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Welcome to the first issue of 2025.

We hope you enjoy the selection of poems chosen. As always there were a great many submissions, and we thank you for taking the time to send them in.

We are running a book promotion special so if you have just published a book or need a bit of promotion please see the advertisement at the back of this issue.

Although we are a nonprofit magazine we do have running costs which need to be met, so we would be grateful for your support in promoting our publication and particularly the sales. So please share as much as possible.

If you go to https://allyourstoriesandpoems.com you will find a magazine store where you can buy a download of any of our publications at a lower price than our other outlet!

Thank you for your continued support.

ED.
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January
by
Enno de Witt
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A northwester storm rages over banks and

grounds. Unrest! On the beach eggs of sharks

and rays, remains of shipwrecked and drowned

men, Germans mostly, natives do not drown, 

at least not here in the sea, we dare not venture. 

Rain beats against windows, hail, thunder, packs

of snow and when winter comes in the deer park

mice and their brood rustle through the warm straw, 

wind tugs at the roof tiles and erases our footsteps, 

sweeps together broken shells on the high tide line, 

the claws of crabs, dead starfish, razors, foam,

wreckage of ships mutilated beyond recognition 

by sea and salt. Nets torn to shreds and bleached bones.
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February 
by
Enno de Witt
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Aquarius and Pisces glide along the night sky,

scattering the seeds of careless destruction and

love over a slumbering Netherlands, high hopes

with built-in failure, old age comes with defects

and far too soon, behold the young, they carry

the burden of ignorance and fear, original sin

passes from father and mother on to daughter

and son, shame, constantly watched we move

through life, primary urges move like dark clouds

through a dark sky, raining caustic acid over the 

Netherlands. On my birthday we always did everything

strictly according to the rules, we served snacks and drinks

before everyone disappeared again. Dark the night, dark

the animals in the night, the clouds, the dunes, the sun

black as a sackcloth and for the rest blood, lots of blood.
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The Pearly Gates
by
Dominik Slusarczyk
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You were never

As nice as

I needed

You to be;

You had many

Rude moments and

Rude hours.

You cannot

Come in.

Go and sit on

Somebody else’s clouds.
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OH VIRTUE
by
Lawrence Miles
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Have you ever wanted to just tell someone what you are feeling about them

Even though it is absolutely the wrong thing to do?

To be full of rage at someone, to feel so disrespected and disgraced that

You wanted to get it out because otherwise your entire chest cavity will explode,

But to know in your heart that it might cause irreparable damage,

And that showing calm and decorum is the only logical course of action?

To want to throw yourself out the window, to want to bathe in gasoline and

Set yourself alight, to want to drive to the middle of nowhere and unleash

A blood curdling scream until completely spent?

Oh virtue, you terrible leash, commanding me to bottle it inside,

To not let misunderstanding take the wheel, to not allow rage to be the answer

To decide that the shockwave from the explosion will cause too much havoc

In the innocent, you will be the death of me if nothing and no one steps forward.
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Dead Wool
by
Gracie Jones
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Draped over your knees, 

reaching for the ground;

you hook over, 

wool tangles slightly.

Pinks, blues intertwine.

The purple, a gift

from your great-aunt

which should’ve been a jumper

for her son’s little one. 

Work in the yellow 

left by your neighbour.

Her daughter, expecting 

a pair of tiny mittens,

her skills now buried.

The blanket grows longer

Each colour has her own story

wanting to reach from the soil. 
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Dancing with Wolves 
by
Gracie Jones
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I poke two fluffy grey ears 

into the dried hairs on your head.

Then plaster orange foundation,

ruby lipstick and deep blue eyeshadow

onto your face. I straighten your costume

and wave you goodbye. 

Red cushioned seats look towards 

the empty black box in front. 

I kick my heels back, your dad beside me,

wait to see you again. 

Tiny ballet shoes scurry across the stage

each little wolf finds a place.

Searching the painted faces,

my eyes land on you.

Pottering about, slightly out of time

at the back of the pack.

Howls erupt from the crowd,

every parent trying to cheer loudest

for a piece so messy and disorientated.
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Attack to defense
by
Melissa M. Poulton
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Attacking myself for the whole world to see.

Hurting and destroying the confidence in me.

Driving over myself for sport and for glory.

Wishing I was never part of my story.

Levelling the playing field for them to shout.

Not caring about myself if there was any doubt.

Jumping through hoops to please everyone.

Knowing that my life was never really done.

Hating who I was with a knife to the heart.

Looking for someone to love is not a place to start.

Only way out of this mess is to focus right.

Sharing my good deeds with myself at night.

Looking after myself and protecting myself.

From people who think I am not my true self.

Standing up for myself when I’m really down.

Putting on a smile even when I frown.

Lighting my eyes like they are on fire.

Falling in love with myself in pure desire.

Admitting that I deserve to be happy and love.

