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I built my first ham radio from a kit when I was about ten years of age (with keen assistance from my old man and my Uncle Ed) and in doing so, I fell in love with radio and with electricity and electronics. That radio changed my life and set me off on a lifetime of fun and memories and joy associated with radio. A career, too.

In my career of working as an electrician and an electronics technician, while attempting to capture and control electrons and then subsequently and strategically running away from electrons to prevent them from nipping me in the backside, I learned to respect the power of the flashes of electrons! Sometimes, I learned the hard way. I always admired the finger-licking guys, who had the courage to lick their very calloused fingers and dance them along the edges of bare copper wires and detect electrons. I never had the skill or the courage; however, I did have some calloused fingers in my days.

Controlling the flashes, sparks, and shorts proved to be tricky and strategic.

When I first dabbled in flash fiction and wrote a flash fiction piece, I fell in love with this type of writing. Creating stories and characters within a few words suited my writing career at that time. I needed a break from the arduous task of composing themes, the writing, the production, and the editing of novels. There remained a duality between my work with electrons and my work with words. I respected the power of both.

They both have flashes associated with them. Both suited my career path.

Much to my surprise, I ended up composing five volumes of flash fiction pieces, mixed with the inspirational and often humorous pieces we called sparks, and some short stories.​

Over the sharing of some beers, (that seems to be a pattern of inspiration in my life) a close friend reminded me of how many of the Flashes, Sparks, and Shorts that I wrote. He suggested that a “Best of the Flashes” would do well for the readers at this time. It was his thought that it would help to introduce readers to this unusual and uncommon type of writing.

Additionally, to provide a boost to the potential project, I did have about ten flash fiction pieces hidden in the PJH Writing Vault that remained unpublished.

Paulie had just completed Snow on the Roof, which was the final Detective Lyle Odell novel in the Odell series; therefore, an easier and stress-free project seemed like a very good idea! Henceforth, I set forth with a careful study of the many flash fiction pieces in the five collections, along with an assist with the selections by a fellow God Bless the Keg Publishing LLC associate, and we selected what we thought were the best of the lot.

Then, after unlocking the vault, we selected the best of the unpublished pieces.

And because of my experience and knowledge of those tricky electrons, I knew that to have a few flashes, we needed a short.

For that purpose, I picked a short story from a now very old, out-of-print short story collection. A piece that I always felt was an overlooked piece and a piece that had some powerful emotions associated with it. 

PJH and the GBTKP LLC team worked on some artwork and a new GBTKP LLC logo for the covers and some other PJH photos to grace the books. And here we are. The Best of the Flashes.

I really enjoy that the subjects, the cast of characters, and the general themes for these flash fiction pieces wander all over the place within the genre spectrum. In these flash fiction pieces, within a few short words, we touch many aspects of human emotions and situations. We have some holiday celebrations; we have some romance, some religion, a little touch of reality situations, some drama, some tugging at the heartstrings, and of course, my trademark off-beat humor. There are no limitations or rules for the genres; Paulie just writes whatever pops into his head at the time.

I think that in the review of the selections of these pieces for this collection that we did manage to capture all aspects of the exceptional joy of the journey that we call life and the emotions and the adventures that we all share together.

That fact gives me great happiness.

Will Paulie write some more flash fiction? Time will tell. In the meantime, we have these collections to enjoy. That is until I decide to wander off into the world of brevity of words and depictions of whatever pops into my mind once more.

I enjoyed composing this collection of stories and writing a few new ones, too. I hope you enjoy reading them as much as I enjoyed the experience of writing them.

Thank you for reading them.

Paul John Hausleben

November 2025

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Her Jeans Were Tight Now


From: Flashes, Sparks, and Shorts: Flash One
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Her jeans were tight now.

She pulled them on and wiggled a bit, sucked in hard and then worked the button on the waist closed.

‘It is more that I just washed them rather than the fact I have gained weight,’ she thought.

She remained partly convinced that was true. When in doubt, always accuse the laundry shrinkage as the culprit for the tight waist.

