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Welcome

We are thrilled to bring you our first publication of 2026.

We think you will find it an exceptional read as we have included all our genres in one magazine for March.

There are some very helpful articles for writers, and we have many nonfiction pieces on interesting subjects. There are short stories of all kinds to amuse and entertain you.

Thank you for your continued support in contributing and reading and ask you share and inform others of this great magazine.

The next issue will be in June; we accept submissions at any time please read and follow the guidelines you will find them at the end of this issue and on the website.

Ed.

www.allyourstoriesandpoems.com

nonfictionsubmissions@allyourstoriesandpoems.com

fictionsubmissions@allyourstoriesandpoems.com
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Want to Improve Your Writing? Start Listening. by Erin Jamieson

In my junior year of college, my poetry professor asked me to do something unfathomable.

Spend as much time in public as possible. 

For someone who looked forward to spending nights in while others walked to Brick Street for trash cans and Corona Light, who liked to walk across campus, away from crowds, I didn’t see how this would work. Nor was I convinced it would improve my writing. 

But I started listening.

Listening as I never had before as I waited in line at the on-campus mini mart. Listening as I passed through the coffee shop on the bottom floor of King Library. 

I was startled to discover just how much I’d been missing. 

Snippets of conversations. The way people said one thing and their body language said another. The little quirks that make us, us: someone ordering a sprinkle of nutmeg with their coffee. A cook whistling a Bob Marley song as they swept the floors. 

These little details I’d never noticed before were recorded on the pages of my college-ruled notebook. 

Observations led to questions.

Why was that sprinkle of nutmeg so important? Did the cook have fond memories of listening to Bob Marley with someone in their life?

It was questions, I realized, and not answers, that I was collecting.

There’s hardly any writer who hasn’t heard the advice, write what you know. But what you know also includes what you observe around you- and the questions you start asking about what you don’t know.

You don’t have to go anywhere special to listen. 

In fact, it’s often better if you don’t. Just listen on your way to work, as you’re walking your dog, in the grocery store line.

You may be surprised by the stories- and the questions- your observations open up. 

Erin Jamieson’s writing has been published in over 100 literary magazines and nominated twice for both the Pushcart Prize and Best of Net. She is the author of four poetry chapbooks, including Fairy Tales (Bottle Cap Press) and a historical novel, Sky of Ashes, Land of Dreams (Type Eighteen Books). 
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Reading Before Writing: What I Wish Someone Had Explained to Me by Isabel Fontes

For a long time, I thought I began writing because I wanted to be a writer. Today I know that isn’t true. I began writing because I was a reader — and because, long before I understood what “technique”, “style” or “publishing” meant, I already understood something simpler and deeper: words had a place inside me.

Before school properly began, I was already decoding letters as if opening doors. I read syllable by syllable, word by word, and felt a kind of private electricity when meaning appeared — even advertisements and lists felt like secrets waiting to be unlocked. Reading was, from the start, a quiet enchantment I wanted to master.

At home, that hunger was fed with a naturalness that still moves me today, largely thanks to my father, who never questioned or discouraged my appetite for books.

Then there was an inaugural moment — one of those that stays lodged in the body, like a scent that never fades. A Círculo de Leitores catalogue lying on my grandmother’s kitchen table, glossy and full of promise. I didn’t want “a book”; I wanted that one. And that was how I chose The Black Tulip. Perhaps because of the title. Perhaps because of the cover. Perhaps because, even then, I had already developed a fascination for Dumas and for adventures that made the heart race.

I still remember the plastic being peeled away, the row of twelve books lined up, their weight and texture, the sound of the pages. For me, books have always been sensory objects — almost alive. And reading, long before I knew what writing was, began there to shape something essential: the way I saw the world.

At primary school, writing did not feel like a heavy obligation but rather a natural continuation of reading. My teacher, Dona Mercedes, gave us compositions with simple, almost innocent titles: What do you want to be when you grow up? It’s raining — what will you do after school? Tomorrow is Saturday — what are your plans? Or even, if tomorrow were the year 2050, what do you think the world would be like?

At the time, I wrote without much thought. Only later did I realise how important those exercises were. They planted a fundamental seed. They taught me to imagine, to organise thought, to trust that my voice — however small — had a place on the page. Writing entered my life as a habit before it became a challenge.

At home, language also arrived through voice. My grandfather was a history teacher, and a simple question about Portugal’s past was enough to turn it into a long, enthusiastic explanation. He spoke of centuries as if they were familiar people. My cousins often lost patience; I listened.