Loving myself before I fly on the wings of a dove.
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Auguries of Plum Blossoms
(In memory of Leslie Duston)
by
Clarence Wolfshohl
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Japanese plum petals litter the sill–

deckled edge purple softening to a ghost

gray with faint pink veins, a white almost

ivory, a radiant pink–all mute until

whirled across gardens by these gusts of April,

and they float to earth, become women

shuffling like orient maidens against the wind.

Still here on the ledge, one delicate petal

awaits its own time to pirouette to earth

in the silks of the wind, to land in rebirth

as one who strides with unbounded mettle

to realms where only her feet dare the dance

among the temples of fate, of chance,

of questions auguries of plum blossoms cannot settle.
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Scarlet Lobelia
(Zion National Park)
by
Clarence Wolfshohl
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One flower caught

in a crevice

of Utah desert rock

glows with moist life.

The ranger points

and the group ahhs,

squints to see it

from the marked trail.

Scarlet lobelia.

Fifty people 

from the Bronx

or Miami

halted in the desert sun

by the one flower.

Scarlet lobelia.

Caught in its flame,

do they know more

than the fingers and words,

the myth of the plains?

Are they peering at

their mother?

Scarlet lobelia.
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the last day of February came disguised as spring
by
Clarence Wolfshohl
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the last day of February

came disguised as spring

masquer to the morning sun’s cotillion

oh, there was but a touch of green

mesquite still did finger tricks against the sky

not even a verbena purpling the prairie

but the day was warm

with the breath of new born

along the road

two calves 

scratching against gateposts

like animated bookends

barbado kids

clustering into flights

lateral hops like drunken waltzers

all the new flesh

costuming the winter scurf

with bits of finery
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Organic
by
Peter Appleton
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We're drinking in a cultural space

Against the artists face to face

With steel and stone and treated glass - 

This temple to the middle class.

A selfie can confirm you’re doing

Some thoughtful and important viewing.

The disembodied voice that plays

In seven tongues directs our gaze.

Go with the flow, restaurant to shop.

Take in some art before you drop

A glass of wine, curated ham,

Admire the coffee - artisan.

Were this a zoo we'd call it crime

To watch exhibits' feeding time.
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Wounded
by
Peter Appleton
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He dreams of blood in cool bright water, the swirl,

to shudder him awake to the sparse night,

those little cuts to bathe, those wounds to curl

into deep memory far from sharp light.

She stirs and mumbles, ‘You okay?’ asleep

more than conscious.  He says, ‘Go back my sweet.’

She rolls over.  His eyes staring hard, deep

into the ceiling cracks fear the repeat.

He wakes from the same dream and silently slips

from the raw sheets to the longing for day

where he’s not haunted by her love, to skip

to the practical business of their work and play.

‘It’s getting worse,’ she says over a glass

of wine.  ‘You need more help, else this can’t last.’




ECHOES (Haibun)
by
Sara Etgen-Baker
I opened the sewing basket, letting my eyes and hands run over the tools she had used—the scissors, the darning egg, the pins and pincushion, and spools of thread.  I gazed at the metal spool-shaped bobbins remembering how, as a small child, I flushed them down the toilet creating quite a ruckus. I fingered the thimbles recalling her numb fingers and hands. Despite her diminishing eyesight, she quilted until her last day, painstakingly feeling the fabric, cutting the shapes, and hand stitching the pieces together silently suffering from the pricks and misery her needle sometimes inflicted. When tiny drops of blood dripped from her fingers, nary a tear emerged from her eyes.  

I closed the basket and walked through her sewing room, silence enveloping it. The faceless dress form patiently waits for her return, an unfinished garment draped over its shoulders. The sewing machine sits idle, its motor no longer whirring and the needle no longer punching through the fabric with its steady, rhythmic chuka, chuka, chuka sound. 

echoes pierce silence

the sound of mother’s spirit

I know in my heart
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IF ONLY I COULD
by
Frosina Tasevska

[image: ]


––––––––
[image: ]

If only I could forget as much as I remember,
I'd have sealed the silence to prevent it from spilling.
If only I could remember how much I forgive,
I'd have shattered the dream to keep it from rising.
You believe I've forgotten the difficult parting' sighs.
However, I know I have forgiven you for
all your inappropriate life comparisons.
Love returns like a starved dog, a blue sky 
tainted with the day's shadow. Is it a dream? 
Perhaps it is a sweet rapture or maybe 
a longing that is just raging in the flames?
If only I could know as much as I forget,
I would believe in waking insomnia 
of our hidden love. I will be able to live 
as long as I desire.
You believe I have forgiven you, but I know 
I have forgotten you. Here, somewhere 
between the moment and eternity, 
the unreadable passion for diversity lives on.
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Blindsided
by
Nancy Robison
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I never saw the signals

I ignored all of the signs

My friends showed me the red flags

My family stood by my side

––––––––
[image: ]


I was totally blindsided

I really shouldn’t have been

The warnings were all over

My blindness was my own
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Now I look back on the years

I see what others saw

I ask myself, “what now?

