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Live Argyll Flash Fiction Challenge
October 2025 Winnner & Runner(s)-Up on the theme of “Opposite” are….
The Winner was…..
THROUGH THE GLASS
Sarah stared at the door in surprise. She hadn't noticed it before, even though she lived across the street. In fact, she probably wouldn’t have noticed it now, were it not for the young girl who had just slipped past her, catching her attention amongst all the strange figures out that night.

Perhaps because she wasn't in fancy dress, thought Sarah; but no, actually she did have an unusual outfit, but what drew Sarah’s eye was the way she moved straight through the crowd, without changing course or bumping into anyone. And nobody else seemed to notice her either. It was just odd. But then she turned quickly into the doorway and was gone, and Sarah weaved between the guisers, grinning at the outlandish costumes, shrugging off the strange tingling feeling which had just touched her.

In her flat, she plucked the witch’s hat from her head and, leaving the light off, went to the window. She looked again at the unfamiliar door, then up at the window opposite her own. 

Wait, didn’t the couple there have blinds? They must have got new curtains. And they must have visitors. Sarah didn’t make a habit of staring into other people’s windows, but hey, if they didn’t bother to draw the curtains… which didn't look new at all, incidentally. Besides, this was interesting - the people through the window, the girl included, were dressed up in some kind of period costume. Sarah leaned on the windowsill, fascinated, because the whole room in fact seemed from a different age, old furniture dimly lit in flickering lamplight.

And then Sarah’s nose was pressed against the glass, hands cupped round her eyes, because she had seen something which made her skin prickle. The mirror. She turned and looked at the mirror on her wall - the same mirror - the one with the distinctive wooden frame which her great-grandfather had made. There was no mistaking it. She looked back through the window. It was there as well. Or, rather, she suddenly realised, THEN as well. She was seeing through a window into the past, a reflection of something long gone. 

And strangely it made sense, on that one night of the year when the veil between this world and the next is thought to be thinnest. 
Her mother had told her when she moved there that her grandmother had lived on that same street as a child. Now she knew where, and moreover she knew that the girl she was watching, who had just risen from a chair to look in the mirror, and now turned to stare back out through the window, was her grandmother. 

Startled, she raised her hand in greeting, just as the girl did the same, and in that moment of connection it was as though something were resolved, and abruptly the window went dark, and Sarah found herself gazing intently at modern blinds and double glazing, and below, just the traces of where there had once been a doorway. 

© V. Watkins, 2025

The Runner-ups were….
Hallowe'en Havoc by Marije Terpstra
Dear Editor,
In response to last week's letter detailing a complaint  regarding an unfortunate incident this Hallowe’en, please allow me to elaborate. 
First of all, I would like to offer my unreserved apologies to little Elsie, it was never my intention to cause her recurrent nightmares. 
Having recently moved into the neighbourhood I was keen to cultivate good relationships with my neighbours and I decided to visit them with a treat this Hallowe’en.
To do so, being both Scottish and thrifty, I crafted an old fashioned ghost outfit out of an old sheet, which I then complemented with a large turnip sourced at the local farmers market.
On the, rather windy, evening of Hallowe’en, I donned my costume and retrieved my carved turnip from the back garden. However, I found the recent unusually dry weather had shrivelled its friendly smile into an altogether more ghoulish appearance. Not wanting to see my efforts go to waste (have you ever tried to carve a turnip, dear editor?) I activated my special multicoloured light anyway and set off.
My vision hampered somewhat by the sheet blowing about in the wind, I made my way through the garden gate. Here I was met by a friendly little black cat, who I believe is owned by aforementioned neighbours, and I bent down to pet it. However, a combination of the sheet covering my eyes, darkness and a gust of wind caused me to lose my balance and step onto the poor animal's tail. 
The unlucky creature emitted a sound I have never heard a cat make, and hope to never hear again in my life. Rather startled, I stepped back, thus trapping my costume in the hawthorn hedge separating our properties. 
Attempting to release my arms from the thick thorns I pulled hard and stepped forward, not realising my king sized sheet was held in a firm grip by the garden gate while also being pulled in the direction of the door by the unfortunate feline who had managed to get caught inside it. 
I stumbled, and my shocked shrieks mingled with the howls of the cat and a loud tearing sound as I crashed down onto the garden path, releasing both my turnip and bag of sweets in the process.
The first I saw of Elsie was her little frozen face as the turnip, emitting a rather ominous red glow after its impact with the ground, rolled to a halt at her feet, followed closely by the bat shaped bag of sweets which happened to land right in her hair. The distressed cat, still tangled in part of the sheet, pushing past her like hellfire to get into the house probably did not improve matters.
Again, I fully apologise for scaring poor Elsie. I do hope you can see I set out with good intentions, but due to a set of unfortunate circumstances my actions turned out to have quite the opposite effect. 
Yours truly,
A well meaning neighbour 

And….
Opposite by Julie Forrester

The woman living opposite is everything I’m not. She wears elegant clothes; never steps outside without make up; has glossy and perfectly cut hair. She drives a red sports car. The postman brings her parcels, nearly every day. She gets deliveries of fresh flowers, crates of wine, cheeses from the delicatessen. 

I know some of this because when everyone puts the bins out on our street, it’s easy just to peek inside hers at nighttime, when no-one’s watching and she's gone out for the evening. The rest I’ve found out from watching her. With my binoculars, I can see inside her kitchen (she never closes the blinds) and sometimes she leaves the sitting room curtains open too. I’ve read that Europeans like to do that so that other folks can look in, because they’ve got nothing to hide. Well, if that’s why she does it, that’s like an invitation, isn’t it? 

So, I watch. I know all her routines, when she comes and goes. When she’s at home, she usually sits on that white leather couch in the sitting room. I can see the flicker of a screen from the other side of the room, so even though I can’t see what she’s watching, I like to guess what it is from her expression. I like watching her. She doesn’t sprawl, she sits with her feet up on a padded box covered with white leather that matches the sofa. She sips from the glass beside her. 

I’d like to be her. I bet she owns her house. She doesn't rent like I do. You can tell she’s used to having possessions, the way she treats them rather casually. Today I realise she’s gone out and left a ground floor window open. It may be partly concealed by the bush in the garden but that's practically asking for someone to break in. I wait till it’s dark, and she still hasn’t come back. I go up her drive and quickly climb in through the open window.

Inside, the rest of the house is as clean and stylish as I had imagined. The fridge is full of bottles of champagne. I take one out, with a glass from the worktop, and carry the glass and the bottle upstairs. Her bedroom has an ensuite bathroom, and a separate walk-in wardrobe. I try on one of her dresses – actually, we’re about the same size. I look at myself in the mirror. I could almost be her.

There’s a noise downstairs. She’s come home. I hide in the wardrobe while she comes upstairs, drops all her things on the bed and runs a bath. She doesn't hear me over the noise of running water, as I smash her head in with the heavy bottom of the champagne bottle and she tips, head-first, into the bath.

I fetch another bottle, sit on the white leather sofa, see myself reflected in the screen opposite. I am her, I decide. This is my life now.