Only later did I understand that I had learned another essential lesson there: the ear also writes. I learned rhythm, cadence, and pause. I knew that a good story depends not only on what is said, but on how it is said. History became a living narrative, and listening was — without my knowing it — a form of learning how to write.

As time passed, I realised that the reading that truly shaped me as a writer did not stop with the books assigned at school. Those were important and gave me references, but it was outside the curriculum that my curiosity expanded. I began to seek out authors I had not been given, voices from other countries, other cultures, other sensibilities. Each book was a displacement.

Language became more conscious, more demanding. And quietly, my writing began to change. For a long time, I wrote only for myself. I rewrote, deleted, persisted. I read far more than I showed. Gradually, I began to recognise a voice — still fragile, still forming, but mine.

During that period, I tried to join other writers and poets. Many wrote according to strict rules, fixed metres, and a strong sense of form. That made me nervous — and, to be honest, it still does. Writing in that way felt as though it pulled me away from what truly moved me.

I do not write by the rules. I write from imagination. I follow it when it appears, allow myself to be carried by it, and only afterwards do I let go. For me, writing begins in an instinctive place, not a technical one. What matters most has never been perfect form, but feeling. If words do not carry emotion, truth, something alive, everything else loses meaning.

It took me a while to understand that this was not a flaw but a choice. And that rules, when they make sense, can come later — to organise something that already exists, not to prevent it from being born.

The first time I decided to send a text to be read beyond my intimate circle was to Diário de Notícias, which at the time had a section for young writers called DN Jovem. I sent the piece almost in secret. Two weeks later, I received an email telling me I had won first place and that the text would be published as a featured piece.

I remember the shock, the disbelief. The first person I told was, naturally, my father. The second was my boss and mentor, Guta Moura Guedes, who simply said: “I know this is only the beginning.” That sentence stayed with me — not as a point of arrival, but as a quiet push forward.

From there, the next step felt inevitable. I began submitting work to literary competitions outside Portugal, often in the same language but in very different contexts. The text had to stand on its own, without cultural shortcuts. That confrontation was demanding and deeply formative. It requires clarity, precision, and attention to detail. Above all, it forces us to accept that writing grows through contact with other voices.

Over time, I also realised that writing does not have to be a solitary path. Building a small circle of fellow writers around me — people who share the same honesty, who love words and respect creativity — helped me continue. Not to find ready-made answers, but to share doubts, enthusiasm and silence. Somehow, we always end up finding our voice alone — but not necessarily in isolation.

A voice cannot be forced. It is found. Sometimes early, sometimes later. Writing has cycles, just like we do. It changes with the years, with life, with what we go through. Mine changed radically. I moved from free poetry to poetic prose, then to short texts, chronicles and humorous writing. I write differently now—and that is not a loss; it is growth.

Only after accepting that change did I truly begin to enjoy writing. Today, I write with great pleasure. I travel with words between poetry, prose, and wherever they wish to go. For me, language is variable and multiplicative — as subjective as life itself.

My relationship with writing has transformed to the point where it has become a joy to wake up with a notebook by my bed, a pen ready (no longer a lucky one — I have let go of that), and to jot down strange dreams, scattered images, unfinished thoughts. I never know what stories they will become. And perhaps that is the most beautiful part.

If this text can leave anything with those who write, let it be this: there is no urgency in finding your voice, and no obligation to remain the same. Every writer has their own time. Accepting that time does not delay us — it frees us. And it is often within that acceptance that writing finally begins to flourish.

Isabel Fontes is a Portuguese writer based in London. Her work has been published in Portugal, Brazil, Argentina, Spain and the UK, and she has created cross-disciplinary projects such as À Conversa Com and Jazz’n’Poesia, weaving language, image and performance. Her writing explores memory, silence and the fleeting intersections between the intimate and the universal.
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Advice for Writers by Derek McMillan

Stephen King wrote a book of advice for writers. About half way through he said, “I can tell you how I write. I cannot tell you how you write!”

Nor can I. However, consider this advice and take it if it suits you.

There are editors who promote mimesis over diegesis. In other words, they will reply to your submission suggesting or instructing you to “show not tell.” They would have rejected Charles Dickens and Jane Austen on those grounds because they were great ones for telling and didn’t they do well!

Write the story the way you want to write it and find a different editor who is less hidebound.

I suggest you get someone to read your work for you. They will notice things you have not noticed yourself.

I write flash fiction, so I am bound to say that cutting out any unnecessary words from your work will always result in a better story. Think of poetry. The best-loved poems are less than a thousand words in length.

