Flash Fiction - July’s Winner and Runners-up
The Winner 
THE LOST SUMMERS by Mavis Henderson
I’m an old lady now, living on my own, with little to do but think of the past. Today is Midsummer’s Day and the family are coming round later for tea.
Midsummer, I think to myself. That was June’s birthday. When I was young, June Summers was my best friend. We started school together and soon became inseparable, sharing secrets and private jokes all through those early years and into our teens. June’s parents were a lot older than mine, and she was their only child, born on Midsummer’s Day and bringing sunshine into their lives when they had given up hope. At least, that’s what June said. I remember asking my mother if my brothers and I had brought sunshine into her life, but she just laughed and said, “Yes, sunshine but sometimes stormy days as well!”  
June was a pretty child with fair curls and big blue eyes whereas my hair was short, straight and brown and my eyes were a muddy colour. I was very much a plain Jane beside her. It didn’t make any difference to our friendship though. These things don’t matter when you’re young but as we grew into our teens, I suppose I was a foil to the beauty she became. I didn’t mind, we had sworn to be friends forever.
Her parents were indulgent, and she wanted for nothing. They had a big garden where we would build dens and conjure up imaginary worlds, dreaming of our futures. Every summer Mr & Mrs Summers would hold a birthday party for her with cake and presents. We cycled all over the place during the summer holidays and Mrs Summers always packed a picnic for us. We had some glorious times and hated when summer came to an end.
When we were seventeen, June became more secretive about things, more evasive. When we met, I would still babble on about which boy I fancied but she wouldn’t always tell. “Come on,” I’d say, “I’m your best friend, you can tell me. I know, it must be George!” That always made her fall about laughing. George was clever but also fat and pimply. All the boys fancied her. She enjoyed their admiration but stayed aloof. On our last day at school, she told me she was going to France for a few months and would write. She never did. Her parents moved away not long after. Later I heard that she had died in childbirth. I was heartbroken. We had been so close, yet she hadn’t written or confided in me. I used to think it was some lack on my part but by then I was seeing George, who was no longer plump or pimply.
The family arrive and jolt me out of my reverie. My grandson George, so like his dear grandfather, gives me a hug. “Penny for your thoughts, Gran.”
“Oh, just the past, George. Remembering the lost Summers of my youth.”
********
The Runners –up
Memory of Summer by Kay Johnston

When washing ropes are filled all day
Sheets billow in honeysuckle
Bees buzz in clover when the grass needs cut
We free our toes from woolie socks
And eat ice-cream overlooking the sea.

Daylight stretches
Red Campion and Allium orchestrate the forest floor with colour and scent
Sandcastles and sand dunes, we dip in salty water
Scratchy machair tugs our legs on wild adventures
[bookmark: _GoBack]Sandy sandwiches and melted chocolate accompany rock pools of mermaids purses and sea kelp

This is a memory of Summer
As the Polar Jet Stream evades us
Shrugs us off and skirts around us
Skimming passed our shores
Like a scarf slipping from shoulders
Leaving behind a cold arctic wind.

Summer by Helen Watson
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Let The Sun by Meg Gannon 

Let the sun rise, slowly,
reaching it's depth of colour
until it balloons to the sky
and throws out it's light.

Now, peering into a window,			
the sun elbows it's way through 
those half-drawn curtains, to wake 
yesterday's crumpled cushions,
bringing colour to their cheeks,
and light to a dull room.

Soon the sun passes on
through the cold kitchen, leaving
a gift of warmth and light
on this summer morning.

And then, smiling, the sun runs
up the stairs to wake the house,
shaking the bedroom curtains
into life. Now the children stir,
and roused, throw back the duvets, 
bounce on the beds, and shout,
		
'It's the carnival today.'





I PACKED MY BAG by V Watkins

I packed my bag, and in it I put
A passport, a toothbrush, a swimsuit, a book
T-shirts for if the weather’s hot
And warm clothes, just in case it’s not

A pack of cards to pass the time, ’cause airports can be boring
And earplugs for the plane, when other passengers are snoring
On second thoughts, forget the plane and baggage supplements
’Cause air travel’s just terrible for the environment

The smell of salt is in the air - it’s ferry boat for me!
(Better take sea-sickness pills if travelling by sea…)
A ferry might not be a cruise, but let’s not be pedantic
Besides, the picture on the brochure makes it look romantic!

Ooh, I might meet someone special… so mascara, rouge and lipstick
It’s maybe wishful thinking, but I’m feeling optimistic
Slinky dress, to impress?
Not my scene, I must confess

Some dungarees, now that’s more me!
Not all dressed up to the nth degree...
Last year’s shorts I must admit
Mysteriously now don’t fit

Never mind, I can’t go wrong
With a cotton skirt and a chic sarong
Wetsuit, walking boots
I do enjoy outdoor pursuits

Flip-flops, strappy tops
Money for the gift shops
Toothpaste, shampoo
Roll of paper for the loo

Travel kettle, foreign plug
Tea bags and my favourite mug
Fold-up kites, pair of tights
Ointment for the insect bites

Citronella for the mozzies
When I’m wearing just my cozzie
Plenty of clean underwear
Deodorant, a brush for hair

Puncture kit, shoe horn
And a blow-up unicorn
Roller skates, bike bell
Should I pack those? I might as well!

Make do with superglue, several cans of iron brew
Tissues, jelly shoes, an inflatable canoe
A beach towel, a deck chair, for comfortable sitting
Sunglasses, parasol, cocktail shaker and my knitting

Swim cap, sun hat, and other such headgear
Telescope for stargazing in the other hemisphere
Camera, vacuum flask
Snorkel and a face mask

And for busking out the blue
A ukelele and kazoo
Sun screen, magazines
My bag is bursting at the seams

Slippers, flippers, toenail clippers
Now I can’t do up the zippers...
Have I forgotten anything? I’ll have a little think
Surely I’ve got everything - except the kitchen sink!

And now I’ve finished packing up for all eventualities
It’s time to come back down to earth and face up to realities
I’ve no money in the bank; my passport’s long expired
And after all that packing, I am feeling rather tired

There’s four days sun forecast next week - the entire Scottish summer!
To go away and miss it all would just be such a bummer.
But here in Bonnie Scotland, we’re impervious to rain
Just never mind the midges when they’re driving you insane

With such fantastic scenery, no need to get away
And just remember, other folks come HERE on holiday...
But dreaming of vacation is a lovely pick-me-upper
Now I’ll just unpack the kettle and I’ll make myself a cuppa!
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