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Flash Fiction 500 – March 2026 on the theme of “war”
The results are in!
A photo finish this month with 2 points separating the top 5 entries so I’ll include all 4 runners-up. 
The winning entry is …..
A MOMENT’S SILENCE by V Watkins
A moment, a pause, a breath, and rethink
Now it’s come to this, how far will we sink?

Press the red button, it’s war on demand
Our fate is controlled by untrustworthy hand
Reckless supporters who pander to ego
Forced to the edge of the chasm we go

Conflict on conflict - yet blind, they head on
Determined, it seems, for Armageddon
In this theatre of war, power games are played out
No deus ex machina will help us all out

A moment is all it will take.

When poor judgement gives way to insanity
Press that button and wipe out humanity

Will that moment stand still?

Will there be time, as after lightning, to count
The distance, in seconds, before thunder’s clout?
To count all our blessings, our hopes and our fears
To think of our loved ones, their faces, with tears
Remember our joy, our success, our regret
The things we did well; things we’d rather forget…?

Is there time to pray, that our souls might be saved?
That we might have courage, and strength, to be brave
For presence of mind, with composure, to wait
For the end, and whatever might be our fate…?

Is there still time? Or is it too late?

Best think these things now, lest there be no tomorrow
And act - where we can - to avert this great sorrow…

For there won’t be much time, ’tween the flash and the bang
A brief moment’s silence, as the future shall hang
In tragic suspense, before catastrophe hits
Just a split second before we’re all blown to bits
There might be just time to think... Oh. This is it.

_________
©  V. Watkins, 2026

Under Observation by Stewart Devitt
On a fair day it took Agnes a little over two hours to walk from the Rest Home to and from the town centre. Over recent years she had become practiced at manoeuvring her walking aid over and around the potholes. The potholes, and there were plenty of them, were all recorded in a leather notebook that she took with her everywhere. Information was sent regularly to the council with comments on how they were, or should be, managing the maintenance.
As she strolled along the pavements many other issues were written down in the book. Registration numbers of cars illegally parked, dog walkers not cleaning up after their pets, obstruction to doorways or footpaths, descriptions of strangers or suspicious people were meticulously recorded. Dates and times added to the accuracy of the analysis.
It was normal for Agnes to stop at the Superette on the edge of the main square. Her routine never changed and she would enter the shop, turn left to pick up her daily newspaper before pushing her trolley up and down the two aisles. Staff ignored her as she stopped to check sell by dates and stock levels and move products around the shelves.
Despite numerous coffee shops Agnes always sat on a bench in the middle of the square. To-day, opening her large weather-beaten brown bag, she pulled out a small flask and unscrewed the top. Pouring herself a cup of strong black coffee she unwrapped a chocolate bar and took in her surroundings. After about fifteen minutes she was joined by Colin, the Traffic Warden, and Calum the Community Constable and updated them on her day so far.
Moving from the square Agnes stopped first at the fruit shop to rearrange and tidy up the outside displays of fruit and vegetables. Again, the staff ignored her, used to her peculiarities such as pressing her thumb into products to assess their freshness. Moving on Agnes visited the six charity shops, making specific notes of regular customers and new intakes of stock. Her nosiness of looking into peoples’ bags to see what they bought caused only minor annoyance.
On her journey back home along the front she made notes of cafes and restaurants that had tables blocking pedestrian access. A final seat on the promenade opposite the main hotel saw Agnes tear off an A4 sheet of paper from a pad. On this she listed the key issues from the day’s walk which would form her weekly letter to the local newspaper, keeping them abreast of areas for improvement.
A shadow suddenly appeared and she looked up to see Calum easing himself onto the bench besides her, wanting to update her on the region’s war on crime initiative.
Back in the Rest Home Agnes flopped on her chair overlooking the loch and wiped away a tear from her eye. In her mind she could aee the headline in next week’s paper, exposing an elderly resident as a prolific shoplifter. 



