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Here are the winners and runners-up for April’s Flash Fiction Competition. 

I had a request to extend the number of runners-up so people could see more entries so I’ve included the judges’ top 5 this month 

The Winner …. 

Rose’s Rap by Carole McAuley

Rose was of course aware of all the injustices in the world and had a rough idea of current affairs but didn’t follow things in minute detail and certainly didn’t allow herself to get wound up about things.  Instead she got behind local causes - she adopted a ¨triple S approach¨, Save this, Stop that and once it had been saved or stopped, she implemented the third S - support it.  

She loved it when her town had its annual book festival offering author talks and various workshops and tried to attend as much as she could.  Her interest was piqued when she saw the “Rapping is for Everyone” workshop on the festival programme.  She felt rapping was a young person’s game, and an angry young person at that.  She was a pensioner, didn’t feel particularly angry about anything, and didn’t want to look foolish attending something where she’d feel out of place.  Then she thought why not, and before she had time to think about it, she’d clicked on the link and booked herself a place.

On the day of the workshop, the instructor was very engaging, explaining the origins of rap and how it was a great way for anyone, regardless of age, to express their feelings, and shared some of his own examples.  He asked the group what issues they felt passionate about and what feelings they wanted to share.  They were a mix of ages, Rose most definitely being the oldest.  People began scribbling down some ideas.  Rose genuinely couldn’t think of any feelings or issues she had strong opinions about.  Then something came to her and the words just flowed.  

When it came her turn to read out her rap to the beat she found herself really enjoying her moment in the spotlight:

“It’s driving me crazy
All these folks so lazy
Is it too much to do
To bag your dog’s poo
And follow it through
And put the bag in a bin too
Not hang it on a tree
For collection by the poo fairy
A rain shower ain’t no power washer
Just clean up you ignorant tossa 
Most owners clean up 
Ain’t got no beef with them
They ain’t the problem
It’s only a few to blame
Who give owners & their dogs a bad name”

She then followed it with a short verse about fighting apathy amongst locals to get them to care about the causes they should be getting involved in. 

“Apathy is their weapon
They’ll turn it on you
You gotta get up 
And do what you gotta do
Change what’s around you
Then the world will follow too”

She received a rapturous applause from the group and she was delighted others felt the same way. 

Rose thought she’d love to try rapping again, it was a great way to connect with others.  She didn’t feel foolish in the slightest, she felt empowered and had re-ignited her passion for her local causes too!

The Runners up…..

A Night Away by Marije Terpstra 

He looked at his phone. The right place. 
He stared at the field. 
No ‘luxurious bedroom’, no ‘best buffet ever’. Instead, rushes and a broken gate.
He felt foolish. Scammed. 
He glanced at the time. Fifteen minutes late. With a sigh, he shouldered his backpack and started trudging back. He was sure he'd seen a pub close to the bus stop, they would know of a place to stay nearby, if there was any.

“Good evening, Sir,” 
Startled, he turned round to see a small green clad figure standing on the grass. 
The man bowed slightly, “Mr Smith, I presume? I do hope my tardiness has not caused undue inconvenience. Please follow me.” 

For all his size, the man was a surprisingly fast walker. They rounded a grassy knoll and the little man stopped and turned towards him. Dipping his head he pointed towards the door with slender fingers, “Your lodgings, sir, I hope they are pleasing to you.”
He looked at the round green door set in the side of the small hill. It swung open as his host approached.
 “Please, do come in!”

Stepping over the threshold, he found himself in a sparkling bright room with a domed glass roof. A large table was set in the middle of the room, the silverware sparkling. An enticing smell filled the air. 
One of many doors, set in the back of the chamber, revealed a light and airy bedroom featuring an old fashioned wash basin and hat stand. 


He woke up to bright sunlight and a soft tapping at his door. 
“This is your wake up call, sir.”
For a moment, he wondered where he was. He smiled as it came back to him. What a night it had been! 
Sharing the same pointy features and small stature, the family had proved excellent hosts. There had been deep conversations, fiddle playing, dancing and games. And the food! He had never tasted anything like it. He had recognised less than half of the table fare, but all had been delicious. And the drink! A light and fruity wine, shining bright ruby red in the moonlight. They had shared many a toast, a few too many maybe, to all and sundry.

He got up slowly. He didn't feel too bad. Quite good really. He looked at his phone to check the time. Nothing. His host had warned him the thick walls tended to confuse ‘these modern devices’. He shrugged and put it back in his pocket.

He found his host and his wife waiting by the door to bid him a fond farewell. Stepping over the threshold onto the green grass, he coughed in the smoggy air. He looked at the double fence surrounding the grassy knoll, the high rise flats facing him.

The media quickly picked up the story of the mystery man, who had appeared out of nowhere, banging on the grass of the local zoo's sheep enclosure, shouting, demanding, pleading to be let back in.

And ….

JUST SAYING by V Watkins 

With age comes wisdom, or so they say
Well, you can keep your wisdom any day
If age is the price I have to pay
I'll stay young and foolish, so come what may!

You’re as old as you feel, so hang onto youth
Live life to the full, raise a glass to the truth
Stay in the fast lane to keep young as ever
And aim for the stars with your every endeavour.

