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Live Argyll Flash Fiction Winners and Runners – Up January 2026
On the theme of goals (from New Year Resolutions/Goals) our winner is………..
Elizabeth McTaggart with …

        WORD PUZZLES 

Jamie yawned, rubbed his eyes, and pressed his computer’s ON switch as he headed for the all-important early morning coffee.  While the coffee machine worked its magic he returned to the computer, choosing the Foretell your Fortune( FYF) app, a gift from his friends to compensate for the unexpected termination of his relationship with his girlfriend, Jenna.  The affair ended when he found the courage to propose.  Despite living together for three years, she couldn’t get out of the house fast enough.
	You’ve changed our relationship, she shouted, banging the door on his bewildered face.
 FYF was supposed to Distract and Allow new Focus, according to the blurb. Every day it sent a jumble of letters, sometimes for one, two or three words.  He was supposed to decipher the words and and see them as a prophecy for the day ahead. Today it was ALGO WRAD.
	That’s easy, he thought.  
He typed GOAL DRAW into the spaces on the screen. At least his 3rd Division team would manage a goal draw that afternoon and have yet another chance not to drop to the complete bottom of the league.  Surprisingly the computer did not respond with the usual flashing stars, and exploding balloons.  He had another go at ALGO WRAD, failed, and went for a shower.
	In the afternoon, he met his pals at the local before they all went to the game.  He gave them ALGO WRAD, and full of anticipation they went to the game.
The team lost 4-1 to eleven players, some looking like they were still at school, the rest qualifying for the State Pension.
	His friends went off to party, to meet up with girlfriends or other family.  They all invited him along but he really wasn’t in the mood and decided to have a night on the couch, binge watching some of the TV programmes he’d missed.
He bought a Chinese carry-out on the way home, lay down on the couch and snapped open a bottle of beer.  He knew Jenna hated each and everyone of these activities and felt justified.
	Half an hour into a boring episode of blood, gore, violence, he decided he needed another beer.  As he walked to the kitchen, the front doorbell rang. A young woman hung back from the door looking very apologetic.
	Really sorry to bother you.  I’ve just moved in to the street.  Yours was the only light I could see.  My electricity has cut out.  I don’t know how to fix it.  I wondered if you could help.  But maybe you’re too busy so sorry.
She started to back away.
	No. That’s fine, said Jamie.  Let me get my shoes and a torch.  I’m Jamie, by the way.  Jamie Marshall.
He held out his hand.
	The girl responded, Oh. Thank you. That’s great.  My name is Olga.  Olga Ward.

Suddenly Jamie saw flashing stars and exploding balloons in the sky.

Our runners-up are Stewart Devitt & John Duncan with…..

Finders keepers by Stewart Devitt
It was Tuesday morning when Fiona drove into the avenue and parked the car outside her mother’s front gate. Noting that the hedge needed a good trim she made her way over the stone pathway to the bungalow’s porch. She keyed in the number she remembered for the keypad and said a little prayer when it allowed her to open the flap and take out the key.
So far, so good; it was just after 10 o’clock in the morning and she had told her sister she would be arriving at lunchtime, so this gave her enough time. Yesterday’s funeral had gone off quietly and the main task now was to sort through the house and decide who wanted what.   
Taking off her jacket Fiona made her way to the kitchen, found the biscuit tin in its usual place and put on the kettle.
Ignoring the urge to look through all the drawers and cupboards she pulled down the ladder from the roof space. Edging her way up through the gap she entered an Aladdin’s cave with memories of yesteryears scattered on the floor, on shelves and in boxes or cases. Her eyes scanned the back wall bookshelf where she quickly identified what she was looking for.  The Complete Set of A. A. Milne Pooh Books was still there.  
Fiona reckoned she must have been ten years old when she and her sister began arguing over who the Secret Santa present was for, and both had continued to assert ownership rights over the years. Their mother always calmed the situation by saying she would be the custodian as long as she lived. Putting the set in a cardboard box Fiona retreated down the ladder.
Making sure to tidy up and put the biscuit tin back in the right place Fiona checked her watch. She had ample time to walk to where old Mr Corbett still lived. He had always allowed the children in the neighbourhood to play safely in his back garden and Fiona always made sure to call on him when in the area. After thirty minutes chatting, she asked if she could leave the cardboard box with him for safekeeping; just for a day or two.
Having spent a busy two days working their way through the house the sisters were satisfied with what they had achieved. Leaving her sister to do any final tidying up Fiona called in with Mr Corbett to collect the box.
“But my dear, you picked it up last night. Have you forgotten? Such a lot on your mind with the loss of your mother.” 
Rushing back to the house and finding it deserted Fiona phoned her sister.
“You bitch; how could you do this to me and how did you know?”
“Simple. Being an identical twin not only means we look alike; we have always had similar goals and acted in a similar way. A sort of twin telepathy you might say. 
Mr Corbett didn’t raise an eyebrow when I called.”
And ………
GOALS by John Arthur
–– Ah’m tellin ye! Ah’ve got it… 
…Half Man-Half Biscuit for yer song - Bob Wilson Anchorman. 
Psalm 121 for the readin - The Lord is thy keeper, thy shade on thy right hand, He will not suffer thy foot to be moved. 
Motor’s sortit - fae the Co. 
Yer Uhlsport gloves - on the lid. 
An they flooers yer eftir - a D, an E, an an I, an a D. 
Yer covered. 
 
