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    To my kids, they make my life filled with laughter and stories.

      

    

This book is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, and incidents either are products of the author's imagination or are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual events or locales or persons, living or dead, is entirely coincidental.

All rights reserved, including the right of reproduction in whole or in part in any form.

This e-book is licensed for your personal enjoyment only. This e-book may not be re-sold, rented or given away to other people. If you would like to share this book with another person, please purchase an additional copy for each recipient. If you're reading this book and did not purchase it, or it was not purchased for your use only, then please return to author and purchase your own copy. Thank you for respecting the hard work of this author.

The author holds all reproduction, reprint or re-sell rights to this book in digital, audio or print versions.

Flash fiction comes in many sizes and styles. This is a collection of a subgroup of flash fiction known as the Quickie. These stories are from 101 words to 500 words long. They are fast and can be very fun to write. You need to be able to control your words; there is no padding in a quickie fiction.

Inspired by the many images I have collected over twenty years of being on-line, they range from silly to sweet, from intense to reflective. There are tales from an animal’s point of view to mystical thoughts of a creative mind. While the tales are my take on the images I have seen, my hope is that I have sparked the creative in my reader and that they will see something wonderful and inspiring in the images I try to paint with my words.

A Leprechauns lament ©2014

This fun little tale came to me right around Saint Patrick’s Day. With all the comments about political correctness no one thinks about it on that day, now do they?
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He sat on his stool grumbling into his beer.  I listened and finally I just had to ask him what was wrong?  He turned to me, his emerald eyes flashing in a face filled more with character than looks.

“What’s wrong, you askin?”  His voice was rough and held a burr that was all too familiar on a day like today.  “Well, let me tell you.  Profiling!  Racial Profiling is what is wrong!”

He snorted and banged down his beer, the golden fluid sloshing over the top to splash and puddle on the scarred wood of the table.  I eased into the chair across from him and tilted my head, my best ‘tell me about it’ look on my face.

He looked at me, more a glare, but he continued.  “Every year they all decide to dress up in green and start kissing everyone in sight.  Wish the luck O’ Irish at you and talk about Lucky Charms of all tings.”  He grumbled louder as a pair of drunk college students looked like they wanted to do just that.  “Its demeaning, it is!”

I hid my smile and nodded.  I did understand after all.  In these modern days, political correctness was all over, but no one thought a thing about what they said on St Patty’s day.  He lifted a bushy red brow and then he touched his nose and tried to hide a smile.  “But you know about it, don’t ya, lassie?”

See, like my friend here, I am a wee bit on the short side.  It is more obvious on Timothy here, but you know what?  Leprechauns have rights too.  We aren’t cute, we aren’t funny and no, we don’t have a pot of gold for you grubby strangers.  Go, have your St Patty’s day beer somewhere else.  Timothy and I will share our beer here and just you see, the Bunny will take your attention soon enough!

Behind the Red Nose ©2014

This tale came to me when one of the writer’s groups on Facebook decided to do an anthology about clowns. I had started with the idea of doing a sacred clown from Native mythology but this tired clown’s lament came out of my fingers instead.

How did we sink to this? Once we were sacred, our words were listened to and heeded. My many times great grandfather once used his humor to puncture the conceit of a prince and was given a reward. We were the ones who spoke for the gods, in riddle and in rhyme. But times changed and not for the better in my opinion.

We went from sacred to jesters to fools as the generations moved toward the future. Our power slowly became reduced, as did our respect. Where once we would walk right up to a king and shame him into acting for his people, suddenly we would be punished for such arrogance. We had to move to more sideways methods. Sly jokes could only be taken so far and no longer would we be exempt from royal wrath.

My great grandfather found his services no longer needed by his lord and it was then we sank low. He joined the circus to keep food on the table for his children. Painting his face, he entertained the crowds, as our ancestors had done for generations, but in secret he continued to teach the sacred ways.

