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Live Argyll Flash Fiction Winners and Runners-up November 2024 

The Winner … 

Hiding Place by V Watkins 

I hope they don’t find me, thinks Zoë, wriggling further into her hidey-hole. Ooh, I hope 

they don’t find me EVER! 
This is the best hiding place she’s found. Better than under the bed. Better even than in 

the wardrobe behind Mum’s long dresses. And now in the woods beyond the house, 
much better than hiding behind the first big tree she reached, which had been her initial 
thought, until the beginnings of strategy had formed in her young head. So she ran 
further, through crispy fallen leaves, until she noticed the wee space under the toppled 
tree. Arrested in its fall, the tree leaning against its neighbours, the web of its roots lifted 
just enough for Zoë to crawl into the little den thus formed. 
 

“… ninety-eight, ninety-nine, A HUNDRED!” yells Euan. “Ready or not, here I come!” 

Zoë giggles. For once, she is ready. Sshhh!, she hushes herself. Smells of dark earth 

and damp leaves. Roots above her, stony ground beneath. Dull daylight beyond the cool 
gloom. Her brother crashing through the woods, his boisterous search. 
 

“Found you!” comes his distant voice. “Come down, I see you up the tree!” An 
exaggerated groan from Alistair. A dull thud as the elder brother jumps down into the 
leaves. 
“So where’s Zoë?” 

“Haven’t found her yet. Help me look!” 

Twigs snapping, undergrowth rustling. Whoops and laughter, Zoë’s big brothers kicking 
up leaves. Footsteps close by. Zoë holding her breath despite the stones digging in her 
elbow and ribs, and something tickling her cheek. Euan’s feet pausing, then moving 
onwards. Zoë grinning triumphantly. Ooh, I hope they don’t find me! 

 

She shifts her little hand to scratch her cheek, and her cuff snags the end of a root. She 

moves her head instead to brush cheek against shoulder, and her hair joins the tangle of 

roots above. "OK, you win! Zoë, you can come out now!” But Zoë can’t come out, 
because as she wriggles backwards, her jacket gets caught onthe roots. Her hair tugs 
painfully. I can’t move. I can’t get out! 
“Come on Zoë! You win!” 

 

She tries scrabbling forward. Fistfuls of earth and gravel. “Here! I’m in here” she gasps 
to the cold ground of the crevice. She squirms a bit more and is stuck. She sobs. Don’t 
cry. Euan will call me a crybaby. She sobs again. 
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“She’s probably gone home.” Euan sounds irritated. “No way she’s still hiding. We’d 
have found her.”  
 

“Zoë? Zoë!” Alistair’s voice, with unfamiliar sharp edge. 
“I’m going home” announces Euan, stomping off. 
Zoë wails, the sound muffled. Alistair, still calling. "Zoë, please, it’s getting dark!” 

She’s crying. Alistair won’t call me a crybaby. “A-a-aalistair…” 

Euan’s voice again, “She’s not there!” And suddenly she’s sobbing out her relief, 
because she can hear Kelpie barking. Kelpie,who they’d left at home before because 
she’s so good at seeking, but not hiding, that she always spoils the game. 

 

I hope they find me! Oh, I hope they find me soon! 
 

The runners-up …. 

 “Hope” by Carole McAuley  
  

He knew he couldn’t keep “Hope” afloat much longer, eventually the water would claim 
her.  He knew he too was sinking fast, his consultant said he couldn’t say exactly when 
but they were out of options.  

   

He’d had a tough upbringing and learnt from an early age he could only rely on himself, 
it taught him resilience, he didn’t need anything or anyone else, that is until he found 
“Hope”.   The Deacon Blue song “Dignity” could have been written about him.  Like the 

song, he dreamt of getting a little boat and sailing up the west coast through villages 

and towns.  Every spare penny he earned from the job he despised went into his kitty 

towards making his dream a reality.   

  

When he found her, she was more wreck than dreamboat but he knew she was the one 

and he set about restoring her, lavishing her with all the care she needed which he’d 
never had the chance to show anyone else.  “Hope” was all he needed.  
  

It would have been incredibly corny to call her “Dignity”, not to mention draw attention 
to himself, so he settled on the name “Hope”, what he was hoping for he wasn't sure, 
maybe it was to find a connection, somewhere to belong.   

