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Welcome 

 

Here is your Christmas themed edition of All Your Stories which contains both Fiction and Nonfiction stories from worldwide contributors. 

We would like to take this opportunity to thank you for your ongoing support and have been delighted with many new contributors this year. But there is plenty of room for more! 

There are changes to our publication dates from next year, we will be publishing quarterly 

and you can find all the information on our website www.allyourstoriesandpoems.com 

Our website All Your Stories will cease next year, and we have transferred all the data to All Your Stories and Poems and ask that you now use this as our main website. The other change is that if you are selected and published in one of our issues you will receive a pdf version of the anthology instead of having to download it from the website. 

Guidelines can be found at the end of the magazine. 

Many Good Wishes for the Holiday season and a Happy New Year. 

‘May your Words Flow and your Acceptances be Many!’

 

Your Editor and Publisher 
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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. 

The Repetitive Attraction of 

Christmas 

 

On  Christmas  eve  and  Christmas  An enduring mark in time we fondly 

day  in  1914,  along  the  western  front,        remember. British  and  German  soldiers  met  in ‘no

And,  with  the  recognition  of  a 

man’s  land  ‘to  exchange  gifts,  sing  carols 

saviour being born, we can every Christmas 

and even play football together.  

embark  on  the  possibility  of  hope, 

Some  commanders  at  the  time  salvation, goodwill and generosity of spirit 

disapproved    of    such    engagement,        for  mankind,  more  sorely  needed  than concerned that it could undermine the will        perhaps ever before. to  fight.  [  God  forbid  that  this  could  be 

allowed to happen and that countless lives 

might be spared! ]                                        © Roger Knight 

Such  engagements  were  never 

repeated during the rest of the war, so the 

commanders must have had their way. 

Could I wonder if such fraternizing 

might  occur  between  Russian  and 
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Ukrainian soldiers, as they slug it out along 

the front line in Luhansk and Donetsk this 

Christmas?    Sadly  I  think  that  this  is 

extremely unlikely. 

Nevertheless,    it    is    historical 

testament to the universality of Christmas 

and  the  abiding  need  to  celebrate  it  that 

can even transcend open conflict. 

It is surprising compared with other 

annual festivities that many of us are able 

to recall most of the Christmases we have 

spent, even from our childhood, each one 

a  special  event  that  evokes  nostalgia 

because of its significance. 

Ute  Carson,  a  German-born  writer  from  library of the Divinity School. We lived on 

youth and an MA graduate in Comparative  Ron’s  scholarship  and  my  small  income 

Literature    from    the    University    of        from the library. Rochester, published her first prose piece 

A  foot  of  snow  had  fallen  in  the 

in  1977. Colt  Tailing, a  2004  novel,  was  a 

course of one day. The winter sun dimmed 

finalist  for  the  Peter  Taylor  Book  Award. 

early. We had come home from work and 

Ute’s story “The Fall” won Outrider Press’s 

classes  and  were  huddling  on  our  bed 

Grand Prize and appeared in its short story 

which we had transformed into a sofa with 

and poetry anthology, A Walk through My 

a  colorful  bedspread  and  pillows.  A 

Garden, in  2007.  Her  second  novel In 

package  from  Germany  had  arrived  with 

Transit was  published  in  2008.        Ute’s 

delicious  homebaked  cookies  from  Ute’s 

poetry was televised on the Spoken Word 

mother.  Both  Ron  and  I  wiped  sniffling 

Showcase 2009-2011,  Channel  Austin.     A 

noses and coughed with scratchy throats. 

plethora of poems and essays like “An Old 

But the hot Glühwein warmed our bodies 

Soul’s  Journey,”  “Seeing  with  the  Third 

and enlivened our spirits. It was cozy in the 

Eye,”  “Fainting  on  the  Track,”  and 

room and we felt close. 

