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Welcome

Welcome to our new short story collection, an addition to our already popular All Yours Series of Anthology magazines.

Along with all the wonderful submissions we receive it was evident that we would not be able to include all the stories we received into our regular magazine without it being too expensive for the reader.

It was decided that we would now run three titles in the series and hopefully add a fourth later in the year.

Our current titles:

All Your Poems Magazine

All Your Stories Magazine (Quick Reads and Memories)

All Your Stories Magazine (Short Stories)

To Follow:

All Your Stories Magazine (Travel Tales and Stories)

We hope you enjoy the series and please share, read and purchase.

Available on Amazon in print and for kindle

Paid pdf downloads from All Your Stories and Poems

Thank you.

Ed
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The Unexpected Robin

by Jude Davison

‘I’m going for a walk,’ announced John, as he finished lacing up his old leather boots. No reply. Cathy must still be sleeping, he thought to himself. 

‘I need some air, clear my head, I’ve been up since five am,’ he muttered to himself as he sighed heavily, ‘when will I ever be able to sleep like a normal human again?’

The sound of key turning lock did nothing to rouse his sleeping wife and John was soon outside looking up and down the quiet street for any other signs of life. The road was bereft of traffic or people, he was all alone. He turned, pointing himself southbound, made his usual shortcut down through the church yard and cemetery, over the bridge which arched the train tracks, and soon found himself walking along the muddy path that traced the river Eden’s sludgy meander. The early winter morning light was hazy, quite dream-like. There was a light frost, the air was sharp, and the morning mist hung above the ground like a shroud covering the entire landscape. The river gently gurgled and whispered as it snaked and eddied its way through the Cumbrian countryside. No one else was around. No dog walkers this day. The sun had barely begun to rise. The daylight of this dead-of-winter day being slow to reveal itself, perhaps ashamed to be seen in the starkness of dawn. A natural beauty gone missing perhaps, disappeared, temporarily forgotten. The blackened wet bark glistened frostily on the embarrassed nakedness of the lofty Oaks and Willows, bereft now, of their summer glories. The trees watched in silence, their gnarled fingertips poking and pointing towards the ground. Dead but not dead. Just asleep, dormant until Spring. 

John took a sharp in-breath of freezing air and then with the squelch of boot pushing through mud he began to walk in the direction of the eddying river. It had been a hard few months, life dealing out its inevitable changes, sudden and shocking, common and unkind. The unavoidable happening right before his eyes. A phone call, out of the blue, but not unexpected. The death of a loved one. His mother. Gone. Forever. Then the tidal wave of grief and sorrow. The practicalities, arrangements to be made, all knocking at the door at the exact same time the deep sadness arrived. How to process both? An emotional and logistical juggling act. Since then, his sleeping pattern had been seriously interrupted and he felt like a panic attack might strike at any moment which is often what prompted him to step out early into the great outdoors for some fresh air and a much-needed chance to walk it off. Today was no different. He’d been awake since half four, had already had three cups of tea, read his emails, checked the weather and news before the dead weight of sorrow smothered him again. His mother had been dead for over two months, yet it still bristled like it was only yesterday. It had been six months since he’d last seen her, talked to her, held her hand, told he how much she meant to him. That he loved her. Had she understood that? Had her confused mind been able to take any of it in? 

As he rounded a bend in the river, he stopped in front of a pair of eyes that appeared to

be watching him. 

‘Hello there,’ said John, and the little bird seemed to twitch its head in response to the sound of his voice. 

‘Well, aren’t you a brave soul. Not going to fly off then?’ The little robin twitched its head again and jumped a few twigs closer. John was now just a foot or so away from the little inquisitive creature. It definitely was looking straight at him, and he could now hear the small warbling sounds it was making, foreign and delicate. 

