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December ’24 Flash Fiction Results
We had a 4-way tie and had to recruit an emergency casting vote panel!

December’s winner is Dory Reeves. Here’s the winning story followed by the three
runners-up :-

Garden Watch by Dory Reeves

Long overcast days stretch out, driech, damp, occasionally bright and sunny. The
garden has become a welcome source of slugs and snails although unfortunately the
worms are reluctant to visit. The seed level of the feeders indicates how hungry the
birds have been. Distinctive sounds resonate around the garden as sparrows call to
their mates, sending warning signals of stalking cats. Two of these feline warriors use
the lawn as a regular pathway to and from their regular abodes, with less interesting
places to explore and hide. One is black and one is white, the former an elderly tomcat
and the latter a younger female, each with their own amusing ways of staking out their
potential prey. Each with a low level of success.

The squirrels too are on guard duty, flicking their fluffy tails in the air, to indicate a catis
lurking, ready to pounce on any unsuspecting birds. Now and again these grey squirrels
make a determined attack on the bird feeders. Hanging up-side down and swinging from
side to side, they try hard although inevitably must accept defeat and move on
elsewhere. Crows and magpies come and go, often swooping down from the wall
protecting the garden to peck at the seeds that have fallen from the feeders. One
inquisitive magpie managed to navigate its way to the clear-plastic feeder that has been
stuck to the kitchen window with suckers. Disappointed at the menu it pecked away at a
sad looking fat ball and the well eaten seeds. Wood pigeons waddle across the grass,
stuffed tummies almost touching the ground like kereru. Frumpy rather than elegant.
They too hover at the base of the bird feeders, scavenging the seeds that have fallen,
before defying the law of gravity to fly off elsewhere.

Gazing from the comfortable and cosy vantage point at the dining room table with its
red and green baize cloth, | observe all this seasonal activity in the garden. Today, itis
early morning and although the sun has risen half an hour ago, it has yet to make its
appearance in the overcast sky. The deep frost earlier in the week has thawed and the
water sources are once again available for the wildlife. The perpetual spinach wintering
in the antique sink raised garden, has now reinvigorated into a vibrant green sumptuous
plant, ready to enhance the salad. A rusty brown bird bath, once smothered by border
shrubs, was recently unearthed, cleaned, and repositioned. Two sparrow-like birds’
perch on the slim metal rims, their sharp reflections peering back from the shallow
clear water. Their little tails extend 45 degrees towards the gun-metal grey sky and their
beaks dip expectantly towards the water. Brown and muted grey colouring signals that
they are female. These two little birds sit, year after year without moving; welded to our
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memories. Winter will soon be pushed aside. Spring is around the corner. Soon | will
clean and buff them for the coming year.

SNOW DAYS by Hunter McAuley

| stood at the frozen bus stop, cupping my hands and blowing hot air to try and keep
them warm. About twenty of us were huddled into the tiny shelter, shuffling our feet and
attempting to stop our teeth chattering, all keeping a wary eye on the leaden skies
which looked ready to burst.

‘You think the buses are coming?’ asked lan, from below the hood of his green parka. ‘|
hope not’ | replied, ‘because that means no day off school!” A couple of cars trundled
past very slowly on the icy road, the drivers gripping the steering wheels with grim
determination. Other than that, apart from the muted chatter in the shelter, there was
an almost eerie silence.

Light snowflakes fell gently, adding another layer to the winter wonderland which had
descended during the night. Nearby trees hung heavy with the white stuff, groaning and
protesting under their unwanted burden. After about thirty more minutes of shivering,
Ally was the first to go. ‘I’'m freezing, that’s me away’ he announced before turning and
heading home. Others soon followed and | headed home too, cold but elated at the
thought of a day off.

Mum didn’t seem that surprised to see me. ‘So, no buses then?’. | shook my head in
mock disappointment, trying to stifle a grin. ‘Right, ok then, make sure you change out
of your uniform before going out!” She’d read the script before. Now the day off was
official, my heart soared with delight as | closed my room door behind me. | punched
the air. ‘Yes, ya beauty!’

