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Live Argyll Flash Fiction 500 Winners and Runners Up
February 2026 – Theme “short”
The winner is …….
Badminton Night by Rosemary Barry

Wednesday is Badminton night.  I try not to miss as It’s a useful workout and a good laugh.  I have quick reactions and good eye hand coordination and the court isn’t as big as a tennis court which is better for me. Being on the island too there’s a mixture of ages from 20 something to 70 something and most decades in-between.  Which means the youngsters can do all the hurtling about from side to side at the back whilst oldies like me can just position ourselves for a clever shot which finishes off the point in our favour.  Or not. 

There’s something very satisfying about hitting that perfect shot, intentionally or a lucky fluke. Followed by a look of admiration or a cry of ‘good shot’. It’s very affirming. Especially if one has had a particularly shitty day. It feels good thwacking a shuttle into the space between the two the other side of the net and somehow righting the injustices of the day. Contrarywise, it’s also nice when a potentially clever shot just doesn’t quite make it over the net and there are cries of ‘almost’ or ‘what a shame’.  A sharing in the effort to almost achieve being felt worthwhile even if the final result is a failure.   

We laugh too with, not at, each other when we do an air shot or a balletic movement which looks good but somehow there’s a discrepancy between intention and reality. Sometimes we are laughing so much we forget the score and who had the serve and it takes several minutes of good-hearted discussion to come to an agreeable conclusion.  Another time a rally seems to go on for ever and it doesn’t seem to matter who won the point as the shuttle continues amazingly airborne. 

It's a dangerous game though Badminton.  It’s a little-known fact that a shuttlecock can travel at a speed faster than a Formula 1 racing car. Some shots are returned before your brain registers you’ve made the shot. Other times you have time and forethought enough to make the perfect placement. A few weeks ago, one of the group brought in a colander and a baking tray to illustrate the need for the protection she felt was necessary!  

We tell potential players that it’s just a bit of fun.  But it’s not really true. At the bottom line it is all about the winning. Imagine the score.  It’s 19 all.  Their serve to you.  Your eyes are on that all important flight over the net.  ‘Short’ you shriek like an excited kid. There is a quizzical look from the other side and then a mutter of ‘yes’ in reluctant agreement. So, 20, 19 now and your serve. Match point   No pressure then, Rosernary. The racquet is in your right hand, the shuttle in your left. It’s over the net, it comes back, your partner makes a swift return. And that’s it. You grin and shake hands and the day suddenly feels so much better.

The runners-up were …..

This is not a long story by Julie Forrester

The other day, one of my friends joked that she’s glad to be tall enough so that most people don’t see her thinning hair. What she takes for granted, is something I can only dream of. I would love to have long limbs, but sadly I inherited my parents’ stature, and so nearly everyone can look down on me.  

You see, that’s it, in a nutshell. No matter how confident you are, if you’re short, it can be hard to seeany positives about the way the world treats you differently. 

If you’re tall, you just won’t know what it’s like to be height challenged. For example, my friends who can see over walls, and over people’s shoulders, have no concept of how uncomfortable it is to be in a car where the seatbelt were designed for tall men, not short women. Nor would they understand how irritating it can be for a grown up to have to shop for clothes in the children’s section. (It’s a big reason why I keep my hair long, so as not to be mistaken for a child!) 

People talk about being short of money, or time, inspiration, space, breath … none of those are good feelings. Can you actually think of any positive phrases that use the word ‘short’? 

Apart from something short and sweet …

To cut a long story short, I had a holiday romance.
I’d gone away for a week, by myself, on a package deal to some eastern European country that I didn't even know how to spell. At the hotel, I watched the tall, leggy European blondes around the pool and once more, was regretting my Celtic heritage of dark hair and stocky build.

Till one of the staff smiled at me. As I sipped the ‘welcome’ cocktail that was given to everyone, he laid a flower next to my glass. Then when he picked up my case to carry it to my room, he touched my hand, just briefly. And when he showed me the way, his arm grazed mine for a few seconds.

That night, after the evening meal, there was a band playing old fashioned waltzes and the staff were obviously supposed to entertain the guests by offering to dance. He came up to my table, made a little bow and held out his hand. I took it, and we danced. He stayed with me for the whole night. It wasn’t long enough.

We didn’t even speak the same language. For all I know, he could have been married. He was totally unsuitable. I didn’t care. Maybe that's what made it so exciting, because we both knew it couldn't last. But you know what made it really wonderful, and memorable, and unique? It was that he was shorter than me.  

And ever since then, I've changed my attitude. Because good things really can come in small packages. He was proof of that - and you know what? So am I.