“Tweaking My Conscience" were published 

in 2024/25.     The author resides in Austin,                  We spread a map across both our Texas  with  her  husband.  They  have  three  laps  and  marked  the  highway  between 

daughters,  six  grandchildren,  and  a  Rochester and Ron's hometown, Lebanon, 

clowder of cats.  Indiana where we would soon be heading 

for  the  Christmas  break.  Ron’s  parents 

were eagerly awaiting us. 

Snowbirds  Ron  had  imported  an  old  1951 

VW which was his prize possession. It had 

special  features  like  automatic  blinkers,  a 

It was a cold winter in Rochester,  shiny  ashtray  and  a  tiny  indoor  rearview 

New  York  in  1962.  We  had  been  married  mirror. The driver had to double-clutch the 

for six months and were eager to celebrate  transmission  with  his  left  foot  while 

our  first  Advent  season  together.  I  had  switching gears with his right hand on the 

bought  a  fresh  fir-tree  wreath  at  the  floor-mounted  gearshift.  The  car  was 

market  and  decorated  it  with  four  red  showing  age-related  wear-and-tear.  On  a 

candles. It stood in our student apartment  good day, when conditions were right, its 

on the glass top of a low coffee table. I had  top  speed  was  49  m.p.h.  The  old  heater 

also placed a tall candle on the windowsill,  was irreparable. Ron and I looked at each 

a bit homesick for my loved ones across the  other across the map. It would take us 15 

ocean.  I  hoped  that  the  light  might  shine  hours from here to his parents’ door. But 

far  and  wide  through  long  distances  and  we were  determined.  We  winked at each 

darkness.  Each  evening  I  also  listened  for         other, “We’ll figure it out.” the mailman who was often out late during 

the holiday season. Maybe the candle was  We  traveled  light.  Next  to  two 

a  guiding  light  for  him  too.  I  longed  for  backpacks  on  the  backseat  stood  a  bag 

letters from my family.  with  gifts.  I  had  knitted  shawls  for  Ron's 

father  and  sister  and  crocheted  several 

Ron  was  enrolled  in  his  first  hotpads  for  his  mother.  I  started 

postgraduate  year  as  a seminarian,  and  I,  embroidering  a  tablecloth  with  winter 

new to the English language, worked in the  motifs but did not have time  to finish my 

handiwork.  It  would  have  to  wait  for  the  crow  perched  atop  a  flagpole.  “Where,”  I 

next holiday.  asked  Ron,  “could  this  bird  even  find  a 

scurrying  mouse?” We were  in  a  buoyant 

  The morning of our departure Ron 

mood. Only one more day to drive.  

scraped  frost  off  the  windshield.  I  had 

slipped  into  two  sweaters,  double  Dejection  crept  in  again  by 

underpants and prepared to place my feet  nightfall  and  a  blustering  snow  made  it 

on  a  hot  water  bottle  at  the  bottom  of  a  difficult  for  Ron  to  see.  I  massaged  his 

sleeping  bag.  Ron  too  wore  insulated  shoulders, tense as bowstrings. He started 

underwear,  heavy  pants  and  two  pairs  of  to worry. Finally a road sign was visible in 

warm socks in sturdy boots. Skibands were  the  darkness,  showing  us  the  way  to 

tucked  over  our  ears  to  counteract        Lebanon.  frostbite. We had topped off two chrome 

When  we  drove  into  the  cleared 

handwarmers with lighter fluid. Feeling like 

driveway of Ron's parents’ home, the front 

two  stuffed  bears,  we  drove  off,  simply 

door flew open, showing both parents in a 

coasting all the way.   

