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Flash Fiction.....

Changing Tides
by S.J. Hodgdon

“Miguel,” said Diego to his companion, “it appears that our 
days of  solitude are over. It seems it is time to move on..” he as-
sessed with a grim expression and a deep sigh of  resignation.

The quietude of  the glorious day had been shattered by an 
unexpected noisome roar of  a dune buggy along the reach...A ve-
hicle filled with vile drunken Gringos, hell bent for trouble...stirred 
a pleasant daydream into an afternoon of  fear, jarring the gentle 
hermit from his isolation.

In a humble cottage, just beyond the highest tide, Diego del 
Gatto lived in a calming solitude for nearly two years...often 
comparing his seclusion to that of  Thoreau at Walden or better 
yet, Robinson Caruso. It was as if  he were the only one now, to lay 
claim to the beauty of  the sea of  both day and night. To Diego, the 
value of  his hermitage was without compare.

The screech of  sea birds, the gentle winds whispering through 
the palms, and the varying degree of  wave and tide , bore wit-
ness to the clarity of  his repose. But the peace of  Diego del Gatto 
was now snuffed, like a candle after prayer, leaving him devoid of  
Divine connection.

“I see the tide has changed, my friend,” sighed Diego as he 
stopped to take one last look... squinting into the sun, surveying 
his most recent domain.

“What do you say, Miguel?”
Upon hearing his friend...and feeling a tug of  the reins...Miguel 

jerked his head, flared his whiskered nostrils and snorted into the 
wind.....answering by taking off  in a gallop..... carrying his Don 
Quixote to find another home away from home.

Quest
By Virgina Cassarino-Brown

She came to slowly. Some strange sound woke her. It was a 
heavy, guttural groan of  sorts. Where was it coming from? She 
heard it again and realized that the unfamiliar moan emanated 
from deep within her bowels, then slowly traveled upward to her 
gut till it expelled itself  through her very own mouth! Why was 
she groaning? She opened her eyes slowly only to be assaulted by 
blinding sunlight. She blinked several times until she could focus 
on what was in front of  her. She was looking at sand. Wet sand. 
Her head was pounding. What the hell was going on!? As each 
painful second ticked by, Cassi began to grasp bits and pieces of  
the present. Her head was pounding because it was positioned 
below her waist. She carefully righted herself  and was shocked to 
realize that she was loosely tethered to the back of  a horse! 

She tentatively touched the equine’s mane.  He or she seemed 
docile enough. Thank God for that. Then she inventoried herself. 
She was alive, and could recite her name, age and social security 
number, but much else was a mystery. Cassi didn’t know where 
she was, or how she came to be on a hot, deserted stretch of  
tropical beach. She inhaled deeply, felt a sharp pain in her left 
side.  She gently lifted her soiled, tattered blouse and noticed a 
large, ugly bruise, greenish yellow in color, over her ribcage.  An 
old contusion. Perhaps a broken rib. She began to wonder, does 
she have any other injuries? She examined the rest of  her body. 
She counted several scrapes and cuts on her extremities. The 
pink polish on her fingernails was badly chipped. OPI’s Cancun 
Fiesta! She remembered getting the manicure. When was that 
appointment? Last week, last month? She turned her hands over 
and noticed what could only be described as filth underneath her 
nails. Upon closer examination, she saw what appeared to be 
dried blood under them. Her blood? Someone else’s? What else? 
A white band of  skin around her left ring finger, as if  she wore a 
ring there, but where was it? More importantly, was it a wedding 
band? “Am I married,” Cassi gasped?

	 She shook her head, tried to clear out the cobwebs. Tears 
began to fall leaving tracks of  dirt on her cheeks. She was scared. 
All of  a sudden she felt the hair on the back of  her neck begin to 
rise.  She heard a muffled cry from behind her. She turned her 
head and saw a man on a horse galloping toward her. Was this 
man dangerous? Cassi was sure of  one thing. There were too 
many unanswered questions. Right now, she could only count on 
herself, so she kicked the horse with her legs and held on as if  her 
very life depended on it. With each stride the pain in her side in-
tensified. She was lightheaded. The stretch of  sand in front of  her 
blurred. She felt herself  letting go of  the reins. Then everything 
went black. 
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One of the many writing exercises we do in my fiction writing class is for students to produce on-the-spot flash fiction pieces for one photo-op. 
Here are five of the best written for the horse on the beach picture shown below. Enjoy! -- Laurie Notch, Managing Editor 