She wiggled a bit more, squatted down in an effort to loosen them, and tugged at the legs to encourage a bit of a stretch in the newly washed jeans. In front of the mirror, she checked out her backside and spun around and in a wave of self-examination; she thought she looked rather sexy. A new blouse easily slipped over her; it was on sale yesterday. A V-neck to reveal just a whisper of modest cleavage. The blouse was light and airy, with a touch of frill along the sleeves, intensely black in color, and she loved it. Black jeans, black blouse, and a pair of black dress boots with an illusion of a high-heel.

She also knew that all he wore was black.

Always.

Supposition mixed with evidence to lead her to the belief that black was his thing. A new haircut, not too short, but the stylist convinced her to go trendy and allow a touch of a wave of hair to cross her face.

“If you do not want to do the sexy stare through the wave of hair, tuck it behind your ear. Make sure that you highlight your eyes and lashes with liner and stare out at him. You’re gonna melt this dude,” was the stylist’s advice.

She went with it and she dyed her hair a shade or two off her natural color, because there was a hint of gray along the edges and here and there. The finishing touches were her grandmother’s heirloom hoop earrings, and the matching single gold chain of a necklace that she just had to wear. They were not expensive pieces; they were slightly tarnished pieces of gold, with some waves of mystery involved in them. She was very close to Grammy, and she missed her every day. Through hints, parts, and pieces of conversation, she was sure that a special lover gave the pieces to her grandmother. Maybe before Grandpa was in the picture, or maybe not. Just the manner in which Grammy held them in her hands and stared at them with this love-struck look in her eyes made her sure that she was correct in her assumption. He must have been the love of her life, and these were precious reminders. Grammy left them to her in her will because Grammy knew that her granddaughter knew the true history of the pieces. Now, they were going to bring her luck today with the unapproachable man in black.

Every Sunday he was there for brunch.

Today was Sunday.

He would be there today. At the end of the bar, sitting alone, nursing a beer, chatting occasionally with the bartender, or a server that he seemed to know for a long time, but mostly remaining silent and pensive. Always dressed in black, perfect in his features, stunning in appearance. She had never seen a more handsome man than he was. At a guess, he was at least ten years older than she was . . . he was one of those lucky people that it was impossible to tell how old he was. Their age meant nothing. She couldn't care less. Her heart would go pitter-patter at the sight of him. They had only very scant bits of conversation in the past. She would always say something stupid and irrelevant. He would smile, comment, and say a few polite words with his hard New Jersey accent and then he would fade away. As soon as she tried to break the ice, it would freeze over once more.

From milking information from the bartender who was a gal she trusted and knew (and who, despite best efforts, had no success in her own pursuit of the same man) for a long time, he loved music . . . primarily classic rock-and-roll. He was a fan of ice hockey too. His server friend coughed up that tidbit. Other than those subjects, the inside scoop well ran dry. He never spoke of much else other than general subjects. No one even knew what he did for a living. However, she knew that his favorite band was the Electric Light Orchestra. Hockey was a sport that she would not tackle, but she could handle music. She was now the proud owner of every recording that ELO ever created, thought about, or laid down on CD, tape, or vinyl, and she had to admit that the music was very cool. Even if this day was a flop, at least she had a new favorite band. She knew every song, every album release and every detail of the band, and her cell phone had every MP3 recoding of ELO loaded on it now. She even knew the name of the street in Birmingham, England, where Jeff Lynne grew up. The encyclopedia-like knowledge of ELO would be the icebreaker. After all, she had some English blood in her veins.

She was no English Rose, but today was the day.

A short drive in her car, a final check of her makeup, a confident walk into the restaurant and an adjustment to the light inside as opposed to the outside light. There he was at the bar in his favorite bar stool, and today, he was looking better than the laws of human attraction should allow. Faint be her heart because the gods smiled upon her . . . the seat next to him was open.

“Hi, is this seat taken?” Her question floated in the air while she allowed the dangle of hair across her face. Her enchanting eyes flickered while asking the question. He finished a sip of his beer, smiled that killer smile, and his golden voice riveted her soul.

With a wave in the direction of the bar stool, the words floated in the air, “No. Please. Sit. Enjoy.”

She swore that out of the corner of his eyes; he watched her settle into the bar stool and there were smiles all around.

Damn, she wished that her jeans were not so tight.

The bartender smiled with a rather phony smile laced with a touch of jealousy and greeted her, and the bartender’s smile told the story that she knew the plan.

