crates from the ship and a frantic huddle developed as more colonists ran towards the ship.

"STAND BACK, let the man through!" McDade was herded through the desperate, clawing crowd.

Big Archie ripped off the lid of one of the sealed containers, peered inside and roared:
"YESSS YA DANCER!"  He began tossing out packages to colony engineers. "GET TAE WORK LADS." The burly crew fired up blow torches and laser slicers. Big Archie began to weep, his big hairy face crumpling with emotion. "I cannae believe it, I never thought..."

McDade, smiled. "Yeah, what did ah tell ye."

The Chieftain laughed. The light of burning gas made his wet hairy face twinkle in the Martian dusk. 

Over pints of watery Martian lager, in the warmth of the Olde Earth Inn, McDade regaled the crowd with tales of desperate laser battles through the ruined streets of Glasgow, chased by robots and mutant gangs until he found the rubble strewn Retail Park.

McDade, stopped and looked around the room, catching the eye of Morag, his beautiful wife who was nursing their twins Hamish and Donald. She smiled lovingly. Hamish burped, his chubby wee face smeared with tomato sauce.

"And then... I found them. The last Frozen Pizzas in the whole Galaxy!"

The crowd cheered. 

Chief McQuillan stepped forward. McDade bowed solemnly. As the big man placed the medal over his head, McDade saw a piece of mozzarella dangling from his gingery beard.

"This is fir you Captain McDade; you deserve it. As my auld granny back on the Lunar Colony used to say, ye reap what you sow!"
 
The runners-up ……

REAP WHAT YOU SOW - A Moral tale by Mavis Henderson

A dirty white van rattled its way north from London. As it climbed Shap Fell, the journey was barely half done. Welcome to Scotland flashed by without comment and the van turned into the Welcome Break at Gretna. The two men who emerged had the pasty faces of long-term incarceration. 

There had been little or no conversation on the journey but now, as they ate their meal, the driver said, “You’ll be drivin’ this next bit while I grab some shut-eye.”

“How much further?” the other grunted.

“Five, six hours, we should get there about midnight. The last bit’s single track. Ah’ll take over for that.”

“Ye’re sure ye remember the place?” 

“Ah’ve thought aboot naething else.”

“Aye, there’s plenty time tae think when ye’re banged up.”

Just before midnight they changed seats and Jack took the wheel. He drove slowly, eyes peeled for the small clearing he remembered so well. After a few false starts he was certain he had the right place. 

“Ah remember that big tree opposite. If we pull in here, we’re hidden away and can get the gear out.”

They unloaded picks and spades, and the large battery lights that Jack had acquired. All was quiet and still. The village was a mile away and the nearest cottage was in darkness. Jack surveyed the area before pointing to a spot.

“Here,” he grinned, as he pointed downwards, “Here is what we served time for. Here is what gives us a new life. Costa Brava, here we come!”

The picks swung through the air and the spades dug deep. Several hours later both men collapsed exhausted against the van. 

“Jack, it’s no here! This has tae be the wrang place. Ah’m knackered!”
“It’s here, Bert, ah’m tellin’ ye. We jist keep diggin’ till we hit the metal box. One more hour, that’s a’ we need.”

Covered in mud and glaur, they dug on until they heard the ring of metal on metal. They straightened and looked at each other, then bent and scrabbled with their hands. Dawn was breaking so they moved quickly to place the chest in the back of the van along with the picks and spades. At a spot near a burn they washed their hands and splashed their faces. Walking back to the van, realisation of what they had accomplished led to euphoria followed by hysteria. As the tears of laughter dried, Jack slapped his companion on the back.

“Right, we need to get well away now and grab a bite somewhere.” 

After feasting on large breakfasts, they were ready for their moment of glory.  

Jack hammered the lock open and threw back the lid of the box to see……………. several heavy rocks and an envelope. He opened the letter, Bert at his shoulder. Aghast, he read aloud:

The Villagers of Achnavarie are most appreciative of your kindness in providing a splendid village hall. You’ll be pleased to know it is of great benefit to the whole community.

























The Peasants – by Janet Armstrong
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Gardening delight by Marije Terpstra

Eager to start my vegetable growing
I looked for seeds I should be sowing
Fast growing, low maintenance, hassle free
That sounds like a good variety for me
So in January I ordered some, and then some more
And soon a big parcel came to my door
While the rain pelted on the rooftop
I dreamed about a bountiful vegetable crop
[bookmark: _GoBack]In February I had to be patient, not nearly spring yet
The soil too cold, the ground too wet
I removed some weeds, dug in some muck
Dropped in some broad beans, wishing them luck
In March it seemed springtime, so I filled up my tray
Put it safe in the windowsill, surely the best way
Small seeds in compost, I watered them well
And soon little green leaves started to swell
Seedlings happily growing, true leaves almost set
Then one night the cat used them as a bed
I saved what I could, they looked a bit sad
But I still had spare seed, so it wasn't so bad
In April I replanted my pots, put out some peas
Sowing them thick, brushing mud from my knees
They were slow to get going, but surfaced with time
Though quite shortly after, all that remained was some slime
Unfazed I kept planting, surely numbers would win
I also decided to put other veg in
Green beans and runner, cauliflower and kale
Beetroot and carrots, they could not fail
In May a nice neighbour supplied tomatoes and more
And I filled up a grow bag next to the front door
Some greens started showing and I was content
Though they were a bit patchy, and some slightly bend
June arrived soon, but it was so cold
Only the slugs remained rather bold
Between weather and snails, the plants soon diminished
But it was only June, I wasn't quite finished
I filled up the patches with seeds and small plants
Added some compost, washed slug slime off my hands
Then sat back and waited for summer to arrive
So my future harvest could finally thrive
In July more weeding, my local snail and slug bane
Obviously prefer cabbage over grass and plantain
I was making good progress until an onion-like reek
Alerted me that I had pulled out my leek
I put in my last seeds, I know it's too late
But surely some greens at the end would await
Now it is August and harvesting started
So out of my garden this year I carted
Six pods of peas, a nice big broad bean
One single carrot and a tomato all green
Five buckets of molluscs, that I threw over the wall
And one runner bean flower, I think that was all
Reap what you sow, though I do fear
Not in my garden, well, maybe next year…
Though I suppose, if all else fails
I could always serve up some delicious stuffed snails
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