Offer spontaneous acts of kindness
Naive, perhaps - but if in love’s blindness
We put others first, despite our own strife
We’re touching upon the real meaning of life.

Is my head in the clouds? That might well be so
But it’s better up here than way down below
Keep on the bright side and watch the sun shining
I tell you, these clouds, they have silver linings.

Though many’s the time that I’ve messed it all up
Thrown a wrench in the works, seen the half-empty cup
Let the cat out the bag, put my foot in my mouth
And been shot down in flames when it’s then all gone south…

But each time that happens I try to bounce back
If I don’t cut corners, life cuts me some slack
I’ll look before leaping, go the extra miles
Ensure my next venture brings nothing but smiles

By the skin of my teeth, by the seat of my pants
I’m weaving through life in this beautiful dance
It’s a whale of a time, and I won’t change my tune
If success only happens once in a blue moon

You might have a dream, but your hope turns to rust
And another intention of yours bites the dust
Yet isn’t it better, sometimes to fall
Than never to dare to dream at all?

If your life is set on so even a keel
That surprises don’t happen, there’s nothing to feel
And you omit to laugh, and you forget to sing
Then rocking the boat is not a bad thing.

Could idiomatic turn of phrase
Set your course for better ways?
It might be easier said than done
But if there’s no challenge, there’s no real fun.

Let’s get to the point, not beat round the bush
We’re in the same boat, when shove comes to push
And the heaviest task will be light as a feather
If we all pull our weight and set to it together.

And to those who just say it will all end in tears
Always drawing the line, always bound by their fears
Throw cares to the wind, I say unto them
Embrace the unknown, and carpe diem!

Such foolish wisdom thus do I impart
But this is a wisdom that’s straight from the heart
And Heaven looks after fools, so they say
It’s always looked after me, anyway

And …

Foolish Girls and Opium by Sally Watson

I’d never had my own money before – well, no more than the Saturday wages from being on the till in Willie Low’s aged 16. And that soon went on glitter eyeshadow and a new top for the Sunday night Caple disco.
There had been that time when, as a 10 year-old, I’d won ‘house’ on the cruise-ship bingo – sheer fluke and I still remember the feeling of 100 x £1 notes in my hand – a lot of money then and I could hardly hold the multitudes in my tight little fist. I was amazed and delighted, but Dad took those notes off me sharpish and it was never mentioned again. He didn’t want me to get a taste for gambling I suppose. Maybe he saw the impulsive reckless side buried under my good girl exterior and was determined not to encourage it.
So when I got my first student grant, aged 17 and a half – enough money for three months of food, books, accommodation and bus fares in a strange new city – I spent it all on a big bottle of Opium perfume (the epitome of glamour to my teenage self) and several Saturday nights perched on a barstool at Charlie Parkers jazz club drinking Brandy Alexanders and puffing inexpertly on Gauloise cigarettes. 
I loved it, though it did mean beans on toast till Christmas, a price I was prepared to pay.
Jakki, unlike me, was the real deal glamour-wise. Drifting around the university library in her ra-ra skirt and stilettos, full make-up and high ponytail – like the sinful version of Olivia Newton John in Grease – she left a trail of Opium and lascivious/envious glances in her wake.
She spent her nights at Charlie Parkers and other hotspots like she belonged there. She dated the playboys and nightclub owners and flaunted the gifts they gave her – jewellery and clothes and tales of posh dinners and open-topped sports cars.
She was a rare and exotic bird, out of place in the university buildings with their patina of grit and grime, learning and books (this, as you may have guessed, was the pre-digital age). 
I used to look forward to her stories, which seemed a very contemporary take on some of the Jane Austen books we were studying. Becky Sharp from Vanity Fair, Isobel Thorpe from Northanger Abbey, Caroline Bingley from Pride and Prejudice: Jakki topped them all.
Gradually, though, she disappeared from view, didn’t come to lectures or tutorials, was absent from the library bookstacks, eventually dropping out altogether. Foolish, I thought at the time.
But maybe I was the foolish one. Maybe she flew high, unencumbered by qualifications and a beans-on-toast lifestyle. Maybe she reached giddy heights through different means. Foolish, foolhardy, feckless – or a reckless self-belief that paid off.
As for myself, I haven’t yet fulfilled my sophisticated barfly potential. However there’s time yet to ride through Paris in a sports car with the warm wind in my hair.* 
Better be quick though, while I’ve still got hair left!
(with thanks to Marianne Faithfull)

And …..

APRIL 1st by Sebastian Tombs 
 
All fools
use tools
of wit and stealth
to conjure up
our self deceptions;
we, dumb,
succumb
and school ourselves
to cover up
our imperfections!

What easy dolts
we, foolish, make
when in a dwam
and half awake -
we take a slam-dunk
on the chin;
and wonder
what wild world
we're in!
 
But when we've once
been had for lunch,
we learn to give
ourselves a break:
a pinch and punch
is all we need
to jolt us, thus
from follies freed,
to heed the hunch
of legs being pulled -
that we've been fooled
for goodness' sake!

