Live Argyll Flash Fiction = October’s results 
The Winner ….. “Dinnae gie it grapes” by Chris Annetts and the runners-up “The Chaise Longue” by V Watkins and “Book Spines by Louis MacAlpine. Well done all and thanks to all 16 entrants for submitting pieces last month.
 
  Dinnae Gie It Grapes - by Chris Annetts
(Based on a true story)

Deep in his own troubled thoughts he hurried out of the library and nearly skittled into the pair standing directly in front of the door.  Preparing to admonish them for their lack of consideration he gave them a quick once over, two teenage girls clad in grey tracksuits with Burberry baseball caps on heads in the latest fashion.  Then he noticed the small black puppy sat at their feet and his heart melted.

“Oh, what a lovely pup.  What’s his name?” He enquired.

“Buster. D’ya want it mister?”  Came the almost instantaneous reply.

“Sorry?”

“D’ya want it? You deaf or something?  You can huv it if you wantae, Ah’m getting rid o’ it. The wuman hasnae turned up, she’s s’posed tae be here at wan, it’s hauf past, and we’ve tae see oor pals.”

“Why don’t you want him?”

“It shites aw ower the flair and bites the weans, Maw says ah huvtae clean up efter it, or get rid o’ it, an I’m no a skivvy.  So ah’m gie’n it back tae that wuman ah got it from. But she’s no here and we need tae go.”

“Aye an we’re late, They’ll no wait.” Chimed in her pal. “Gonnae just chain it tae that fence like ye said.”

“You can’t do that” He pleaded. “I’m not going to let you chain that poor wee soul up.”

“Well here you are then mister, you got yersel a dug.” She declaimed, ceremoniously handing him the lead.

“An’ here’s its stuff” added her pal, proffering a scruffy plastic bag with a couple of sorry looking toys and a cracked bowl protruding. “C’mon we’ve got tae go.”

“Aye OK I’m coming.” She set off to join her friend and then as an afterthought turned back to him and shouted. “HAW - The Wuman said dinnae gie it grapes or it’ll end up deid!  

“I won’t.” He whispered to no-one in particular, as the two girls ran off at full tilt round the corner, never to be seen again.  He stooped to the dogs level. “Well Buster, what am I to do with you?” The wee thing licked his nose affectionately in reply.

A blink; sixteen years passed by, full of companionship, adventure, long walks on beaches, cosy cuddles curled up in front of the telly, years of unconditional love. He smiled through his tears, remembering as if it were yesterday, that moment their lives intertwined. As he laid his best friend to rest under the acer in the front garden, he thanked his lucky stars for the quirk of fate that brought them together. Of course, he ‘didnae gie it grapes’.


 THE CHAISE LONGUE

‘Oh, do peel me a grape, darling!’ drawled Julia dramatically, draping herself over the chaise longue.

Alison snorted with laughter. Although advertised as ’part-furnished’, there hadn’t been a stick of furniture in the flat except this enormous absurdity in prime place in the living room. Non-negotiable, apparently. The landlady had almost had a fit when Alison suggested that perhaps she didn’t actually require a chaise longue in her life.

The toga party was Julia’s idea, of course. Alison had been dubious. ‘Honestly, Julia, the land-lady lives upstairs. She’ll chuck me out in my first week if she thinks I’m having some kind of Bacchanalian feast for a housewarming!’

‘So, invite her! What’s the problem? And really, what does she expect? I mean, who on earth has a chaise longue, for goodness sake?!’ And now here they all were, cramming into her new flat, clad in a hilarious assortment of bed linen and bearing vast quantities of wine and platters of Roman-themed nibbles.

The noise level rose as old friends and new neighbours mingled. Julia appeared at Alison’s side. ‘Which one’s your landlady?’ she asked, trying rather unsuccessfully to look serious. ‘Not here yet. But she’s definitely coming.’ Julia suppressed an inebriated giggle, but then became earnest. ‘I’ve got news. Stuart? Stuart!’ He materialised at her elbow, draped in a sheet, plastic gold laurel crown balanced rakishly on his head. Pinned to the sheet, a scrap of parchment declared ‘Julia’s Caesar’. Julia proffered her hand, which Stuart kissed ostentatiously. Alison noticed the ring and squealed with excitement.