––Is it a lot tae be dumpin on ye? asks he. ––Aw thon…responsibility? 
––Are ye daft? asks me. ––Fir the guy that saved ma life? 
 
Fifty-maybe-sixty year back - turnt oot fir The Juniors - comin doon in lumps, mud like the Somme - The Rovers were 
the Hun - ah’m in the wa - free kick peltin straight fir ma heid - the auld leather baw, soggin an clarted – ah’m 
getting banjaxed here – Christ, don’t let it be the laces…
––Leave it! Smine !! yells he. 
Ah duck - sweet rapture. An ah turn, in time to see…our new, number wan shot-stopper…rakin the baw oot the back o the net. 
––What did ye shout that fir?? yells me. 
He flips, sheepish tae defiant in an instant ––Yed’ve been stretchered aff! Ah jist saved yer life pal!! 
An pals fir life it wis. 
 
––Noo, the Bucket List, says ah. 
––Done them. 
––That list aff Google? There’s hunners. 
––Aw undertook - wan time or anither. An jist aboot on ma ain doorstep. Pick wan. 
––Gie’z. Right…Bull run at Pamplona? Ye sayin ye’ve done that? 
––Auld Leckie’s hairy coos. WAY worse. 
––Manta ray night dive off Kona? 
––Mind ah stoated oot The Sheep straight intae the harbour? Floonders everywhere. 
––Be surrounded by a million fireflies? 
––Seen wan midgie, seen them aw. 
––Attend a Muay Thai fight at Rajadamnern? 
––Raj Mahal at chuckin-oot. Plenty rammies then. 
––Sleep under the stars in the Sahara? 
––Ocht, passed oot at Middle Beach umpteen nights. Usually wi Big Peggy. 
––Walk on a bed of hot coals? 
––Sure a wis heidbangin, at yon engagement, an cowped the barbie. Poke yer Burnin Man. 
––High tea at The Ritz? 
–– Ritz Millport any day. Bovril, hot peas `n vinegar. Cannae whack it. 
––Forage for truffles in the Ardenne? 
––Pickin magic mushies. Up the hill wi the boys. 
––Experience the Amazonian Ayahuasca Ceremony? 
––Ah’ll refer ye tae ma previous answer. 
––Helicoptered over Victoria Falls? 
–– Victoria Infirmary mairlike. Gye often noo. 
––Surely tae God ye’ve some aspiration? A last wish?? 
––Well…says he. 
 
Eftir the cremation - eftir dark - oer the fence - ontae the pitch. 
Sprinkled him on the line - a shoogle in the six yerd area. 
Jinky wee dribble tae the opposite end an he’s fully deployed. 
Whit he wanted just hudnae sat right wi me. 
Spreadin him on the centre spot? At our beloved Juniors?? 
That’d hex them fir sure. 
The Rovers were gettin him – ashes tae ashes, dust tae dust, pandemonium in the box. 
Ah’m feelin helluva guilty roon aboot noo, right enough. 
But fair’s fair. 
He was aye shite in goal!

Well done all – some fantastic stories once again!