For practice, I advise writing a letter to the local paper. The shorter the better and it is more likely to be published because editors like short letters which get to the point without going all round the houses.

Read. It is obvious but a writer who reads is more likely to succeed. In particular, reading works in the genre of your own story and reading magazines in which you would like to be published. 

And then look at the formatting. Does this editor want your work in Arial and double-spaced or do they favour Times New Roman?

I would avoid AI, not only because many editors forbid it but also because I submitted three speeches from Shakespeare to Grammarly and the smug little bot thought it could improve on his work!

I hope this advice is of use to you. You will admit it is brief.

Derek McMillan is a writer in Durringon in the UK. His editor is his wife, Angela. He has written for print and online publications in the UK, USA and Canada. His latest book is the audio-book with the cheery title "Murder From Beyond the Grave" which is available on eBay. Check it out. 
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Some Thoughts About Rejections by James Osborne

Aspiring writers understandably wrestle with fear over that dreaded emotional boogeyman called the ‘rejection.’ Those fine folks need to know that all experienced writers have endured that very same gauntlet numerous times. Most of us have survived largely unscathed to write another day.

The following notes are designed to offer a measure of reassurance to novice writers and perhaps provide a bit of reaffirmation to others.

But first let’s be clear: Successful writers know that no piece of writing, be it a short story, essay, or book-length manuscript, should ever be submitted to an agent or editor until it has been critiqued by at least one other person, ideally a trusted beta reader, and also (best of all) an editor qualified in the genre of your piece. This rule is as golden as you’re likely to find in the literary world. Two other prime characteristics common to successful authors are persistence and an exceedingly thick skin. 

Those of us who’ve been submitting work for years also know to view rejections for what they are: one person’s assessment of the current state of a constantly changing literary landscape. And that view may not be in sync with prevailing reader interests. By the way, the first assessment that your manuscript is likely to get from a literary agency will almost certainly be from a college student on an intern work assignment, not an agent or a publisher’s acquisitions editor. Most agencies and publishers use interns as screeners. Data is unavailable on what percentage of manuscripts get past that dubious hurdle, but rumors tell us it’s exceedingly low. 

Be not discouraged. After all, sometimes there’s another key ingredient in play, one of these being Dumb Luck Timing. That can occur when a manuscript happens to click with the right intern, agent or editor at the right time with the right publisher. And it does happen, honest! 

I’ll admit to having been fortunate. Way back while I was a fledgling newspaper reporter, my first city editor was kind and insightful, and believed firmly that part of his job was to coach new reporters. A few years later the newspaper chain transferred me to a paper in another city. There I came under the supervision of a city editor who most reporters in that newsroom considered to be an unrepentant SOB.

In fairness, each city editor bestowed their own gifts. The first helped build my skills, giving me confidence in my abilities, and thus courage to benefit from the second, whose crude treatment of reporters resulted in my developing a thick skin that has served me well ever since.

Even the most preeminent names throughout literary history have been subjected to that inevitable crucible of multiple rejections. We can gain a measure of comfort and renewed determination from their experiences. Here are a few:

Agatha Christie endured five years of continuous rejections before her first novel was published. Since then, sales of her mysteries have reached more than US $2 billion, the second highest total sales of fiction books by one author in history, exceeded only by sales of works by William Shakespeare. 

John Grisham’s debut novel, A Time To Kill, was rejected twenty-eight times, by his count; Chicken Soup For The Soul, 144 times; Stephen King’s debut novel, Carrie, was turned down 80 times; The Hunger Games by Suzanne Collins, 60 times. The Lord of the Flies was rejected twenty-one times and its author William Golding went on to win the 1983 Nobel Prize for Literature.

JK Rowling’s debut novel in the Harry Potter series was rejected by twelve publishers until the eight-year-old daughter of an editor at Bloomsbury Publishing in London chanced upon the first chapter in her father’s den, loved it and insisted on reading the rest of the book. In 2021, the UK Sunday Times ranked her among the richest women in the UK. 

The granddaddy of all rejections appears to have been experienced by C. S. Lewis, a scholar at Oxford and Cambridge universities, and author of the series, The Chronicles of Narnia. One of his teaching assistants is quoted as saying Lewis received some 800 rejections before any of his work was published. Sales of the Narnia series now exceed 100 million copies. Oh, and one publisher rejected Dan Brown’s The Da Vinci Code by saying in a note, “It is so badly written.” The novel was accepted by Doubleday and has sold more than 80 million copies land adapted for a hit movie. 