bright entryway light. Climbing stiffly out of 

  We sang as we drove and enjoyed  our  VW,  we  smelled  frying  bacon.  Then 

the  adventure.  I  had  packed  a  lunch.  We  Ron’s  dad  stepped  forward  with  arms 

crunched on apples. By nightfall our teeth        spread  wide.  “Come  on  in  here,  you  two were rattling, Ron’s hands were beginning        snowbirds!” to shake. The fluid in the handwarmers was 

depleted. Several times I rubbed Ron's icy 

feet. In Ohio we stopped at a lone bed and                © Ute Carson breakfast lodge. The proprietors must have 

needed  to  save  heat.  Our  room  was  only 

lukewarm.  We  skipped  the  communal 

shower  down  a  dreary  hallway  and  crept 

under  stiff  bedsheets  and  kept  our  socks 

on.  Then  we  snuggled  against  each  other 

for warmth and comfort. I heard a howling 

storm  in  the  night  battering  the  wooden 
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shutters.  “The  hinges  are  coming  loose,” 

Ron mumbled in his half-sleep. 

There had been no evening meals 

but  a  stout  farm  couple  prepared  a 

delicious hot breakfast, filled our hot water 

bottle  and  admired  the  handwarmers. 

“These  little  devices  saved  my  husband's 

hands,” I interjected. I showed them how 

we stuffed a warmer into the front of each 

glove. 

It had snowed and snowed during 

the  night  but  now  the  sky  was  skyblue 

clear, and brilliant sunlight bounced off the 

snowwalls which had been plowed high to 

each  side  of  the  road.  A  black-featherd Isobel  Stewart.  In  the  past,  I  have  dusty  main  street  lined  with  a  variety  of 

produced    educational    material    for        haphazard  shops,  Gaborone  proved  to be children.  Now  that  I  have  retired  from  like  many  other  bush  towns  we  had 

teaching,  I  have  been  concentrating  on  encountered on our travels in the past. 

writing  and  attend  two  different  writing  Eager  to  arrive  at  the  hotel  I  had 

groups per week. I have been lucky enough  booked  at  the  Makgadikgadi  Pans  for 

to  have  a  few  short  stories  published  in  Christmas Eve, we set out on our journey 

women’s  magazines,  but  as  an  avid  northwards. We were amazed at the size of 

traveller,  I  would  really  like  to  produce  the huge salt pans, the biggest in the world, 

more work in the realms of travel.  and  overawed  by  the  strange  site  of  the 

Christmas Under African Skies.  These  remnants  of  prehistoric  time  are  mighty  Baobab  trees  on  the  far  horizon. 

known  as  the  ‘tree  of  life’  because  they 

I scanned the acacia covered  provide  food,  shelter,  clothing  and  water 

scrubland beneath the small plane  for both animals and humans, and can live 

winging us to our new home and knew we        to well over 1000 years old. had made the right decision. This was just  Arriving  at  the  ‘hotel’  we  were 

what we had been searching for – true  confronted with beautiful individual, white 

Africa. We had left our adopted homeland  rondavel  buildings,  topped  with  thatched 

of South Africa behind and were heading  roofs,  all  placed  within  a  circular  wire 

for a tiny diamond mining village in the  fenced  compound.  The  fence  being 

vast Kalahari Desert of Botswana.  electrified  to  keep  out  any  lingering 

At  a  small  dusty  landing  strip,  we  wildlife.  Within  the  complex  was  also  a 

were  immediately  welcomed  by  an  old  swimming  pool  and  attractive  African 

Batswana guard whose smile reached the        Sundowner Bar.  corners of his eyes.   We quicky unpacked, had a cooling 

“Dumela Ma. Dumela Ra. Welcome  swim then enjoyed a traditional barbecue 

to  Jwaneng,”  he  sang  as  he  stamped  our  before  resting  up  for  the  midnight 

passports.                                             Christmas celebrations. 