‘Oh, it’s about time! Congratulations! Wait, a toast, everyone!’

One toast became several as the couple paraded around the room, crowd parting, and reached the chaise longue. Stuart swept the crown off his head and reclined. ‘Would you care to rest on my laurels, my dear Julia?’ She joined him, dangling a bunch of grapes above his mouth, to the delighted guffaws of all present. At that moment there was a loud crack, as the legs of the chaise longue gave way, spilling them both onto the floor in a confusion of limbs and sheets and rolling grapes. Everyone was in stitches at their hasty attempts to rearrange their togas.

Through tears of mirth, Alison noticed the landlady in the doorway. She sobered immediately. ‘I’m so sorry! It was an accident. I’ll get it mended!’ The pressure in the landlady’s face suddenly erupted. ‘Oh, don’t you dare!’ But Alison realised she was laughing. ‘I hated that thing! It's my great aunt’s wicked sense of humour. She left me this flat on the one condition I kept the chaise longue because it would never fit out through the door. But it will now!’

Alison was confused. ‘Really? You don’t mind?’
‘Good riddance! You know, I think my eccentric aunt would have entirely approved of it meeting its demise at a Roman orgy!’ Alison grinned. Maybe she would get it fixed, once it was out the flat... Fabulous wedding present, she thought mischievously.
----------
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Book spines by Louis MacAlpine

My father would use whatever was at hand as a bookmark. A receipt, a bus ticket, a strip of newspaper. After every school trip, when we’d shuffle backpacked and waterproofed through the gift shops of National Trust attractions, I’d always pick a bookmark for him. Handing over my 50p, warm and slick, from an afternoon of being continuously pawed and turned in my pocket. 
Red leather with a line drawing of Whitby abbey, a holographic heron taking flight from Salthome as you angled it in your hands, a cardboard sliver of Lowry’s Going to Work - a silent, becapped figure, hands-in-pockets.
He’d thank me, then rebuke me, laughing, get something for yourself next time. 

I’d silently rejoice watching him later that evening, somewhat detached always, but comfortable, the day’s toils behind him. Reading by the stove, his little finger resting child-like between his nose and lip, and my latest offering nestled between the pages of McCarthy or Steinbeck. But before the week was done I’d open his book to find a woodchip or a cigarette paper keeping place and wonder, sadly, how had he lost it already? 

When I was thirteen he gave me a flower-press, and for the next year i tried to immortalise the transient blooms of gypsophila, cornflower, lavender. I loved the soft pastels of desiccated petals, delicate florets preserved but altered, two-dimensional spectres of themselves. The stronger ones, with stems intact, I took to slipping inside his battered paperbacks until, pressing a dahlia, I overtightened the wing-nuts and the wood cracked down the centre like a bookspine. 

•

It’s still dark when I wake. Autumn carpets the street, save for the curb-side absence of leaves, where the earliest of commuters have left silhouettes of SUVs. 
‘Get an office job’, I hear him laugh, coming in from the wet, depositing sodden gloves on the stove-top, where they’d warp and harden and he’d curse quietly when he’d discover them hours later.
For a moment I miss the offices of Albert Road. Then I see the beating heart cadavers at computer screens, fallen eyes and lives postponed, each going about their tasks of vital importance and no importance at all.

By the time I bring myself to go inside his house, I’ve smoked two cigarettes on the driveway, though I quit years ago. 
When my grandmother died her illness was long, an attrition, a gradual succumbing. Ending her days in Briarview, with a view of an A-road, the handover of her sparse possessions was clean and clinical. 
This is different. Stepping into my father’s home it’s the small, interrupted stills of life that I linger on. His unmade bed, one red welders glove atop a pile of kindling, an open newspaper and, by the stove, a battered copy of the Grapes of Wrath, two-thirds read. Nobody plans on dying. 

Later I find them in his writing desk, seldom used but as a hideaway for all he considered important. Twelve bookmarks amongst desiccated petals, the heron on top, still taking flight. 
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