  

He smiled as he thought of all the good times.  She was the only thing he really would 

miss when it was his time to go.    

  

He couldn’t bear it, he’d no money or strength left to keep her seaworthy.  He knew 

eventually the waters would seep into her cracks and she’d become like the other semi 
submerged wrecks in the harbour.  Would anyone wonder about her story, who had 

loved her and what had happened to them, how could they have let this happen to their 

pride and joy?   In the past, when he saw those pitiful shells it used to prey on his mind, 

somehow hoping against hope that fate never would never befall his beloved “Hope”.   
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He had even considered having a Viking funeral but thought it was too dramatic and 

anyway wasn’t sure if it was legal and had no friend to ask to arrange it, nor could he 
bear for her to succumb to the flames, the thought of selling her or even giving her away 

was equally unpalatable.   

  

No, she was his, their fates were entwined, he would rather surrender her to the water 

than to another living soul.  As he struggled away, he knew this was the last time he 

would see her. His racking cough already sounded like a death rattle. The pain 

consuming his body was nothing compared to the pain taking root in his heart.   

  

The murky depths awaited them both and they would be separated, but only briefly.  He 

knew they would be reunited and renewed on the other side and then sail away together 

on new adventures, fresh horizons awaiting them.   He would always have “Hope”.   
 

A Prick of Hope by Janet Armstrong  

Parodia magnifica twiddled his prickles on the kitchen windowsill. Spring was coming, 
and the sun's rays felt warmer and longer every day, tickling his plump flesh with their 
gentle heat. He had a decent enough life gazing at the fields, soaking up the sun, 
enjoying the occasional splash of water and a flick of Mrs Nesbit’s duster. 

 

But as March marched into April and the sky outside hung like a sea of forget-menots 
over rolling green fields, Parodia’s water levels became increasingly monastic. A baby  
cactus nestled against him, its growth stunted and its bristles drooping, yearning for a  
refreshing spritz from old Ma Nesbit’s watering can.  
 

Finlay, the old lady’s Shetland pony, nickered at the window. "No use asking me,"  
Parodia mouthed. "I haven't been watered for weeks." The pony whinnied again and 
kicked at his empty water bucket, his tail swishing back and forth at the flies. 

 

Summer arrived. Parodia's pot grew drier still. The field was choked with weeds and  
thistles, and the pony hadn’t been to the window in weeks. Parodia, undeterred, turned 
his thoughts to flowering, determined to attract the old lady’s attention. “When she sees 
my new flowers, we’ll get the best spot in the living room,” he said. “We’ll have it all – 
you’ll see.”  
 

Parodia had never been in Mrs Nesbit’s living room, but he’d often imagined the sound 
of the grandfather clock ticking beside the fireplace. Only the best plants were allowed 
in there, and it had been his lifelong ambition to join them. But despite his best efforts, 
he couldn’t produce a flower.  "If I can't bloom, you must give it your best shot," Parodia 
told his child, who nodded, and soon, a feathery white bud, like a miniature cloud, 
blossomed at his crown. A few days later, it bloomed into a glorious satin star, its petals 
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unfurling like shimmering gold leaf, catching the sunlight and reflecting it in a thousand 
sparkling stars. A tear of pride formed on Parodia’s prickles just as a key clicked in the 
front door, and two new voices filled the kitchen from the hallway. 

 

"This place looks tired. We'll need to give it a makeover before we move in,” said a  
woman. “That cactus looks a bit sad. Maybe a dash of fertiliser and a new pot?" 

Parodia's son perked up. "A new pot?" he said. A man chuckled. "Yes, a shiny, bright red 
one." Parodia groaned. "Red? I'm a Mexican ball cactus, not a ruddy Poinsettia." 

The woman approached the windowsill. "How lovely!" she exclaimed, her eyes glinting 
as she admired the flower, its golden petals blinking back at her. "It's going to need more 
light, though. Maybe we could put it on the windowsill in the living room?" 

Parodia's son's heart leapt, and a wave of excitement surged through his spines. "The  
living room!" he whispered, his voice catching. The woman ran a forefinger over his 
bristles, affirming, "Exactly. And you too, old fellow. You look a bit thirsty." 


