
​​WELCOME


Welcome to the February issue.

We hope you like the new layout with the magazine divided into three. This edition has quick reads and memories in its pages.

The reason for this is that we get so many submissions we would like to publish and in the old format we couldn’t realise this as it made the magazine too expensive to purchase. Hopefully, we can now give you more reading by having a separate magazine for short stories due out shortly.

We would like to do the same for our travel stories and tales so please consider supporting this.

All the guidelines are at the back of this magazine and can also be found on the website www.allyourstories.com

Thank you to all your support.
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​Ruth Parkinson


Hi I'm a retired teacher living in London and love writing. Born in Australia to British parents I have spent a lot of time travelling for work and pleasure . I have a degree in Modern languages and worked as a teacher in London ,Brunei and Germany before returning home in 2015. I sing regularly in a choir , walk my dog and am inspired by things I see hear and smell. Check out my Face book group Ruth stay @home writer where I publish my Flash Fiction and my poetry.


​Unblocked

by

Ruth Parkinson
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Toilets get blocked. Roads get blocked. So do writers from time to time. It could be how to start ? It could be what next ? Or it could be how to end it ? She was well and truly stuck on where to go next. She had started out fine but now was at an impasse. Normally she’d sleep on it and then miraculously in the morning all would be clear. Well, she’d tried that . She had even re read the whole thing hoping for inspiration . Nothing was helping.




So, what would you do to find out information like how to unblock a writer ? Google it ? Well, that’s exactly what she did. She input suggestions for writer’s block to see what popped up. Lo and behold Google to the rescue yet again. There was a list of useful suggestions . Top of the list was ‘go for a walk ’, followed by ‘do something to get your blood flowing ’and then ‘change your environment ’. There were others but she thought she could combine all three in one . A brisk walk would get those creative juices flowing , as she rarely walked anywhere these days.




She decided to throw caution to the wind and leave her final destination up to fate and whimsy. She intended to walk randomly and then her writing problems would vanish into the ether . It was a lovely day so she picked up the iPad, pen ,notebook , made a drink , a snack and set off to be inspired. She slapped on her sunscreen as she left the house , setting off with lots of enthusiasm and purpose. Randomly taking lefts and rights she reasoned would bring her to this magical place where all would be clear.




She marched off briskly. Trouble was she wasn’t quite as fit as she used to be ,or thought she was either. She quickly got tired and had to rest on a wall. Her knee that had never ached


​Unblocked by
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before started aching. Her shoes that were oh so comfortable when walking around the house suddenly started to rub. Maybe this wasn’t such a great idea after all ?

Returning home, limping, knees aching and now with blisters, hadn’t helped at all. Dejected she flopped down into a comfy chair and sighed. How could Google have got it so wrong ? Perhaps she should give it another go. It couldn’t make things worse could it. The same list popped up so she read down further . Listen to music ? Not a good idea she would end up singing along like she did in the car . The ‘moving to another space’ appeared again . Maybe she thought she didn’t have to leave the house after all. Maybe she could move her desk to a different spot ? That might be just enough to break through ? Where though ?




Where could she concentrate and be away from distractions ? The garden was out. Too lovely a day. Too many birds chirruping. Not enough shade . So, where else ? Then she had a blinding flash of inspiration. She picked up all her stuff , dug out her fold up table and left the room bound for her new creative space. She placed it all on the table then went back for her nice comfy chair. Carried it carefully to the new spot . To her new improved writing space. Sitting down pen in hand it all seemed clear now and she began her next chapter.

And where was this internet inspired ‘unblocked ’space you ask ? The garage.


​Swans by

Ruth Parkinson


She had decided. She was going shopping. She couldn’t understand why her family insisted in taking her everywhere . She was perfectly capable of walking to the shops . Ok there had been a few times she had forgotten some things but that didn’t mean she was an invalid. Plus, everyone gets a bit forgetful when they get older don’t they ,she reasoned . Making a fuss over nothing. She got her scarf , shopping bag , coat and set off .

“Where’s mum ? ”

“Isn’t she with you ? I thought you were taking her shopping ?”

“I was but she’s gone . There’s no sign of her but her things are gone .

Oh my God she’s gone off on her own again . ”

“I’ll phone the police and get in touch with everyone so we can get the message out . Hopefully she can’t have got far . I’ll come straight over .”

She was enjoying the sunshine and the walk. The leaves were falling . She loved this time of the year . Hadn’t she worn a scarf? It was a bit chilly .Maybe she hadn’t ? Now where was she going again ? She tried to think through the fog and then walked on. It would come to her presently . It usually did.

“Hello emergency services which service to you require ? “ “ Police .”

“Putting you through now .”

