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February Flash Fiction Results
The Winner ….
TRAIN OF THOUGHT by V Watkins 
He sinks down, bag beside him, and rests his forehead against the cool glass of the window. He’s done it. Just in time.
 The train creaks forwards as he travels backwards in his rear-facing seat, watching the platform disappear. Houses slip past from the edge of his vision, dwindling at the centre. Funny, he thinks, how time seems to move forwards and backwards all at once. The further forward you go, the more you live in the past. Sometimes. 
Like earlier, waiting anxiously beside the oven. He could hear her voice, gently scolding, don’t keep opening the door, don’t bang it shut or you’ll knock all the air out of the cake… and why don’t you wash up all those bowls while you’re waiting? 
He smiles, relaxing his focus, remembering her effortless command of all things culinary. How, with several dishes cooking, she could clean and clear and tidy away in the moments between checking, turning, stirring. An expert in multi-tasking. And how, wondrously, everything came together all at once and she would dish out, humming cheerfully. 
A passenger sitting opposite follows his gaze, wondering what is causing him to smile, but can see nothing of particular interest in the train’s interior, or even out of the window. 
But he’s miles away, back in the kitchen, surveying the debris of his baking exploits. Would she be proud of him? Well, for the cake, yes. The mess, no! (Now he is grinning, the other passenger notes.) A major clear-up awaits his return. Never mind. The cake is done, just in time. He closes his eyes at the recollection of the two failed attempts.... But cake number three sits beside him. He pats the bag containing the big plastic tub, and nods to himself. That’s apt, he thinks. Three candles on the cake, ready to be lit. His grandson will love it. 
He chuckles, to the other passenger’s amusement, as he imagines the little boy’s face when he sees this ladybird with bright red icing and chocolate buttons. He remembers the child’s delight at the colourful beetles in the garden last summer. How he has grown since then! She would be so proud of him if she could see him now. 
And there he is, thinking of her again, as he does every day, all the time really, at the edge of his consciousness, as the memory of her strives to fill the void she left behind.
His eyes open abruptly. The train is slowing and he realises he has almost missed his stop. He lurches to his feet, toward the doors as they open, sees his daughter and grandson waiting excitedly on the platform. He steps down, raises his hand to wave, and is aware of an absence. He is empty-handed. The cake! He turns round in panic, hearing the insistent beeping of the train doors before they close. And there is the other passenger, smiling, holding out his bag for him. Just in time.

The Runners-up …..
Something old becomes quite new by Elizabeth McTaggart

Lisa entered Mr Barret’s kitchen by the back door as instructed, her first day working for the owner of the High Street’s antique shop. Aunt Jenny, his cleaner, had become unwell and Mr Barrett got in touch with the family for help until he made new arrangements.  Lisa, about to go off to college, was seen by her family as a perfect fit.  His only instructions had been
 General house clean-up. Speak to your aunt.’  
	Aunt Jenny was sleeping when she visited and Lisa decided to start on the job.  After all, how hard could it be?  Vacuum, dust, wipe surfaces, clean toilet etc.  It would be good getting some extra money.
	The first day was fine and she finished in a couple of hours.  A text arrived on her phone two days later when she was due back at the house.
	Heading off to York for Antiques Fair.  Back door key under the mat at kitchen door.  I’ll collect on Friday when I get home. 
	It was clear that Mr Barrett had left in a hurry.  Clothes littered untidily in the bedroom, dishes piled in the sink, newspapers on the table and a couple of small dishes with some coins.  She set to.  It took a bit longer but eventually all she had to do was clear the kitchen table. She took the two dishes to the sink to clean the coins.  They looked better after their freshen up, except for one rather dirty brown piece.  She found a little scrubber and steel wool and had another go at it.  A slight improvement, but more work needed.  The coin was the colour of brown money, 1 pence or 2 pence pieces.
	‘Think they’re called copper coins.  I’ll look up how to clean copper.’
 Lots of interesting ideas came up, and she tried most of them. She scrubbed with salt, mixed vinegar and bicarbonate of soda, and left it to soak overnight in a dish of bleach.
	The next day wasn’t a work day but she felt the challenge of getting the coin really clean.
She washed the bleach off carefully, pleased that the coin looked much brighter.  She could see the outline of a face on one side and a picture on the other.  At the back of the sink cupboard she found an old tin of brasso. After the mixture had been liberally applied, she rubbed it off, gave the coin another scrub, rinsed and dried it.  
	Gosh!  It did look clean.
She replaced the coin in the dish and left it on the table, glowing with the anticipation of Mr Barrett’s praise.
	Another text on her phone arrived the next morning.
	The coin you cleaned was 18th century, worth over £7000. I’ll be lucky to get a fiver for it now.  Please don’t come back to work, or speak to me, or visit me.  Leave the key under the mat WHEN YOU KNOW I’M NOT AT HOME!!

And …..
A Clean Hoose by Carole McAuley

Jean found out pretty quickly that she’d jumped out of one frying pan into another.  She’d hurriedly accepted Bert’s proposal so she could escape her own dire home circumstances and they were married within months, moving into a small tenement flat together.  “Marry in haste, repent at leisure” Jean soon discovered for herself the first time he came back from the pub, taking out all his pent-up rage and frustration about goodness know what on her.  Going back to her parents wasn’t an option so she knuckled down and decided if she was stuck here, perhaps couldn’t turn it into a gilded cage but she could at least make it a clean one.  She felt like Cinderella, scrubbing and polishing away, singing wryly to herself “One day my prince will come - aye, the Prince of Darkness, more like, and come home fae the pub!”.  She preferred it when he just stayed there.  He could try to break her spirit but the house was her domain and hers alone.  He couldn’t take that away from her, that was sacrosanct.  That and her sense of humour, she’d never let him take that from her either.

Once the weans started coming, she threw herself heart and soul into bringing them up - the gossips maybe had plenty to say about her ne’er-do-well feckless husband, but they praised her for keeping a “clean hoose” and couldn’t fault her well-turned out, well-behaved kids.  She did her best to shield the kids from Bert’s foul temper.  Every penny of the house-keeping grudgingly handed over by Bert before heading to the pub went on the kids.  They were her pride, her joy, her reason for being.  The years passed, and Bert mellowed a little, Jean couldn’t remember the last time he had raised his hands to her.  In fact, he’d barely lifted his hands at all, never helping around the house or with the kids.  

The kids had all left home, bar one, the youngest Julie, whose wedding day was today.  Jean was helping her get ready at home, Julie looking every inch the radiant bride.  Jean knew her intended Jim was a good lad, he’d be kind to her and that Julie would make a clean break from the cycle of abuse Jean and all her fore-she-bears had endured. 

“I’ll miss you Mum”, sniffed an emotional Julie, “You’ve been the best Mum ever, and promise I’ll keep a clean hoose!”

“Dinnae you worry aboot that hen, I’d rather you’d a happy yin instead!” sobbed an equally emotional Jean. 

“Will you be okay when I move oot?” asked Julie tentatively.  

“Course I will, I’ve made ma bed an’ aw that ...  “ replied Jean.  

“I know you have Mum,” finished Julie “… cause Faither definitely widnae dae it!” 

The two laughed and hugged, crying tears of joy. 