What does the future hold”
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Don’t forget the past

But don’t dwell on it

Learn from past mistakes

Find your passions and embrace them
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The shy cat
by
Nancy Robison
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Please forgive me when I hide from you

I’m not unfriendly, I'm just so scared

I don’t know you

Are you my friend?

Will you hurt me?

Or are you kind?

I promise once I get to know you

I’ll give you all my love and purrs

I’ll make biscuits

And follow you

I’ll sit with you

And warm your lap

I just need some time and some patience

Speak to me softly and let me see

You mean no harm

I’ll approach you

When I’m ready

Touch me gently, one finger to start

Then rub my neck with a gentle touch

Give me some time

Give me some love

I’ll give back more
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The Old Cat
by
Nancy Robison
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The old cat moved slowly

He so badly wanted the warm embrace of a loving human

But... he had been rejected, chased and hurt so many times 

He was afraid

The old man moved slowly

He so badly wanted the warm touch of a loving presence

But he had been rejected, chased and hurt so many times 

He was afraid.

The old cat moved closer

The old man did not yell or chase him

The old man slowly put out his hand

The old cat did not run from him

The old cat sniffed the hand

The old man softly and slowly touched his head

The old cat began to purr

It had been so long since he had felt a gentle touch

The old cat rubbed up against the old man

The old man smiled and let out a joyful sigh

The old cat climbed into the man’s lap

The old man gently stroked every part of the cat

The old cat hoped he had found his person

The old man hoped he had found his loving presence

The old man said aloud "I will give you I home if you’ll have me”

The old cat gratefully accepted

And thus the old cat and the old man found each other

And in so doing they each found the love, warmth and acceptance they were looking for
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Friendship
by
Ivan Salazar
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In the quiet corners,  

my cluttered mind dwells,  

you sit,  

a specter of ink and paper,  

words like ghosts,  

whispering ethics,  

echoes of morality,  

the good life  

teasing the edges.

I found you,  

in the dust of forgotten libraries,  

tucked among lesser minds,  

your wisdom bursts forth,  

a stubborn weed,  

rooted in a thousand questions,  

each one a petal,  

each petal,  

a truth.

We talk,  

oh how we talk,  

silence thick with unspoken dreams,  

you, a dead writer,  

wise beyond imagining,  

I, a living fool,  

deciphering the map of your mind.

"Tell me," I plead,  

"what is the good life?"  

You smile,  

a wry twist of spectral lips,  

"It’s not in the having,  

but in the seeking,  

not in the answers,  

but in the questions."

I nod,

scribbling your ghostly advice,  

ethics dance like shadows,  

morality stretched tight  

between two truths,  

the good life,  

a mirage just out of reach.
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"Is it wrong to want?" I ask,  

and you laugh,  

a rustling of pages,  

"Wanting is the essence of being,  

but grasping—that's where trouble begins."

We meander through thought’s labyrinth,  

each conversation, a thread,  

a tapestry woven from existence,  

you, the master weaver,  

I, your humble apprentice,  

lost in the art of living,  

found in the pursuit  

of understanding.

As light fades,  

and stars awaken,  

I realize, dear friend,  

though you are a shadow now,  

your wisdom shines,  

a guiding beacon,  

through my thickets,  

reminding me—  

the good life  

is not a destination,  

but an endless journey  

of the heart.
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A Future of Possibilities
by
Ivan Salazar
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I

In the morning, 

shadows stretch,  

the horizon whispers—  

we are here,  

on the edge of an awakening,  

the air, thick with potential,  

carries the weight of dreams,  

hovering like a breath,  

silent yet resounding.

II

Hands reach toward the unseen,  

and eyes reflect the vastness,  

the starlit canvas above,  

each spark a question,  

a call to action,  

to step into the unknown,  

to weave stories from threads of hope,  

the fabric of our unity stitched tight.

III

In the pulse of the earth,  

we find our rhythm,  

the heartbeat of what could be,  

echoing through the marrow,  

where nature sings,  

and wisdom flows,  

like rivers carving paths,  

through stone and time.

IV

Together we gather,  

each voice a note,  

in the symphony of existence,  

where kindness becomes our compass,  

and compassion, our guide,  

the harmony of our spirits,  

lifting us higher,  

a collective ascent.

V

In the tapestry of tomorrow,  

we plant seeds,  

each small act, a revolution,  

the quiet strength of togetherness,  

breeding resilience,  

in the cracks of despair,  

we find the light,  

the warmth of shared laughter,  

a balm for weary souls.

VI

As challenges rise,  

we bend but do not break,  

the roots of our purpose run deep,  

in the soil of belief,  

nurtured by the rain of our tears,  

we bloom,  

unfurling petals of possibility,  

each one a testament,  

to the power of us.
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VII

So let us walk this path,  

with eyes wide open,  

embracing the chaos,  

the beauty,  

the uncertainty,  

for within it
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