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​Welcome


Here is the April Issue of All your Stories, featuring Travel Stories, Memories and Short Stories.

We are sure you will enjoy the varied and interesting stories and essays with varying subjects.

Our next deadline is: 18th May for the June issues. Watch out for our specials which cover a single genre.

Submissions are accepted anytime. Please read and follow the

guidelines as we cannot accept anything that does not comply. More information on the website here. www.allyourstories.com

submissions@allyourstories.com
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​Rebecca Adams

Born and bred in Bristol, Rebecca lives in Spain and splits her time between SW Andalusia and The West Country. She’s always wanted to be a writer and is recycling her skills as an English teacher to make that happen. When she’s not working, she’s rummaging around bookshops, hiking, practising yoga or sitting at pavement cafes scribbling ideas for her blog, short stories and a novel in progress.
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​Annie’s Arboretum
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One tall tree is all that remains. A single Austrian pine. It stands above the houses. Modern builds, 1960s or maybe 1970s. There’s no way to reach it without trespassing, so I can only wonder if it has a plaque; if any words have been left to remind us why it’s here.

Along this quiet road in Batheaston, Eagle House, a Grade II listed Georgian building, is set behind stone walls. It looks the same as it did a hundred years ago, except that now, a housing estate has taken shape around it. Acres of wild land reduced to a garden with a pretty, manicured lawn. From the garden wall, if I ignore the cars parked up close, I can imagine it back then. Surrounded by fields and the small, but significant wood. More than forty-seven trees in total, growing stronger every day. Each one with a plaque below it. Each one planted by a woman. Each plaque bearing a name. The name of a woman who had found refuge at Eagle House. A woman who had spent time here recovering and growing stronger. A woman who had planted a sapling as a symbol of the future into which the trees would grow. A woman who had been imprisoned for her belief in political equality, ill-treated and brutally force-fed.
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In my mind, I see the field as it once stood, full of cedars, pines and holly bushes. How did it feel to walk through it? How inspiring it must have been. How much hope had been planted with those trees? A vision for a new life before convention stepped in and sold the land to property developers. How easily the lives and aspirations of women could be wiped away in the name of progress. Development. A financial gain. Was a vote not progress? I ask myself. A vote for half of the population who were tired of being ignored, tired of being labelled the weaker sex; these women, and many others, whose strength has given us a voice today. The women who, together, had dedicated their lives to improving ours. Was that not progress? A basic human right. A social gain.

Forty-seven trees, a testimonial to their struggle; a beautiful environment, a home for their courage, their dreams, local wildlife and walkers. Now, replaced by three-bed-semis with driveways and two cars.

From my side of the stone wall, I think of Lizzie. Lizzie, the woman who shared her table with me at a pavement café in Bath. Lizzie, the woman I’d never met before. Lizzie who gifted me with this story over lunch on a sunny day in March. The brilliant moment when she told me about Suffragette Woods. And, later, when researching, the heartbreak when I realise it’s been bulldozed. Razed to the ground without a second thought. Whilst fields filled with poppies thrive in faraway countries, lest we should forget, in Bath a field of trees in honour of those who stand up for and protect the world was felled.

Disregarded. Failed by the system. Again. A small wood, in honour of the work undertaken for the right to vote, ripped from its r



​Eagle House; a refuge for recovering suffragettes. A safe haven from police brutality, taunts and prison. The arboretum, named after Annie Kenney, a living monument planted by women who were torn down and beaten by the system. Women who rose and planted new life as a celebration of their hopes for growth, change and equality.

Lizzie, who said goodbye and went inside the café to pay for her soup. And, when I went in to pay for mine, I discovered she’d done that too. Bowled over by a stranger’s kindness, before the awareness of the real gift she has passed on sank in.




One tall tree remains. Its roots are long and deep. Its trunk is solid. Every year, it grows a little taller.
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​Meredith Stephens is a recently retired professor from South Australia. Her work has appeared in Transnational Literature, The Blue Mountain Review, Agape Review, Borderless, The Font

- A Literary Journal for Language Teachers, The Writers' and Readers' Magazine, The Journal of Literature in Language Teaching, Reading in a Foreign Language, and anthologies published by Demeter Press, Canada. She spends her retirement gathering material for new stories as she sails in Australian waters and beyond.
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​Called by Japan
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I arrive in the city of Matsuyama after the long flight from Australia with my two young daughters. We have been provided with free housing by the university, in a block of apartments in which all the other residents work for the university. Outside the building there is a large lawned area surrounded by pine trees. It seems fitting because Matsuyama means ‘pine mountain’. The first thing my four year old daughter does is climb up one of the pine trees.