‘Well, you have quite a lot to say – don’t you?’ The bird kept turning its head on its side and, chirping, tutting, quietly communicating in its own ethereal way. John didn’t quite know what to make of this strange but charming encounter and so he just stood there watching it. After what felt like a long time but was likely only a minute or so John decided it was time to continue his walk.

‘It was delightful to meet you, if you’re here tomorrow, same time same place, we can cross paths again if you like?’ The robin released a series of distinctive tutting sounds as if it was chirping farewell, which made John laugh.

‘Okay, bye bye, little bird, sounds like we have a plan.’ With that John pulled the scarf tighter around his neck, stepped back onto the path, and for the first time in a long while, had a big smile across his face.

The Fair Oaks nursing home was a typical care residence. More like a hospital ward than a place to reside, but such it is when our loved ones reach that inevitable age or incapacity where they require constant round-the-clock care, and a son isn’t around, or able to, provide it for his own mother. 

‘Would you like some more milk, mom?’ Joan stared off into the void. Some days there would be a glimmer of recognition, a hint of remembrance, a few words spoken and shared, even. Today was much like the other days John had planned to spend with her. It was a long trip to make, across the ocean and back, but worth it, to see her one more time. It was clear even then; she didn’t have much time left. But who really knows? She had all but given up eating and all she really did now was drink the milk that singularly seemed to keep her going. This day, however, she had looked at her son as if to acknowledge his presence, say hello, before drifting off again, back into darkness of her mind. Had she already gone, disappeared? One foot here and one foot beyond? John took hold of his mother’s hand and stroked it gently.

‘Do you remember when we used to go on holiday to Butlins, mom? We’d go swimming in the pool even if it rained, especially if it rained - that was actually more fun. And you’d let us stay up late to watch the stage shows. What was I then, seven or eight? Such good family memories – do you remember those times?’ 

Joan sipped at her cup of milk then lightly banged it on the counter in time with the nursery rhyme that often was the only thing that seemed to play on repeat through her mind. 

‘Milk. I want some more milk,’ said Joan, in a cracked, agitated voice. 

‘I’ll go and see what I can find,’ said John, taking the cup and leaving her room in search of a support worker who could help him source some more milk. When he got back Joan was asleep. She slept a good portion of any given day. Same as the others. Lunch times were sadly comical. A table of old ladies nodding off in their wheelchairs while plates of food, lukewarm soup were placed in front of them as the handful of care assistants tried their best to get a mouthful swallowed. Most of it ended up in the bin. Yet every day would see the same fruitless charade, thrice daily, meals prepared but rarely eaten. By three o’clock the rounds were made again, this time a cup of tea and a small muffin appeared. The care worker put the food on the tray in front of Joan.

‘Are you enjoying seeing your mom?’ asked the assistant.

‘Yes, it’s been lovely. I wasn’t sure I would see her again, with the pandemic and all.’

‘But you made it. We all love your mom. She keeps us all on our toes,’ laughed Serita.

‘That’s really nice to hear . . .and, thank you . . . for all you do for her.’

‘You’re welcome,’ smiled Serita.

‘I’ll wake her up,’ said John, ‘and make sure she has some of this.’ After Serita left the room John stroked his mother’s hand and she slowly opened her eyes. She didn’t say anything, but the smile was unmistakable. She was back again. 

‘I have to go home tomorrow, mom. It’s been really nice to spend all this time with you.’ Joan looked up at her son and for a moment she seemed lucid.

‘I like your hat. It’s red,’ said Joan.

‘Yes, it is, isn’t it? Here do you want to try it on – I’ll get a picture of us, together.’ John put the baseball cap on his mother’s head, it swamped her, she’d lost so much weight in the past year, she was just skin and bones.

‘Smile, mom!’ 