We soon came to realise that all the  Later  in  the  evening,  we  met  up 

local people were as friendly as he was.  with likeminded travellers and spoke of the 

A  few  months  later,  with  the  beauty  of  the  colourful,  Christmas  lights 

festive,  holiday  season  looming,  we  that adorned the roofs of the buildings and 

decided  to  find  out  more  about  the        the Sundowner Bar.  amazing  land  we  had  chosen  to  be  our  As midnight approached the owner 

home for the next seven years.  of  the  complex  turned  off  the  lights  and 

As December is summertime in the  gave each person a  burning candle. There 

Southern  Hemisphere,  it  was  no  surprise  we stood, quietly,  beneath the inky-black, 

that the sun shone down from a cloudless  African Sky, displaying its tapestry of bright 

sky as we set off on our epic journey.  stars,  only  the  roar  of  a  distant  lion 

Our first stop was in the capital city         disturbing the silence of the night.  

of  Gaborone,  a  three-hour  drive  along  I caught site of the Milky Way and 

roads  devoid  of  much  traffic  and  cattle  was reminded of the San’s belief that it was 

wandering at will. Due to the fact that the  created from a glowing band of ash thrown 

headquarters  of  the  diamond  sorting  into the sky, sent to help weary travellers 

offices  were  there,  we  were  expecting  to         find their way home. find  a  modern  town,  however,  with  its 

A clock on the bar struck twelve and  wear our ‘Sunday Best’ for the New Year’s 

by the  light  of the  candles,  we joined  the  Eve party at the local Scottish Society Ball. 

owner in singing ‘Away in a Manger’.  Standards  had  to  be  kept,  and  men  were 

The  powerful  magic  of  that  night  expected  to  wear  jackets,  shirts  and  ties 

has  never  left  me,  and  as  each  Christmas         during dinner. dawns, I am reminded of our night in the  Once the meal was served, jackets 

remote desert compound, where we could  and ties were quickly abandoned, Scottish 

relax and ponder the very existence of life.  music filled the air and the dancing of jigs 

Christmas  Day  couldn’t  have  been  and  reels  began,  reminding  people  of 

any more different. Everyone in swimwear,        home. laughing  and  chatting,  enjoying  the  cool  As  there  was  a  two-hour  time 

comfort  of  the  pool,  continually  picking  difference between New Year taking place 

food from the barbecued meat.   in  Botswana  and  family at  home,  at  2am, 

The following day, we said farewell  mobile  phones  appeared,  and  everyone 

to our newfound friends, vowing to keep in  was making calls to loved ones abroad. 

touch,  all  affected  by  the  wonder  of  that  When  we  returned  to  our  desert 

Christmas Eve.  home,  I  was  thankful  for  all  that  we  had 

Our  next  port  of  call was  to travel         witnessed on our journey. 

on towards Chobe Game Reserve, once the  Should  you  travel  to  this  ‘jewel  in 

homeland  to  the  San  (Bushmen  of  the  Africa’s crown’ I am sure you will leave with 

Kalahari),  now  home  to  huge  herds  of  everlasting  memories  of  its  friendly 

elephant, buffalo and zebra. Sitting on the  people,  laid  back  way  of  life,  its  diversity 

shores of the mighty Chobe River, we were  and the way in which the natural world and 

able  to  experience  the  beauty  of  a        humanity live in peace and harmony. sundowner Cruise.                                     “Go Siame” (Goodbye). 

Time was now of the essence if we 

wanted to experience  more  this  land  had 

to offer, as we had promised to spend New 

Year’s Eve with friends in Gaborone.

© Isobel Stewart 

Our  whirlwind  tour  over  the  next 

few days took us to view the wonder of the 

Victoria Falls; to encounter ‘the big five’ in 

the Okavango Delta and to experience the 

peace  of  drifting  along  in  a  traditional 

Mokoro boat, poled by a local expert. 

Our  last  visit  was  to  the  Tsodilo 

Hills, believed by the San people to be the 

site  of  the  first  creation.  This  spiritual 

place,  where  amazing  cave  drawings  can 

be found,  is shrouded in myth and legend 

and  has  been  granted  World  Heritage 

status 

After a truly spectacular journey
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