“Hello, our mother has gone missing .She’s a vulnerable adult “

“OK let me take some details her age and description .”
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She noticed her shoe lace was undone. She bent down to tie it up . Not so doddery after all . She could do her own laces . So what if she forgot once . It wasn’t the end of the world was it. She would make sure to tell them when they came round . Stop them fussing all the time. She put her bag down and then remembered the swans . She wondered if they were still there ? That must be where she was going . It was definitely chilly, she should have brought a scarf with her . Next time she would.

“ We think she’s gone shopping . Her bags are gone . I’ll start walking

her route . ”

“ OK the police are coming over so I’ll give them her description . ” “Great !”

“Have you phoned the others ““ Yes, and I’ll let you know if I hear anything . ”

She saw the bench and thought it was a good spot to sit down. She saw the swans on the lake . Why did everyone think her incapable ? She had made it here hadn’t she . They were always saying she shouldn’t go out on her own , to wait for them but this proved she was totally fine . She’d found the bench . She’d found the swans too. They didn’t need to worry.




“Phil’s just phoned . He found her scarf but she’s not heading to the shops . Look like she’s going to the park . I’ll phone the police to let them know and then I’ll be over to help .”

“I’m heading there now . I’ll let you know if I find her .” “We can’t go on like this !”

“I know .”


​Swans by
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She tried to coax the swans over but realised she didn’t have food for them. Next time she would. They looked so beautiful and graceful gliding on the lake . The wind was bitterly cold and she wished she had worn her scarf . The kids used to like coming here though they were a bit scared of the swans. Someone had told them once that they could break your arm with their wings so they were always a bit wary. She couldn’t imagine why anyone would want to scare children with stories about such beautiful creatures .

“I found her bag in the park . It looks like she definitely heading to the lake . ”

“ I wonder if she going to the swans ? Remember we used to go every week and feed them ?

“ Yes, there was a bench Mum used to sit on while we fed them. Which side of the lake was it ? ”

“Err think it was on the north side . I’ll come and join you . ” “Best update the police too . ”

“Doing it right now !”

She sat quietly on the bench gazing at the swans . She wondered if they felt the cold ? Perhaps one of the kids would know ? She noticed a small group of people hurrying towards her . They seemed to be in hurry she mused . She wondered why ?
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​Dr. Douglas Young is a political science professor emeritus who taught government and history for over 33 years and whose essays, poems, and short stories have appeared in a variety of publications in America, Canada, and Europe. His first novel, Deep in the Forest, was published in 2021 and the second, Due South, came out in 2022. His first book of essays, This Little Opinion Plus :1.50 Will Buy You a Coke: A Collection of Essays, appeared in 2024.


​The Elevator Ride by Douglas Young

When Marcellus Stovall got to a good stopping place, he sighed, saw it was already well after 5, and decided it was time to leave the university library. The firm did not pay him overtime and the place would close soon anyway since it was Friday. So he got up from the table, shoved his notes in the briefcase, put on his sport coat, adjusted his tie, and quickly walked to the elevator. Along the way he noted how much more tattooed, hair-dyed, and scruffy the students appeared than when he was in school. I have become middle aged, he mused, and just do not relate to this young crowd.

He got on the elevator but was disappointed to see it stop at the next floor. Three thirty-something men strolled in to join him. They all had long hair, thoroughly frayed shirts hanging out, blue jeans pockmarked full of holes, and very old sneakers. One wore a beat-up red fedora hat with a big green feather. Another had a beard, and the others had not shaved in days. One was ensconced in reading a book while the other two silently stared ahead.

Mr. Stovall suspected they were homeless. What are they doing here? He frowned. It’s bad enough so many students look like bums, but these guys are almost middle-aged. They’re just a tad younger than me. I’m surprised to see one of them actually reading a book. Good Lord, could they be students?

Though he would normally look away from such people, for some reason he kept examining them from the back of the elevator. Do I know these losers? He wondered. They seem familiar. But who do I know who looks like a street person? Or who has tattoos on his arm—or neck? That one’s tennis shoes look barely wearable. His laces need tying too. But does the slacker even notice or care? Yet Marcellus still studied the men the entire ever so slow elevator ride.

He also detected the same distinct odor he often picked up from student bohemians playing guitars and singing for tips downtown. Mr. Stovall did not know if it was from clove cigarettes, incense, or what, but hoped it did not stick to him.

​The Elevator Ride

by Douglas Young Cont.

––––––––
[image: ]



How very different our lives are, he lamented looking askance at the men. I have worked my butt off all my life, but look at
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​Shannon’s Fourth Birthday Party

by Hilary Smith

(Dribble)
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​The Brooding by

Christopher T. Dabrowski

translated by: Julia Mraczny
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