The bartender winked, nodded, and took her drink order. She looked down as her cell phone blinked and beeped with a text.

It was a text from the bartender and it read, “Good luck. I never have had any. May the best girl win.”

Two Mimosas later and the silence remained. He had not said another word and her palms were sweaty and she was feeling a little loose and loopy. Time to make a move. Time for a third Mimosa. A girl needs her courage. Liquid or otherwise.

Today was the day. Convinced that small talk would not cut it, she went for the brass ring. She opened her purse, pulled out her earbuds and placed them in her ears. God gave her a gift, and that was her singing voice. Well, God also gave her some very nice female curves, a pretty face, and other attributes, but to this man, she was sure that meant little. When you looked like he did, women threw those gifts at him right and left.

With a flick of the screen, she dialed up Out of the Blue, scrolled to It’s Over and waltzed in for the kill. While pretending to glance at the menus to pick out some food, in order to absorb the alcohol taking over her mind and body, off she went into the opening words.

Not a loud singing voice, not an obnoxious singing voice, but just loud enough, “Summer came and passed away. . ..” His head swung around and he smiled.

Pay dirt smelled so sweet. As if, it was fresh-turned dirt in a spring garden.

“It’s over, it’s over. . ..”

Another smile and some words as he stared at her.

“Electric Light Orchestra, huh? I would not think they were your style,” he said with a knockout smile and a wave of his hands. It took all that she could muster up to pretend that she was only slightly paying attention.

While taking the earbuds out of her ears, she asked, “Say again. I did not hear you. I am sorry.”

“No, my apologies for bothering you. I said, ELO. I did not figure you to be an ELO type of woman. I am a huge fan of ELO. Huge.”

“Oh, cool. That is a coincidence. I love them too,” she said with one of the best acting jobs this side of Hollywood.

He paused and then waved at her with her hand. It had to be a New Jersey thing. She found it very appealing.

“I have seen you in here before . . . but there is something different. Maybe your hair?”

“Well, yes, it is a new style. I was not too sure about it. And yes, I love ELO. Out of the Blue is amazing.”

Once more, he studied her and her heart went pitter-patter and boom, boom, and a final, resounding BOOM! He gently reached up, pushed the dangle of hair out of her face, and tucked it gently behind her ear.

“I needed to move that hair to see your face better. You are stunning, please, be sure about it. You look gorgeous. Say, let me buy your drinks there. And lunch too.”

The words were almost a sputter, “Well, okay. Thank you. . ..”

“What is your favorite ELO song? I am kind of partial to, It’s Over, and appears if you are too.”

Two hours later, he had invited her to an Electric Light Orchestra reunion concert in Philadelphia, scheduled for about two months from now. Two months! Oh my! He said that he had extra tickets. She missed the Philadelphia date in her research, and she honestly had no idea they were even touring again. Wow, thank you, God! Oh yes, and he invited her to dinner for later that evening. He paid their tabs; they slipped off the bar stools and headed for the door together.

Yes, today was the day.

Her cell phone blinked and beeped and with a smile, she looked over at the bartender who had sent a simple text, “Wow! How did u pull that off?!!!

She paused and texted back, “I had a secret weapon. Mr. Blue Sky. Google it.”

Yes, her jeans were tight now.

Yet, she had a feeling that in a little while they were going to become much looser.
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A Gift. Freely Given


From: Flashes, Sparks, and Shorts: Flash One
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On the first day, the drill instructor told us that some of us might die. It was a risk that I knew I needed to accept. Honestly, I never thought it would happen to me. I never really did.

I was wrong.

One of my brothers in arms holds my hand. Tightly. He tells me to hang on. He tugs at my body armor. I cannot really see him. Everything is a blur.

There is no pain. There was for a second, but now it is gone.

A Navy Corpsman works on me. He shouts something. It is hopeless. I feel my life fading.

It will be all right. I knew the risk. I signed up for this. I am a volunteer.

The sun fades. I see my lover. I see her lovely face. I feel our passion. I see our daughter. I will never see her grow up. I will never see her laugh, smile, or dance.

I see my mother, my father, and my sister. My best friend. They will cry. They will miss me. They will stand by and weep as they lower me into the cold ground. They will fly the American flag from their porches.