As for the modest efforts by this scribe, my debut novel, THE ULTIMATE THREAT, was rejected at least 65 times (I’ve lost count) before it was accepted by a UK publisher. The novel, a thriller about ISIS, made it to # 1 on Amazon’s bestseller lists and climbed a second time to #2 finding itself between reprints of two Tom Clancy novels, in #1 and #3. More recently, it took me 187 submissions before my new and wonderful publisher, Next Chapter.pub, accepted PRESCRIPTION FOR DECEPTION, the first book in my three-novel series. We’ve signed a seven-book contract covering that series and four more books, two more novels and two collections of short stories.

So please be not discouraged!

For more about rejections, check out this website: http://www.litrejections.com/best-sellers-initially-rejected/

James Osborne is the author of several award-winning novels and two collections of short stories. His varied career includes investigative journalist, college teacher, vice president of a Fortune 500 company, business owner, army officer, writer, and editor. His work can be found at www.amazon.com/author/jamesosborne. Osborne’s essays and short stories have appeared in dozens of anthologies, magazines, and literary and professional journals.
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The stories we tell and write and how they can help us by Roger Knight

Stories have to be told or they die, and when they die, we can’t remember who we are or why we’re here.

Sue Monk Kidd  Author

The fact of storytelling hints at fundamental unease, hints at human imperfection.

Where there is perfection there is no story to tell.

Ben Okri Poet and novelist
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For what it might be worth, my stories have now been mostly told and written.

Whether or not they are ever listened to or read isn’t the point or even their ultimate purpose.

They are all my records of events and experiences that mattered to me at the time and still do, and without them my life would have amounted to very little.

Each story is one piece of a mosaic, different in colour and texture, and some more misshapen than others, resulting in misorder, rather than any coherent pattern.

There are now more than seventy of them, one for almost each year of my life thus far. Some stories attest to those watershed, sliding doors, unanticipated moments in life, creating a narrative trajectory that is well past any apotheosis it might have once had.

And, just as Hilaire Belloc described the sea as ‘’ the common sacrament of this world ‘’, so too do I think our stories are the expressions of self sacrament of the life we have been bestowed.

And, from this self sacrament, some catharsis might emerge, perhaps even expiation, enabling us to live out the remainder of our lives with a degree of peace and acceptance, knowing in the end, that was just the way the story goes.

Roger Knight. Having become a reluctant retiree, I have embarked upon a replacement career of writing, now that I become stuck in those valleys of reflection. To date I have published one Collection of poems, Poems of Passage and have had several poems and short stories published in various anthologies.

A Regimen for Growth as a Writer by Michael Barrington

I am often asked how do I get so many of my articles and short stories published; a dozen this year both in the USA and the UK. The glib answer I typically give is, “With difficulty.” I have written twelve books and published more than sixty short stories or articles, but getting a story into a journal or magazine always has an air of mystery about it. 

As a young writer, I started producing nonfiction articles because they were easier to write and were relatively easy to get published; book reviews, travel, and general interest stories. I wanted my name out there with my bio. so that readers would be attracted to and buy my novels. I wanted to establish my brand. But at heart, all I wanted to write was fiction and occasionally fantasy.

I had a truly great story which I honed, fine-tuned, had a professional editor review then beta tested it with two people. It was a masterpiece, a work of art! I thought I had done my homework by researching several publications who appeared to want my genre, sent it off, and waited expectantly. Most rejected it with a short, formalized response. One did not respond. I was crushed. I was also very naïve! The responses were a blow to my ego but they brought me back to reality. 

I knew I could write fiction and write well, but obviously not good enough for publication. My sister played piano and spent years practicing, wanting to become a concert pianist, and I realized that if, when she started, she had told us that within one year she would be on some world stage, we would have laughed at her. And yet here was I doing almost exactly that, believing that masterful writing was pure intuition and inspiration. Writing nonfiction was relatively easy, it was mainly a question of arranging factual items in an entertaining fashion. All I had to contend with was shelving my ego when, after submitting what I believed were exciting and brilliant pieces, and into which I had poured my heart and soul, they were shredded, cut or manipulated just because the magazine’s art department needed more space, or a late advertisement had arrived. But I didn’t really care. I wanted to write fiction.

If I were to take writing fictional short stories seriously, then I needed to hone and develop my craft. I remembered Hemingway’s words, “There is very little to say about writing a short story unless you are a professional explainer. If you do it, you don’t have to explain. If you cannot do it, no explanation will ever help.” I had read Chekhov, loved the writing of Edna O’Brien, admired Alice Munro, was inspired by Annie Proulx’s Breakback Mountain and wanted to write like Anne Patchett. It was obvious there was no shortcut to closing the gap between my head and my hands; success would only come, I believed, through hours of practice. It would take dedicated time and lots of it. If I produced the right kind of material, then editors would have no choice but to be thrilled with my submissions!