A sunny afternoon by Marije Terpstra
She looked at the little person standing in the middle of the road. 
“No!”
Shoulders pulled up to her ears and a stubborn pout on her small face. 
“Would you like to go home?” 
“No!”
“Would you like to go on your bike?”
“No!” 
Little hands balled into fists at her sides.
“Would you like to walk?”
“No!”
Stomping her foot.
The weather was kind for a change, and it had seemed like such a good idea to go out for a walk in the sunshine.
“Come back please, we're going home!”, she called to the other little person zooming about on her pink bike, quite some way ahead.

“Why are we going back already? My hands are cold! Where are my gloves? Why did you not bring them? Mammie! I need a tissue!”
Producing a, not entirely pristine, tissue from her pocket, she wiped the bike rider's face, then kneeled down to remove candlesticks and tears from the other little face. 
“Come on, sit on my back then.”
“No!”, a loud wail started.
“Come on sweetheart, we'll go home and get a nice hot chocolate.”
The wailing grew louder.

“Wait up! There's cars coming!”
It was slow going with a reluctant girl on one arm and a bike in the other. The other small bike zoomed to a stop. 
“Come on, Mammie!”
It was hard to hear over the loud siren still coming from the small girl on her arm.
“Mammie, look! Stop! She's lost a wellie boot! Look, in this puddle!”
Water trickled out of the poor wellie.
“My legs are tired. Can you push me please?”
Boots, bikes and girls finally safely inside, she wrapped the littlest one, still howling loudly, in a blanket and planted her near the heater. 
“Mammie, look at my drawing! Where are my scissors? I can't find them anywhere!”
“Very nice, sweetheart, I'll help you search when I've made the hot chocolate. Have you looked on the table?”
“Yes, I can't find them. I've looked everywhere!”
“Here's your hot chocolate, sweetie, with marshmallows.”
“No!” Sniffles.
“And here's some grapes and apple slices, do you fancy those?”
“No!”
“I'll just leave them here in case you change your mind. Mammie will just be in the kitchen now to help your sister for a bit.”
Retrieving the scissors from the table she went back to the kitchen and handed them to big sister.
The wailing subsided as the fruit disappeared. Food and warmth working its magic, soon both girls were happily absorbed in a complicated role play involving unicorns, dinosaurs and baby kittens. 
As she got the plates out to serve the dinner, she heard the front door open.
“Girls! Daddy's home!”
Little feet excitedly pattering about in the hallway.
“Daddy! Daddy!”
“Daddy, we went for a bike ride!”
“Me too! Me too!”
“A bike ride? That sounds great!”
“Yes, but we didn't go very far Daddy,” big sister pulled a face.
“Very short, don't know why!”, little sister chimed in.


Broken promise by Stewart Devitt
You know me. I got to the airport well ahead of the boarding time, so my heart sank when I learned there was a two-hour delay. 
Resigned to the fact, and accepting it could be longer, I headed to the food court and blow me, but didn’t that only increase my stress levels. What should have been a simple exercise turned into a nightmare when I was confronted by Q codes, digital menus, and ordering. All made worse by a sign saying no cash accepted, although the little girl at the counter did give me a cup of hot water when I asked her; and she didn’t charge anything for it! I had a Green Tea bag at the bottom of my bag and popped it into the cup when I found a cold steel seat. I couldn’t resist delving into the bag again to pull out the little cherry cake I had bought for Malcolm. Remember, I picked it up at the patisserie when you bought me that lovely box of chocolates?
Eventually, I found a more comfortable seat near the departure gate, where I could see the information board. Unfortunately, it was also near the bar, where a crowd of young men was getting louder and rowdier as they drank pints of insipid beer, which almost made Irn Bru seem desirable.
I felt very conspicuous when I began reading my book; everyone else seemed to have eyes glued to their mobiles. The men had their legs splayed out and the women sat cross-legged taking up extra seats with their carry-on luggage. “Carry-on,” that is a bit of a joke! Some looked as if they would need a wheelbarrow to get their belongings to the plane. I don’t know where they were travelling to, or where they were coming from, but most were dressed in shorts and T-shirts, as if they were unaware, it was the middle of winter. I kept saying a little prayer hoping they would not be on my flight.
I love reading Lucy Caldwell, although I couldn't concentrate, even though it was one of her books of short stories. The tendency to keep looking at the departure board was magnetic; as if my constant looking was suddenly going to bring take-off time nearer; and when the time did come to board, I needed to go to the toilet. That stressed me out further and I became even more self-conscious when I was the last to embark. It felt as if everyone was looking at me,
At least I had a window seat and could hide away by looking out at the skies, although the elderly man beside me appeared friendly; he even offered me one of his mint imperials.
I know I promised myself that I wouldn't ever eat a whole box of chocolates again in one sitting, but those chocolate-dipped grapes you gave me were so inviting; and I really was stressed out.