It will fly free and it will fly proud.

It will be all right. I knew the risk. I never thought it would happen to me. I was wrong. Some Marines must pay the price. There have been many before me and there will be many after me. Those who are willing. Where others choose to hide and to pretend.

Damn, I am only twenty-two years old. That is how it goes. I did this for you. And for him and for her and for them. I don’t even know your names. I never will. Please never waste this effort. This life.

I gave you this gift, and it was free. It is my life. My commitment to you and yours. So that you could live, free. To do as you please. As you choose to do.

I knew the risk. No one made me sign up for this. Everyone must die. My time is now here.

Remember.

Yet, as I lay dying and bleeding—I only wish for one thing. That you know that I did this for you and yours and for them. I did this, not for any specific skin color, or a man, or a woman, or for any race, or for any religion.

For you.

It is a gift. Freely given.

It is my life.
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Around Eight O’clock


From: Flashes, Sparks, and Shorts: Flash One


[image: ]


––––––––
[image: ]


It was Saturday morning, around eight o’clock. He knew that his girlfriend’s father was off to work already. He worked every Saturday and Wednesday was his day off.

The summer was almost over. You could feel the change of the seasons in the air. Especially so in the early morning. When the dew sets hard. When the moisture invades the grass all the way down to the roots where the plants touch the soil.

He could see his warm breath hit the air in puffs. Gentle puffs while he wiped the dew off his prized Camaro. The car of his dreams, preparing to ride to change his life and her life and ride off to God only knows with the woman of his dreams. Perhaps.

The air temperature would warm up later, maybe by the time they hit Interstate Eighty. They could roll down the windows. Perhaps.

All the clothes he owned and the few possessions that he claimed in his entire life of twenty-three years sat in the trunk of the Camaro. The clothes fit in one small bag and the possessions hardly took up half the trunk. In his wallet, he had his life savings. One-thousand-twenty-seven dollars. Along with pocket change. His one suit, as his dear mother called it, “His Sunday or Funeral suit” hung on a hanger in the back seat. On the hook. If his gal agreed to his plan, there was more than enough room for her clothes and belongings. 

Women usually had more clothes and belongings than men did.

When he tossed the wiping rag into the trunk and slammed the lid down, he thought, ‘Hell, anyone had more stuff than I do.’

That fact did not bother him in the least. In fact, it made it much easier for this plan to take place.

He climbed into the Camaro, fired off the LT1, and the engine roared to life with a deep power that always set his blood flowing throughout his entire body. Just as she did when she smiled at him and when they made love. Other men would look at his gal and think that she was not a bombshell, but to him she was the entire universe. He loved the way her hair fell all around him when they locked in an embrace, and the way sweat appeared on her upper lips when they loved so deep and so powerfully. The flash of her dark eyes followed by a sigh and a smile.

The clutch hit the floor, and the gearshift set hard into first gear after a quick jaunt in reverse. He stopped in the turnaround and stared at the house. His uncle and aunt were good people. The best. They took him in when his parents left this world, and he owed them a huge debt of gratitude. His uncle understood the need to leave; however, his aunt not so much. The discussion last night was difficult. He would miss them, and his cousins were very cool.

Christmas and Thanksgiving were for visiting.

The tires spun, and the engine roared. He heard and felt some rocks kick up from under the tires. He knew his aunt was behind the curtain peeking out at the scene with tears in her eyes and his uncle had his hand on her back in support and comfort. That was the kind of love he wished for with his woman and damn well, if he was not off to claim it.

There was nothing left here for him. For them. It was a tired old Jersey Shore town. Old and tired.

It was a short drive to her house. They grew up together in this little Jersey Shore town. Fell in love in the third grade.

The Camaro spun its tires again when he hit the edge of his girlfriend’s driveway. Every time, he downshifted and then popped the clutch a little. LT1 power. Old-school Detroit. He was sure the roar of the engine alerted everyone in his woman’s house that he arrived. This visit was unscheduled. No one knew he was coming over today. Not this early. Not even his girlfriend. Especially not her.

There she was on the porch; her dress wisped around her ankles. The sun shone all around her body and he smiled and held his breath as he pushed in the clutch, shifted to first gear, and quieted the roar of the LT1. Then he moved the ignition key to the accessory position
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