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Flash Fiction Winner and Runners-up January 25 – “New Beginnings”
The Winner is Helen Watson from Campbeltown with her poem – 
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And the runners-up are V Watkins and Hunter McAuley….

SCRATCHES AND PATCHES by V Watkins
Maggie set down her sewing, and laid her hand on the kitchen table, fingers tracing the many lines carved into the thick wooden top. Her family’s life lines. She closed her eyes. She could read this table and its secrets. She reached across, her fingers searching for one old scratch, now faint among the many others. That first scratch - oh, how upset she had been! The first blemish in their life of new beginnings. Newly-wed, new home... and this new table, which Alan made. She knew he was proud of it, and she had marvelled at the skill of this woodworker she had married. In her mind’s eye she could see again that first simple meal they shared in their own home at a proper table, and the wine with which they toasted the first of many feasts. She smiled, remembering how they were so careful to wipe away the red semicircle from under the bottle, lest it stain the pristine tabletop. Yet barely two weeks later, in her haste to have the table laid perfectly, ready for Alan coming in from the workshop, she had scratched it with the fork she half-dropped, half tried to catch, as it skittered across the wooden surface. Alan had wiped her tears away, smiling with his eyes in that way she loved so much. ‘Don’t worry, gal, I made it to be used.’ And used it was, every day, and now bore testament to long years, and highs and lows, of family life. The marks multiplied as their family grew. Battle scars, loving caresses, thoughtless lapses, and some marks a mystery, unnoticed at the time. Plate-pushings, vegetable-choppings, toddlers banging cups. Pot-burnings, plant-stainings, child-scribblings, toy-hurlings, puppy-gnawings, craft-knife nicks, pinpricks, paint traces, catscratchings, ink-spillings. Life happened on and around that table, the heart of their home. She was brought back to the present moment as Alan came in, wearing his tattered workcoat, and carrying the new electric sanding machine, a birthday present from their children, now grown and scattered. The smile lines were deep-grained around his eyes, the years leaving their mark on him too. The workcoat she had made him for their first Christmas together had its own tales to tell, evident from the many patches upon patches added over time, now so threadbare there was nothing left to sew. ‘Nearly finished!’ She rose, holding up the new coat she was making. As it unfolded Alan glimpsed many colours of fabric, and smiled as he recognised several patterns - the old tablecloth; curtains from the children’s room; one of his favourite shirts, worn out at the elbows… ‘I know you love that old coat with all its patches, so I thought I’d just make this one with patches right from the beginning.’ ‘It’s perfect. Thank you, Maggie.’ He held up the sander. ‘Well, shall I make a start on this table?’ Maggie hugged him. ‘Actually, no, I’ve changed my mind... I think I like it just the way it is!’

The Breadwinner by Hunter McAuley

Joe looked out at the dark sea from the kitchen window. The scene matched his mood. Nothing was straightforward living here. Planning even the smallest routine matters wasn’t easy. The business of daily living was complicated, yet the lure of simplicity and new beginnings were the huge attractions. He was starting to wonder. 'The car needs a new tyre’ said Kath, ‘and we need a plumber to fix the bathroom tap.’ Joe rolled his eyes. ‘I’ll get right on it Kath, but don’t hold your breath.’ 
Next day, which dawned rainy and misty, Joe drove to the local village shop for some messages. Morag, who also ran the post office, bade him a cheery ‘good morning.’ Joe returned the greeting and perused the shelves, lifting a few tins and packets. When he reached the bread counter, he saw with dismay that it was empty. ‘No bread Morag?’ he asked. ‘Sorry Joe, sold out early this morning.’ 
Joe sighed inwardly. He loved his bread and going without was another tribulation. After paying for his shopping, he drove home in the dreich conditions and met Kath just as she was leaving for work. ‘No bread in the shop again’ he said glumly. Kath flashed a smile at him. ‘Why don’t you make your own then?’  Joe laughed. ‘What with, fresh air?’ 
Next week, the island courier delivered a huge box to the house. Intrigued, Joe unpacked it and scratched his head when he found the contents consisted of huge bags of different flours, all kinds of nuts, seeds and dried fruits, and some spices. When Kath arrived home, she explained everything. ‘I ordered it online, so you can make your own bread, ok?’ Joe smiled, gave her a bear hug and kissed her on the forehead. ‘Thanks love.’ 
Next day, he got to work. Using a recipe from the internet, Joe mixed oat flour with some raisins, nuts and seeds, added some water and popped it into the oven. An hour later, amidst a lovely baking aroma, he was gazing at a nicely browned loaf. Kath heartily  ate a couple of slices and heartily endorsed it. Joe smiled with satisfaction. 
The following day, he tried a fruit loaf with different fruits, and was pleased with the outcome. It tasted delicious and he and Kath ate most of it with their dinner that night, during which bread making dominated the conversation. There was no talk of painting or home helping. 
Joe began experimenting with different flours and ingredients and was soon churning out multiple loaves every day. They couldn’t eat it all and started to give some to neighbours. Kath, half-jokingly, said one day ‘why don’t you ask the shop to stock some?’ Morag readily agreed to take ten loaves. A couple of hours later, she messaged: ‘Sold out, Joe!’ 
 Joe started supplying the shop. Word spread quickly around the island and Joe  became an artisan baker, such was the demand. He and Kath became proprietors of ‘Bright Island Bakery’. New beginnings, indeed. 

image1.png
NEW BEGININGS

THE GREY SKIES OF WINTER

'WERE GETTING ME DOWN

| FORGOT HOW TO SMILE

MANAGED ONLY A FROWN

DARK IN THE MORNING

SCARCELY A DAWN

AFTERNOON EARLY

THE CURTAINS WERE DRAWN

TIME PASSED SO SLOWLY

NOTHING TO CHEER

FRIEND AND RELATIONS

COULD NOT VENTURE NEAR




image2.png
WEATHER WAS AWFUL

ROADS BLOCKED BY SNOW

FLOOD RAINS WERE LYING

WITH NOWHERE TO GO

ON THE LAST DAY OF DECEMBER

WHAT DID | SEE

OUT IN MY GARDEN

LOOKING AT ME

FOUR LITTLE SNOWDROPS

A NEW YEAR'S BEGUN

MY SMILE IS BACK

AS | WAIT FOR THE SUN.