I soon settle into the rhythm of life in university housing. Every morning I hear the vacuum cleaners as the housewives commence their daily round of cleaning. Then I hear the pounding of futons against the rails of the balconies with an implement resembling a fly swat. The housewives air the futon bedding daily and bring it in before condensation hits. In the afternoon smoke drifts across the lawn from one of the houses surrounding the property. Apparently an elderly man still heats up his bath the traditional way by lighting a fire underneath it.

I appreciate the generosity of free housing, but my contract comes to an end, and my new contract at the next university does not provide housing. I consult the real estate agent and am shown several houses near the new university. The first one is just the right size and near the campus, but we are later told that the landlord will not accept foreigners. The final one is near the campus, within the catchment zone for the elementary school, and there is no resistance to letting the property to foreigners.

As we enter the house there is a cavernous genkan entrance with a ceiling stretching above both floors. There is a huge getabako for storing outdoor shoes on the right of the genkan. Once we step up into the house there are two traditional rooms with tatami floors, separated by sliding fusuma screens decorated with landscape paintings. The far side of the room does not feature a window, but rather sliding lattice paper screens known as shoji. Both sides of the shoji feature delicate wooden carvings of landscapes, and above the shoji are yet more delicate wooden carvings known as ranma. These carvings are not only exquisite, they also let in light. Outside the shoji is a corridor known as an engawa, with windows opening onto the garden outside.

There is a stone path leading from the engawa window to the garden gate. In the garden are azalea bushes, and decorative rocks planted asymmetrically in the middle of the garden. There is no lawn, but rather small pebbles. A huge magnolia tree with white flowers stands proudly in the corner of the garden. In spring a bright pink camelia asserts itself alongside the magnolia. The border of the garden is lined with pine trees with branches flowing towards the south. They are in fact motionless but have been pruned in such a way that they appear to be blowing in the wind.
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​Back in the kitchen there are wooden floors, a nod to the west. But there is no coffee table. Rather there is a cavity in the floor from which you can extract a low heated kotatsu table, and sit on the floor while placing your feet in the cavity beneath.

The bathroom has a deep and wide sunken bath double the size of that in the university condo. Even though the house is old, there is a button for generating hot water from solar power on a sunny day.

Outside the back door there is yet another garden strewn with the flowers of the dokudami plant which can be used to make a healthy tea. Japan has the reputation for tiny houses with no room for gardens, but if you venture away from the big cities you can find roomy houses surrounded by traditional gardens. The younger generation tend to prefer to flock to Tokyo or Osaka when they leave home. Many prefer to live in modern high-rise condominiums to the kind of traditional houses that their forebears would have lived in.

Across the road is an acupuncture business. Whenever I am stressed I cross the road to visit this business. I am ushered to a small room surrounded by white curtains, lie face down on a bed, and enjoy the sensation of having needles strategically placed onto my shoulders. Down the road there is a Japanese style Chinese restaurant, with tatami rooms surrounding an internal courtyard garden, replete with a pond with carp, straddled by a miniature bridge.

One of the reasons remaining in this job and the city of Matsuyama is so pleasurable is the beauty of this exquisitely crafted traditional house, with an aesthetic that I have never observed in the west. I never tire of waking in the upstairs bedroom, climbing down the sturdy wooden staircase and opening the sliding door to the traditional tatami room, with morning light streaming through the shoji and the ranma.

My daughter’s kindergarten friends visit on playdates, and some even draw on the fusuma, or poke holes in the paper shoji screens when they are playing chasey inside. These may be repaired with floral paper cutouts that you can purchase to cover holes that have been inadvertently made in shoji. The damage by the neighborhood children does not detract from the beauty, and I continue to savor the ambiance of the house every single morning for the four years I stay there.

The contract at the university ends and I decide to return to Australia. Of course it is hard to leave my friends and my job, but I will also miss this house. After relocating to Australia one of my friends in Matsuyama tells me that there is a sign outside the house announcing that it is now used as a church. I am happy to hear that it continues to be enjoyed rather than being demolished to make way for a high-rise building.

​

Back in Australia I live
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​Sailing on the Solstice by
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​The Bushwackers Adventure Club
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