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​Welcome to the June issue of All Your Poems. We hope you enjoy the selection that has been made from the many submissions we have received.

We have included our charity feature which will also be published in our other current issue. Mental Health is very much needing our support so we hope you will be able to join us in sharing this story.

We are delighted to include several new contributors in this issue and ask that you encourage others to read, purchase and submit to our publication.

Available in print and for e-Book from Amazon, Barnes & Noble, Smashwords and many other outlets.

Next deadline: 18th July for August publication.

Ed. www.allyourpoems.com Cover art: © SGF
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Rethink Mental Illness is a leading charity provider of mental health services, whose mission is to bring about meaningful change to the health and social care system, to the way society views mental illness, and to people’s lives across England.


​The Bradford on Avon Creative Writing Group Supported by Rethink Mental Illness Dr Colin Payton, writer

Throughout my long career in medicine, I had always been a writer, mostly medical and research articles, but I had also contributed to a column in BMA News, a medical newspaper, that featured poignant, sometimes amusing stories about life as a doctor. After I retired in 2023, I started to further develop my interest in writing fiction. By the time I came across the new creative writing group in Bradford on Avon, I had published one piece of creative non-fiction and was already a member of another writing group in the nearby city of Bath.

Bradford on Avon is a charming market town in Wiltshire, where the town library had enthusiastically agreed to host the new group. It was set up by Rethink Mental Illness, a leading charity provider of mental health services, whose mission is to bring about meaningful change to the health and social care system, to the way society views mental illness, and to people’s lives across England. Becky Bye, the group co- ordinator, chaired the first meeting in September 2024. She found herself nervously looking around the group of about ten eager faces on that cloudy Friday afternoon. Her worry proved unfounded. We continued to meet every other Friday and enthusiastically worked with writing exercises and prompts and quickly developed into a warm, welcoming and friendly group. Being a project developed by Rethink there was a significant element of writing for wellbeing and several of the members shared their own experiences of mental health problems. As a retired doctor I could appreciate that their mental health problems were affecting some of the members when it came to group discussions and reading out our writing. I was able to share my daughter’s experiences of mental illness (which she drew on when writing her first novel) and details of her recovery and her journey to becoming a published author.

A few months later, Becky emailed one Friday to say she couldn’t make it and to cancel the meeting. Our spontaneous and almost immediate response was to say we’ll meet anyway and run the meeting ourselves. As probably the most experienced writer, I offered some exercises from my other group and provided prompts from some of the writing websites and blogs that I follow. After that, I continued to step in whenever Becky couldn’t make it, and it seemed to go well.

​Unfortunately, soon after that, Becky told us that because of organisational changes, she would have to step down as group co-ordinator and would hand the reins to me so we could carry on as a peer led group. The library agreed to continue to host and support our meetings.

Over the next couple of months, I was pleased to see a growing confidence in the members’ writing. Those who had always prefaced their sharing with phrases like, “This isn’t very good, but I’ll just read it out anyway...” were now exhibiting pride and conviction. More people were using laptops and saving their work rather than pen and paper and work was extending to ‘homework’ that we would bring back to the next meeting for discussion and comment. At the time I was reading Stephen King’s ‘On Writing: A Memoir of the Craft’, and I came up with an idea to progress things further. King wrote about how his brother, Dave became bored with high school and created his own newspaper called Dave’s Rag, which he printed on an old-fashioned hectograph before progressing to a printing drum. Even then it took two days to produce the newspaper. So, I thought, we could easily do that on a small scale on a laptop and printer and distribute it free in the library, but not a newspaper, a magazine. With only 3 pages, to call it a ‘magazine’ seemed overconfident, and we opted for ‘nanozine’ (a very small magazine) instead. Five of us contributed, four short stories and one poem and I designed, edited and printed it at home and provided copies in the library. I was really pleased that the members had knuckled down, written their pieces, kept to the deadline and met the word limit (well, mostly). At the next group meeting, the library staff told us that they’d enjoyed reading it, even asked if we would be producing regular editions, and that several library users had told them how much they liked it. We’re now planning further issues on a seasonal basis; summer, autumn, Christmas and spring.

Our next project is a series of prompts to encourage everyone to write some flash fiction, share with each other, edit, re-write and submit for publication. This will be a serious step forward for people who have never attempted publication and who just a few months ago hadn’t written anything since school.

Currently, we have eight members, and the group has been running now for nearly nine months. Not everyone can make every meeting, and some can’t always get there on time due to other commitments, but that doesn’t matter. Outside of meetings we stay in touch through our WhatsApp group. Writing can be a lonely occupation but through our group we are able to work together on our writing as well as to support each other. Besides the progress in writing, I have noticed a positive change in the people. Previously shy and quiet, now confident, happy and involved. Our group poet reflecting on the atmosphere of the group summed it up so well: ‘It’s a lovely space.’
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​Derek Pickett was born and raised in a small village in the South East of England. He took an interest in poetry from a young age and was inspired by the great poets of the

U.K. and Ireland, including Wordsworth, Heaney and Burns. Derek has travelled extensively in the USA and at one time or another has lived in Arizona, California, Hawaii and New York, as well as Mexico City and São Paulo, Brazil. These days he lays down his hat in Houston, Texas, where he finds daily inspiration for his work in the multicultural world of the city, and his lifelong love of music, and passion for country dancing.
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Spring Flower
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There dressed up in the joy of the season

and for my mirthful lifted spirit you surely are the reason You may be the princess whom I would rescue from the tower

the lovely lady the sweet Spring flower



In vibrant blue with the joyous floral motif

to all my trials the sight of the lovely lady brings a gentle joyous relief A tribute to May sunshine warmth with a mass of gorgeous blooms you may be the indomitable light when darkness looms

With the towering strength of Taurus and the generous imagination of Gemini

Wispy cirrus clouds up in that ethereal blue sky

you embrace and extol the bright bounty

of May beauty as you walk on by

You came with the brightness and renewal of Spring like soft and sweet music to make my heart sing

A sight for sore eyes a presence to warm the soul a lovely lady of the hour

elegant and enchanting, the pretty Spring flower


©Derek Pickett
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​Morning Park
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We pass a sea of shining windows towering up to endless blue

People, pets and traffic

in a bustling mix of busyness then all at once a mass of green lush and gorgeous in our view


The park is singing out its radiance in the blissful key of Spring with petals and perfume


against the city’s vibrant call

all senses here are stirred

by nature’s joyous morning ring

––––––––
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©Derek Pickett
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