Now even the circuses are gone and as I paint on my clown face I dread what I must do. No longer is there any respect for what I am. We have gone from sacred to living jokes, a limping side show at a children’s party. Does anyone see the sacred behind this big red rose? I think not. No, the Sacred Clown is now less than the fool.

Sacred Clown 2016

This second piece is a bit different take on the same theme. Sacred Clowns are a cultural thing found from the native cultures of the North American continent

Sacred Clown, spreading seeming nonsense along your path, you walk backwards, greeting the sun as the moon rises. Teacher, friend and priest you show the world that not all is serious, yet all is sacred. You speak the riddle that makes the mind stop to think or so you once did. For now the sacred clown has gone away, the world is filled with too much nonsense for your stories and tricks. Your sage council that once taught warriors is now abandoned for prat falls and puns. No longer is a truth taught or a message given. No longer is even the sad clown shown. Sadly it is the crass, the base and the profane that fills what once was an honorable calling.
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Bury me in a Barrow Mound ©2014

This tale was inspired by a word drabble. I couldn’t quite keep it into the 100 word drabble format but I think it works quite well as a quickie.

I walk slowly forward, my feet dragging in reluctance. Today I have given up, allowed them to place you in your grave. Nothing I could do would bring you back to me. As I watch them heap the stones over your face, I stand like those very stones. 

You told me you would come back to me, that everything would be all right, but you lied. Nothing is right, will ever be right again. As they build the barrow about your body, the part of me that loved life is buried with you.

Tonight, after they all leave, I will join you here, my love. They say that I must let you go, but my heart will not go on. There are enough stones for two.

Dreaming of the sand ©2013

Inspired by a simple image, this quickie was as relaxing to write as it is to read.

Soft sand and warm water, kissed by rainbows and sunlight, now this is a dream we all can enjoy.  Lying back on the beach and watching the waves slowly lap up from the sea.  The mountains in the distance covered in blue green forests, cool and comfortable and filled with secrets unknown to man.  

I would love to spend a day and night there listening to the sounds of nature and letting all my worries drift away but reality draws me ever backwards.  Dreaming is fine for so many things but dreams can't save me now. 

The snow runs deep and the cold is bone chilling.  I shudder and wrap the blankets tight around me and lie back in the dark, hoping that once more I can dream about the soft sand and warm water, with you lying at my side.  Sweet are the dreams of you at my side.

Fire Eyes ©2014

Written for the anthology, Hot Summer Nights, this tale is from the point of view of a magical creature.

Summer Solstice is just another day to most. Filled with lots of sunlight, warmth and good times.  Pull out the barbecue and beer and enjoy the long hours of golden sunlight. Play in that light and soak up the heat, good times are here.

But not too long ago people remembered, people held ceremonies celebrating the day.  For it is the turning point of the year. The shortest night of the longest day, meant to get so much living done. There are a few who burn the bonfire, the bone fire still. They burn for the turning, to remind the world that they year will grow darker now. Long ago the fires called us to you but now they simply light up the dark, for few know how to get our attention any longer.

Look closely and you will see my eyes in those fires. Watching and waiting for you to invite us out to play. The summer will be only so long, so go ahead and live those lazy days of play for soon enough you will need to work to stay warm.

With the last golden ray of silken sunshine the torch is thrust into the perfumed wood. You, oh wise one, ignored the others and brought with you fragrant boughs. You brought woods that are not common for this place, Oak and Ash and Thorn, just as the old songs call for. You peeked my curiosity with those pieces of wood and I slid into the fire to watch. I wanted to see if you would notice me, dancing about below in the hottest part of the flames, and you did.

He smoke tasted so good when you leaned in, adding resins to the coals left when the wood


In the potion shop ©2014












Modern warfare ©2014
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OH Raspberry ©2014
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Out My Window ©2014







People of Scraps ©2014
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Sadness on Samhaim ©2014





Sailing Away ©2014











The Girl with the wheel barrel ©2014



The Journal ©2014







Thoughts in Black and White ©2014





Two friends, the morning after ©2014
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