So, I decided to set up a strict writing schedule and, in addition to the novel I was working on, committed to writing one short story each week until I was either tired of the process or felt I had nothing left to say. And I would do this for twelve weeks. I did not need prompts. There was no shortage of material in my head. I just had to express it on paper. Without deciding on length, I knew from experience they would be about 2,000/3,000 words, since that was my typical writing rhythm, my sweet spot, and I don’t usually write to a formula. But I set no limits. It would be creative writing, pure and simple. 

Whether I kept the finished product or not was not the point, it just had to be completed in a week. I pushed myself. My intent was not to build up a portfolio of stories that one day might be published, but to simply write, to develop my talent, to hone my craft. I spent hours editing, scrutinizing each word and phrase, frequently ending up with my original version! But I wanted more. I devoured books of short stories. I recognized incredible writing when I read it. How could I emulate it? How was I to write the perfectly understated story but emotionally whole? Where were the words? I stretched myself using enigmatic, lyrical images, the power of ambiguous emotions. I searched for metaphors, similes and agonized over selecting a phrase. It was so difficult at first removing big strong emotions, love, hate, envy and searching for more subtle shades, too difficult to name. But I was learning. Just after week eight, I decided to test my results and sent out two pieces to beta readers. The feedback was positive. I was improving.

I was learning about myself not just as a writer but as a person. I usually write fast. A thousand words a day was easy, two thousand very doable. With so many stories inside me wanting to come out, I sometimes got ahead of myself. I couldn’t write fast enough. And then it all changed, not radically, not dramatically, but I realized my new process was slowing me down. A light bulb had gone off in my head. I usually got the words onto the paper as fast as I could, then started to edit and edit and edit. But now I was almost hesitant, cautious before putting anything down. I realized if I produced my work more carefully, took a more reflective approach with more attention to the subtleties of character development, word choice, turn of phrase, nuances, and taking a less primary approach, my work would be of a much higher quality. Joyce Carol Oates-like? Not exactly, but getting there. 

I already knew that writing a novel was radically different from the short story and I understood the elements of fine writing. Now with a limited mode of expression, I needed to help my audience read between the lines. An added challenge was that I was working on limited space, and every word counted. 

So, I began to purposefully experiment and challenge myself by trying various formats. And this was new territory for me. Newspapers, magazine articles, letters, emails, text messages all became instruments I could use. 

I had to ask myself why the rush? What was driving me? Why couldn’t I spend time smelling the roses and simply stroll through a labyrinth of exquisite, breathtaking words and phrases, savoring each one? And I began to slowly understand. Speed was not only holding me back from becoming the writer I wanted to be, it prevented me from being vulnerable, from fully entering into my stories. I needed to become more like a ‘method actor’ and become a ‘method writer.’ I needed to live my stories. As the process deepened, it helped me add better definition and a broad spectrum of color to my characters, who were now becoming more human, more believable. It changed my writing style. I was now focusing on trying to get things right the first time around instead of just putting words and ideas onto the page. I was becoming more thoughtful, deliberate and aware of myself.

Writing a first draft had always been easy for me, but trying to turn it into a riveting piece of literature was not. To make it a piece of shimmering, potent prose that would stand out from masses of submittal material, needed still yet more work. So I slogged away. When I thought I had worked a story as hard as I could, when there were no more iterations to be made, I would shelve it and start another story.

Three months later, after randomly selecting two stories for publication, (I had written fifteen at the time and decided that would be where I would stop the experiment), I had them scrutinized by beta readers. It was time to test the market again. But why two? I believed that if I could get one story published, I might be able



















	relax in a warm bath and listen to some music

	go for a long walk on your own

	create a collage of the idea you’re experimenting with

	weed the garden

	sweep your carpets with a dustpan and brush

	write a c.v. for one of your characters

	buy something that one of your characters would like and put it on your desk for inspiration












	Everyone is a Writer 




	Read your Work Out Loud



	Let Someone Else Read It



	Reading 




	Experimenting the Form/Genre



	Take Inspiration From Everywhere



	Always Jot Down Notes and Have Drafts




	Accept Feedback



	Write At Your Own Pace



	Enter Your Work Into Competitions or Submission Calls



	Prepare Yourself For Rejection But Do Not Give Up
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