War on Wars by Helen Watson
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When the past speaks by E. McTaggart
I was very excited when the little writing desk I had ‘found’ in an antique shop was finally delivered to my house.  I turned on the corner lights in the room and was delighted by the warm glow from the old wood.
The shop owner advised me,
	It’s late 19th century, we think.  Mainly oak with drawers made from elm and pine.  Little alcoves for pens etc and a leather inlay for placing the writing paper.
I was charmed, and even more so when I could now explore all the little drawers that were part of its appeal.  They were empty apart from one or two stubs of pencils and some dusty bits of wrinkled paper.  The label attached advised that it was,
	From the Estate of Miss Anna Mathieson. 
	Died without heirs, Glasgow 1975.
I opened and closed the drawers including the larger ones that were at the bottom of the desk.  I realised that the bottom drawer, which should have been deeper, was as shallow as the ones above, and was thrilled to discover that it had a hidden level.
	Ah, great!  Secrets.
With some difficulty, I manoeuvred the false shelf out of the drawer and found various old letters from someone in Winnipeg in Canada.  There were five letters, but it was the last one that stopped me in my tracks.

Winnipeg	8 October 1914
Dearest Anna
			I write in haste as I have the opportunity to send this letter and small gift with William Grant who leaves tomorrow for Halifax in Nova Scotia where he will board a ship bound for Greenock.  He will pass through Glasgow en route to his home and will call on you with the enclosed.
	The snows have already arrived here.  You remember I was warned of this but I was not prepared for how cold it can be.  You would smile to see my fur-lined hat and boots.  I am taking leave to go hunting with a group from the Company.  They say the skies are black with geese heading south from the Arctic.  They rest on the lakes north of here.  Everyone says we are assured of a good bag.
	All the talk is of the war in Europe. William is anxious to be back to ‘play his part’, as he says.  His brother is already in uniform and writes it will be over quickly, probably by Christmas.  The Kaiser must be ill-advised to take on Britain and France.  On my part, I’m glad that none of our families will be involved in the war…..let them get on with it, I say.
	I am impatient for the coming Spring, when I shall return for our wedding.  Then we shall both make a new life in this exciting country.
My respects to your family, and all my love to you.
		your loving 		James.


Why? By Jackie Fallows

The bombs are raining down once more,
while missiles fired from far offshore
are drenching schoolyards deep in gore,
and all of this outside the law.
There’s always money to feed a war,
but never enough to feed the poor.

The politicians don’t keep score
of guiltless lives lost to the roar
of their bravado, shock and awe,
don’t tell the truth of what it’s for,
but find the money to feed their war
by taking from funds that feed the poor,

pretend, as their explosives claw
through homes, it’s something they abhor,
say it’s not what they were aiming for.
Civilians don’t count, for sure,
victims of money that feeds this war,
which could have been used to feed the poor.

Supplies are being choked - therefore
effects are felt beyond the shore
where bombs are raining by the score,
and citizens at home implore:
don’t spend our money to feed this war;
use it instead to feed the poor.

Some just make capital galore
watching the market prices soar,
inside trading outside the law,
uncaring of the missiles’ score,
pledge no money to feed the war,
don’t give a dime to feed the poor.

Why do belligerents ignore
all lessons taught by times before?
Why should their greed precede the law?
Why must they yearn for more and more?
Why is there money to feed a war,
but never enough to feed the poor?


image1.png
Aname on 2 stone in a graveyard
o telme once you were here

1 knew not your face or your sile

‘Though | knew others who loved you so dear

Theirs was the loss that was greatest
Ayaung wife who waited n vain

‘Wide-eyed chidren kept watch on the doorway
Hoping o see you again

War o end wars, propaganda
Was used to fue the cause.

But we know now the outcome was futie
The Great War was only a pause

Soon twas time forthe nextone.
World War Two had begun

Your sons were now menfit and ready.
To take the Kingsshilng again

Thistime Granny's rayers were answered
Theyalreturned whole but subdued
Waris  hell for the g

Awaste of those who are dead

They are numbered n theic millons
Some without even  name

Etched onstones i a graveyard
Never to retur home again

You should have been my grandad
You should have watched me grow
Bt wars and wars go on and on
And nations'biood wil flow

Wil they everlearn thelesson
Thatis best to be content
Embrace the oy of Iving
Before mankind s spent