John didn’t check his phone or see the picture until he’d arrived home. Mom in the oversize red cap, fidgeting with her night gown, as had become her anxious habit. John smiling down the selfie lens. What a whirlwind trip it had been. So emotional. So final. Then a few months later his brother called. John didn’t need to hear the details; he knew as soon as his phone rang at that irregular hour what the news would be. And so, it was. The end of an era. A few weeks later a package arrived in the post. It was from his brother. In it promised to be a small urn with John’s share of the ashes along with a few other mementos salvaged and shared from the few belongings she had left. He left the package unopened, he didn’t have the strength or resilience yet, to open it and deal with his mother’s remains. 

John left the house, heading out for his usual morning walk. It was another cold morning and he’d made sure to dress warmly. As he trundled along his mind drifted off onto the many things he needed to do. Work mostly; and Cathy’s upcoming birthday present he needed to buy. Then he heard it. That same sweet little tut-tutting sound. He looked up from the path and there, once again, was the little robin. 

‘Well, hello again. Are we making a regular thing of this?’ The bird hopped forward, sitting on a branch that was almost eye level with John. 

‘You are a pretty one, aren’t you?’ Although it was just a bird, indistinct really, from any other, John just knew it was the same robin. There was something about the way it came so very close to him, didn’t seem frightened at all, and in fact, he was almost sure of it, seemed to be chirping and speaking directly to him, that sent a warm tingle through him. When he got home, he made a cup of tea, sat down at his desk and noticed once again the unopened package from his brother. He picked it up and felt it. It had some weight to it; he’d read somewhere that ashes were dense and heavy. He picked at the wrapping and began to tear it open. The first thing he found was a note from his brother. 

‘Hi John, I’ve divided up mom’s ashes as we discussed. Sarah and I are putting some of ours down at the beach where mom liked to sit sometimes, hope you find somewhere you think will be appropriate for you. Oh, and here are a few things she had on the shelf in her room. I’m pretty sure you gave her these, so thought you might like to have them back – love, Greg.’ When John opened the package further, he found the heavy urn inscribed with her name and to his surprise was something he’d forgotten he’d given his mom. He turned it over in his hand to get a good look. On the bottom in his own handwriting, it said: Merry Christmas 1993 – love John. He’d always thought it was a good likeness of the real thing, and something he knew his mother would cherish. He placed it on the shelf in front of him - a little porcelain statue of a red breasted robin sitting on a small twig. 
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Jude Davison is an accomplished author, composer, and recording artist. With twenty-one critically acclaimed albums, a song reaching number twenty-five in the USA charts, and several songs licensed to TV shows such as Baywatch, in 2015 he transitioned to writing prose. To date he has published three novels, a musical memoir, and two books of short stories. 

Through These Eyes

by Jim Landwehr

The ballgame was turning into a thriller. The Brewers and Cardinals were tied up 3-3 going into the eighth inning and the crowd was getting revved up for what looked to be a nail-biting finish. Brendan was with his buddies Jake and Mehul who seemed to share his excitement at the prospect of a win, which would put the Brewers back into first place. It had been a three team race all season between Milwaukee, St. Louis, and Chicago, so this was a pivotal game. Milwaukee won the first two games of the series. A win would sweep it and position them as the team with momentum approaching the soon-to-come playoffs. 

“How many hits do the Brewers have, Jake? I can’t see that scoreboard very well. Shit’s all blurry,” Brendan said.

“Really? You can’t see those three-foot letters from here? Man, you gotta get your eyes checked. Brewers have nine hits,” Jake replied. 

“Thanks for the lecture, Mom. I’ve been having a hard time seeing distance lately. I don’t know what’s up. Just getting old maybe,” Brendan said. 

“Maybe, ya geezer. But seriously, that’s nothing to mess around with. Just get them checked.”

“I will. I am 61, after all...” Brendan joked.

***
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Brendan stared into the bright light of the ophthalmoscope as Dr. Solberg peered at his eyeball from the other side. Brendan always hated this part of the exam because it meant the doctor got uncomfortably close to his face as he conducted the exam. 

“Hmmm...” the doctor said as he switched from the left eye to the right. 

“What does hmmm mean?” Brendan asked. 

