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I began publishing these micro-flash stories
on Marian
Allen's Fiction Site in January of 2002 at the rate of
one a month. I'm still doing it. In 2010, I ran a contest on
Marian
Allen's WEBLAHG, with the prize being one of the Hot
Flashes printed on a coffee mug. The contest had two winners; one
chose May 2006 (Hazelnut Coffee) and one chose October 2009 (Return
Engagement). If you would like any of these on a CafePress item,

email me and I'll set up a CafePress store for it.

















January, 2002

Tree House

"We were playing," I say. "He fell."

My arm still hurts where he pinched me. I think
he's dead.

I pushed him hard enough.












February, 2002

Landscape

I can see my breath. This is a picture I'll
never paint: "Man with a Broken Leg in the Snow."












March, 2002

Still Life

The knot slips easily. The chair wobbles.

One step, and it's done. The air is full of
silence and torn betting slips.












April, 2002

Results Positive

Q: Want to? Pregnant? Do you take this man...? I
drink too much? You know about us? It's over, then?

A: Yes.












May, 2002

Legacy

"Where's my ring? The one Mother left me?"

He looks in his wallet. "No idea." The wallet
holds less than he had hoped, and a pawn ticket.












June, 2002

Twenty Years Later

When their youngest left the nest, he finally
told her what he really thought about her. Then they had a second
honeymoon.







July, 2002

After the Fight

He came home to a note: "Gone to Mom's.
Back--?"



An hour later, she found him weeping into a
drink. She had only gone for tea....







August, 2002

Reunion

Aunts, uncles, cousins--the whole family but
one--all sit down to dinner. The doorbell rings, and the long-empty
plate is filled.







September,
2002

Double Blind

Night. Fog. A deer leaps into my headlights and
out again. I pass through the space it leaves on its way into the
hunting season.







October, 2002

Treat

"Can't resist your pumpkin pie."

"Enjoy, Pop."

He eats, winking thanks.

He vanishes.

She sits in his place and eats his still-warm
pie.







November, 2002

Loss

She puts on her left sock, her left shoe.
Surgery, therapy, years of habit; still she sits a moment,
disturbed by a sense of unfinished business.







December, 2002

Christmas Miracle

I was about to say I was allergic to dogs when I
looked into my son's eyes and was cured.







January, 2003

Curtain Call

She steps forward into the applause, listening
for the sound of one special pair of hands. She hears a whisper
from the wings. "Bravo!"







February, 2003

Floored

When we met, my heart stood still. You put your
lips to mine, and my life was renewed.

Lucky for me you knew CPR.







March, 2003

In A Vegan Bistro

"Would you like more light so you can read while
you eat?"

"It's a Zen book. You can read them in the
dark."

The bill came: No Charge.







April, 2003

Spring

"Can we go for a walk, Mom?"

"It's wet. It's raining."

"Rain makes things grow."

We walk, we splash, we laugh, we sing. We
grow.







May, 2003

Bride of the Grammarian

"Fewer," she snarled, having seen "less" once
too often. Sparks flew as she axed the guidelines from her monitor.
"5000 words or FEWER."







June, 2003

Zoo Date

"I love penguins."

"Pardon?"

"Penguins."

"Look like waiters."

"So they do."

"...Drink?"

"On ice?"

He grinned.

Off they went.







July, 2003

Breaking the Mold

When she spills flour, I hold my temper. I am
not my father. Fresh gingerbread heals old wounds.







August, 2003

Love Letter

I fill it with passion and longing, seal it with
a kiss. Set fire to it with his lighter, given me with the rest of
his personal effects.







September,
2003

Relics

"‘Bye, Mom, Dad."

She drives away, leaving us behind like two
stuffed animals, and not her favorites.

 



Visit: http://www.smashwords.com/books/view/13876
to purchase this book to continue reading. Show the author you
appreciate their work!
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