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​Welcome to this issue of quick reads and short stories.

We are overwhelmed with submissions for each issue of our three magazines and thank

you for your support.

You will notice we now insert copyright at the end of each story hopefully giving your work more protection.

We are not able to include all the contributions we receive but as you may know if you are not successful, we hold everything over for consideration in further issues. We do not reject anything unless it does not meet our guidelines.

It is important that you check the guidelines before sending as many items received cannot be considered because they are missing required items or are sent in the wrong format, which is very disappointing, several contributions received would have been published if correctly received.

Sometimes we are unable to publish pictures, one of our outlets only accepts text, Amazon publishes our complete magazines with pictures and in colour. We have also taken to printing a black and white copy at a reduced price.

Check out our other magazines at www.allyourstoriesandpoems.com Next deadline 18th July for all the August issues.

Please share, purchase and continue to send us your wonderful stories.

Best wishes

Ed.

Cover art by ©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.
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​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.’

© Dr Colin Payton
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​Jack Edwards pretends to write down to earth stories about everyday people but finds his interest in horror and all things spooky creeping in through the cracks. He grew up in a sleepy East Anglian village before moving to Edinburgh and is currently finalising a novel about the perils of leaving  your  hometown  in  the  search  for  something  better.
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Fathers Day
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Took the boys to see dad. Had to bribe them, as usual - Mcdonald’s for tea. They bickered the whole way, a wave of noise blasting through from the back of the car. Nate, forever wound up, punched his brother in the heat of an argument and I yelled at them both. Silence followed, an angry buzz eventually broken by a whimper from Liam as he sniffed away crocodile tears.

It was raining when we arrived, heavy drops thudding on the windshield. Paul was already there. He waved along with the windscreen wipers then clambered out his brand new, stupidly huge 4x4, and jogged over, umbrella raised. I rolled down the window.

“What time d’ya call this?” he asked, making a show of checking his


expensive watch.



––––––––
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“Uncle Paul!” the boys yelled in unison.

The back door to the hatchback whined as Paul opened it to greet them.

“Well fancy seeing you here,” he grinned.

They both jabbered away at him. The noise washed over me.

“Come on,” I said, “Coats on.”

Frustrated sighs.

Took a few minutes to get them sorted, hoods drawn up over their


matching features - twins if not for the three years between them. Liam wiped at his glasses, leaving streaks of water across them. Nate was telling his uncle about some cartoon. Paul nodded along. He shot me a knowing smile: kids, eh? Like he knew the first thing about it.

Liam slapped at his brother and yelled, “Tag!”, the pair of them then

running circles around us, whooping and yelling.

“Boys!” I hissed, snatching both collars, stopping them dead and falling into a crouch to meet them at eye level. “I will not tell you again. Show some bloody respect.”

“Yes dad,” Nate nodded, older and wiser to the world.

Liam sniffed, looking like he was on the verge of tears again.

Paul gave me a wide grin as I stood back up.

“What?” I said.

He raised his hands: nothing.




​The boys fell in beside me and moved quietly through the rows of stones, some moss-covered and sun bleached, others lacquered and shining in the low light. Names and dates glared back as we passed. A final notice of a life departed.


“Where’s grandad?” Nate asked.

I pointed to the end of the row.

We stood at his grave in silence for several minutes. We’ve never been much for flowers or



speeches, it’s enough to visit and spare a few moments. The boys shifted on their feet, coats rustling, rain

padding down on their hoods and Paul’s umbrella. I let the weather meet my skin.

Harold Wright 1941 - 2002


“Looking good, old man,” Paul smiled. Ever ready with a vapid comment. “Can we go now?” Liam asked.

I loaded them back into the car and checked seatbelts, closing the door on them as they got



back to arguing, voices blessedly muffled.

“Nice seeing you,” Paul said, “And the boys. Time flies.” He let out a sigh, looked up at the grey clouds. “How are things?”


“Good. You?”

“Yeah, not bad. Busy.” “Makes a change.” The rain fell heavier.

“Anyway,” he said after a long pause, “Best get off.” “Yup.”



“Maybe come stay for a weekend soon? The boys would love it, getting out in nature for a bit. And I’ve just had the pool put in.”


“If I can get time off.”



“Sure,” Paul nodded. “Well,” his arm shifted, like he was going to lay a hand on my shoulder but thought better of it, “Keep well.”


“You too.”

“Can uncle Paul not come to Mcdonald’s?” Liam asked, waving back at his uncle as the 4x4




passed.

––––––––
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“He’s busy,” I said.

I started the engine and eyed dad’s grave one last time as I turned the car around. “What was grandad like?” Liam again, always the more inquisitive of the two.

I didn’t have an answer. © Jack Edwards




​Joseph C Ogbonna was born on the first of may, 1975. He is a prolific poet. He has published very widely on the web, in magazines and anthologies. His poem was used by the BBC Radio 3 to mark the bi-centenary of the death of Napoleon Bonaparte in 2021. He was a former high school teacher. History was his major, in his stint as a high school teacher. He currently resides in Enugu, Nigeria.
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Rosemary Akiga’s Many Frustrations
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“Oh my God! Deliver my poor soul from hell. It really has been hellish! And it’s been hell! hell! hell! Nothing else but hell,” says Rosemary, as she bemoans the plight of Nigerians.

Rosemary Akiga is a school leaver posted to Lagos state to serve in the mandatory national

service of Nigeria’s National Youth Service Corps annual exercise.

Speaking further in her viral private podcast to Nigerians, and the stony-hearted, unsympathetic government, she says;

“Soaring prices, sky-rocketing electricity and telecommunication tariffs, insecurity, poverty, unemployment, corruption and an eroded middle class. I can’t even afford to buy my dream car. Why are my country men and women so docile and cowardly?” (Her eyes become teary as she takes out a lurid pink handkerchief to wipe the transparent fluid running down her smoothened cheeks).

“Nigerians seem to be unperturbed cowards! They exhibit feigned comfort with style amid the excruciating hardship,” she says further.

“There’s absolutely no one to confront this nagging situation. Things are fast falling apart,” she

retorts in a much more amplified voice.

A day or two days later, she receives threats that are characteristic of a flawed system fraught with so much hypocrisy and devious intimidation.

Her servile boss who happens to be enslaved by the same unfair and faulty system, issues disgusting threats. A real servile boss enslaved by skyrocketing electricity tariffs for incessant power cuts.

A servile boss enslaved by hyper-inflation stemming from the draconian economic policies of

her vicious overlords in Abuja, the nation’s capital.

A very servile boss restricted in her movement across her own homeland, as a resultant effect of the pervasive insecurity bedeviling it. Perpetrated by none other than her political taskmasters who condone terror and organized crime.

All of which are a wimpish attempt to curry favour with the political gladiators in Abuja.

Several sycophants like her have infested the social media space like lethal vermin. Issuing threats against Rosemary, and other social media dissidents.

But Rosemary like other Gen Zs, remains deeply resolute with her new generational spirit of
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