After a few seconds, Dr. Solberg pulled away and set the scope down on the counter. Brendon noticed a distinct change in the doctor’s demeanor. 

“Well, what I’m seeing looks like the beginning stages of macular degeneration in both of your eyes. It causes a loss of vision in the center of your eyes. You’ll have blurred vision most likely for the rest of your life, and it will probably get worse as you age. Unfortunately, it’s not curable outside of some of the cutting-edge research I’ve heard of.” 

“What? Are you kidding me? My grandmother had this and she was essentially blind at the end of it. You’re telling me I have it too?

“Unfortunately, yes. I’m speculating, but there could be a genetic predisposition in your family history.”

“Aw, crap. That is not the news I wanted today. I noticed my vision was getting worse lately but just figured it was normal aging. Can you tell me more about this research you mentioned?”

“Well, I hesitate to say too much because it is still so far out there, but there is a clinical study going on in California that purports to reverse the aging process in the human eye. It involves first a DNA scan of the patient, then a diagnosis and, if they are a good match, treatment.”

“What does the treatment entail?” asked Brendan.

“All I’ve read is that it’s some form of stem cell injection. Because it is so experimental, they are looking for ten people willing to participate in the study.”

Brendan was intrigued by the prospect, but also suitably sceptical. He asked, “What are the downsides? Any negative side effects?”

“Again, from what I’ve read, it’s too early to tell. That’s the kind of thing these clinicals determine. The important thing is early detection. They’ve said that the closer to diagnoses that the patient gets treated, the higher the success rate.”

“Hmmm. And the alternative if I just live with it is steadily decreasing vision and/or blindness?”

“I’m afraid so. I’ll write the name of the laboratory that is conducting the research, in case you want to pursue it. It’s a proactive approach, obviously,” Doctor Solberg said in a tone of encouragement. He scribbled down the name on a piece of paper and handed it to Brendan.

“Alright Doctor, thanks for your honesty. I’ve got some thinking to do. I’ll keep you posted.”

***
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Brendan sat across the table from his wife, Liz, both of them nursing their second cup of coffee at a local shop. The place smelled of bakery, cinnamon and espresso as alternative rock from the eighties and nineties spilled softly from the speakers overhead. They loved their Saturday routine, but this conversation had a seriousness to it.

“I think it’s worth a shot, hon. I don’t like the prospect of going blind a whole lot. This will affect you as much as me, so I want to make sure you’re on board,” Brendan said.

Liz sipped her brew and set it on the table cupping her hands around its warmth.

“Oh, I agree with you. I think it’s something that needs to happen. I’m a little worried about what we don’t know. I mean, this is all so new, and the study only involves ten people. I just hope you don’t do something that you end up regretting.”

“Well, whatever happens, it beats going blind,” Brendan replied.

They both laughed uncomfortably. Brendan always had a great sense of humor, even if it was a bit dark at times. Liz shared his ability to go to the dark places in search of some levity. This was clearly one of those shared moments as they strove to see the future through an unclouded lens.

***
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The waiting room at the clinic in San Francisco was empty except for one patient seated reading a magazine. Brendan and Liz checked in at the registration desk and took a chair in the waiting area. After a ten-minute wait, a nurse came out and called his name. The two of them rose and followed the nurse back to a small conference room. 

“The doctor will be with you in a few minutes. Thanks for waiting,” she said.

“Thank you,” Brendan replied.

Ten minutes later, the door opened, and a doctor came in. He was dark haired with an iPad tucked under his arm. 

“Mr. and Ms., Swenson, I’m Doctor Drewe. Nice to meet you both.”

“Likewise,” said Brendan.

“So, I’ve looked at your doctor’s screening and it looks like you are a perfect candidate for our study. You are early stage, under seventy years old and in great health. I do want to point out that this procedure is entirely new and untested, on humans at least. The results in studies conducted on animals has been extremely positive, which makes it attractive for
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