Within minutes | was changed and slipped and slid my way to lan’s house before
excitedly knocking on the door. ‘I’'ll be there in a minute’ he shouted. We chattered and
joked as we made our way towards the big trees across the field, leaving our unique
footprints in the crisp snow. ‘Fancy going up to the pond?’ asked lan. ‘Aye, I’m up for it,
let’s go’ | answered as we entered the white woods, crunching through the snow and ice.

Approaching the pond, we could hear shouts and squeals of laughter. Ally and a few
others were sliding and messing about on the frozen surface. Grinning, he shouted
‘What kept you two slowcoaches?’ We both grabbed some snow and slid onto the ice,
throwing and ducking snowballs. It was all over within minutes and we laughed with the
joy and exuberance of delicious freedom. We were the lords of the woods. Nobody else
dare encroach on our domain.

Much later, all exhausted with our exertions, we happily trudged homewards in the
expectation of lunch. Mum had made a winter warmer soup which | gulped down whilst
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also stuffing bread into my mouth. Mum asked me what I’d been doing. ‘Having fun
mum’ | beamed. ‘And you know what?’. ‘What?’ she replied. ‘l wish to god we could have
more snow days!!’

Why Winter? by Maurice Wilkins

Winter up on Oban Hill - what really does that mean?
I’m sitting on the patio and all around is green!
A cup of tea, a gripping book, a very gentle breeze,

The glowing sun is slowly sinking down into the trees.

But no! It’s not a winter’s day - it’s hardly reached November.
A real-life winter’s day can only happen in December!
So many trees have kept their leaves much later than the norm,

And the only thing to shift them now will be a winter storm!

As | grew up down south the winters never seemed to end.
The frosty nights and snowy days just drove us round the bend.
My Dad would change the old van tyres for those with better grip.

I don’t think he would have bothered if the snow was just a blip.

| realise that the climate differs on our western coast.
The subject of the weather has us totally engrossed.
Whatever would we talk about if days were all the same,

Like San Diego, the Canaries or the southern coast of Spain?

| suppose it’s really Climate Change that’s turned our winters round.
One day we’re suff’ring from the heat, the next we’re nearly drowned!
OK, I’'m just exaggerating - these are real extremes.

But how would we agree upon the weather of our dreams?
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Maybe the official test should be on Christmas Day.
Though hoping not to find a baby lying in the hay!
A gentle frost, a little snow and then a warming sun.

A great day with the family - and then that’s winter done!

But who is kidding whom; just how likely will that be?
Let’s face it - winter here is largely governed by the sea.
We either wake to find the rain is batt’ring down so cruelly.

Or else the gentle breeze speeds up and then it blows a hoolie.

Whatever happens certainly will not please everyone.
The skiers want the snowfall and the gardeners the sun.
But if perchance we can’t agree on wet or cold or what

Then your best bet is to spend the winter somewhere dry and hot!

So if you’ve failed to find a way to ease the winter dread,
There’s every possibility you’ll spend the time in bed!
But when you’re bored and hungry then get up - begging your pardon!

Pull back the bedroom curtains and look out into the garden.

Maybe you’ll see some early daffs protruding through the snow.
Or the dainty yellow cups of winter aconite aglow.
Then as the weather warms and all those birds begin to sing

Those brave and lovely snowdrops will announce the start of spring!

So what was all the fuss about? Winter has come and gone.

Whether as black as darkest night or as snowy as a swan.
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Don’t waste your time by wishing sadly it would go away!

Winter is simply time to plan your summer holiday!

Winter Stroll Elizabeth A Clark

Stand among the trees, eyes closed

Let your senses go —

Hear the softly drifting sounds

of snowfall, the hurried pad of small feet

Feel the wind push your body gentle hard.

Open your eyes to the wonders you heard
See the snow glisten, glitter pure

The snowbanks, the layers on branches
Catching the brief sunlight amongst

the swirling clouds.

Watch the small animals hesitate, dash

Be alert for hunters, feathered, furred

Begin to walk as softly as you can dare to

Listen to the blanketed sounds of nature around
your feet crunching, compacting fresh and old snow

A reminder of beautiful solitude in a wonderland

Stumble on ariver line

crusted in glowing, icy snow

The water rimed with lace-ice not meeting
fracturing with each sluggish water tap

Never meeting, yet coating rock, flotsam, banks black to sight
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A winter wonderland indeed.



