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Hello and welcome to the latest news from 

Richard Dee. 
  

If this is your first letter, I hope you enjoyed reading your free story, please let me 

know what you thought of it. Feedback is always appreciated, whether it's a review on 

Amazon or Good Reads or a quick email. It doesn’t need to be more than a line or two. 

Thanks in advance. 

 

If you’ve been here for a while, you’ll know how this works. I’ll split the letter into two 

parts, the first will deal with my writing, then I’ll move on to tell you a little bit more 

about me and what I get up to when I’m not writing. 

 

Part two normally includes what I've been cooking and the sights of Devon, although 

this time, because of the situation, it's my thoughts about the new normal that we're 

all adapting to. 

 

 

 

So here’s part one, what I’ve been up to in my 
writing. 

 



 

 

Andorra Pett takes a Break, the fourth adventure in the series, has 
been on sale for a month.   

 
http://mybook.to/Andorra_Takes_A_Break 

 

It's been joined by the audio version of the first story, Andorra Pett 

and the Oort Cloud Cafe. 
 
  

  

 

Not only that, a spin-off from my Dave Travise series, called Survive is 
now also available in audio format. 

http://mybook.to/Andorra_Takes_A_Break


  

 

I have a few USA or UK codes left for FREE copies of both titles, if 
you'd like one, please let me know, don't forget to specify which book 

and which marketplace. 

 

 

there is still one title in ACX review. The sequel 

to Ribbonworld, called Jungle Green. 



  

 

  

 

 

Regarding new work, my fantasy novel The Syk’m is still in progress, 
with an editing slot booked for March. That is motivating me to keep 
going, I have around 20,000 words to write to get it to a reasonable 

length for a first draft. 
If it all goes well, it should be published in September this year. Once I 

have an edited copy, I’ll be looking for beta-readers, if you’re 
interested, please let me know. You can read an early version of 

Chapter one at 
 https://richarddeescifi.co.uk/the-sykm/ 

 

I’ve started researching my next Andorra Pett novel, which will be 
called Andorra Pett goes Lunar. I have so many ideas for this 

adventure, more than enough for one book. I think I will be able to 
write two stories back-to-back, bringing the series to six books, seven 

if you include the short story taken from Andorra’s childhood. 
 

There are still sequels to finish and my new story, My Sister Alex 
(Deceased?) to flesh out. 

  
  

https://richarddeescifi.co.uk/the-sykm/


 

I'm taking part in one Bookfunnel promotion this month.  for Alternative 
worlds. It features my Steampunk adventure The Sensaurum and the 

Lexis, set in a world like ours might have been. 
 

And, of course, there are a load of other great reads too. 
 

Here's the blurb. 
  

Who are the Orphan Detectives? 

Makewright Orphanage hides a secret, a band of agents 

dedicated to keeping Norlandia safe. Under the control of Mortimer 
Langdon, they fight threats to the peace and stability of the realm. 

Jackson Thwaite will be the next to join them. 

Norlandia is a country under siege, as never before. The old heroes 
are but a memory, while evil forces gather, seeking power.   

In a world of steam and clockwork, they must fight their most deadly 
foe so far. The Master of Automata is armed with the latest devices 

that perverted science has devised. 

Control of Norlandia and everyone in it is his ultimate aim. 

All that stands between civilisation and anarchy are Jackson and the 
rest of The Orphan Detectives. 

"A fantastical world filled with gears, pneumatics, airships, and 

intrigue aplenty that kept everyone on their toes." 

"This is definitely a page-turner." 

 

Find them all at 
 

https://books.bookfunnel.com/alternativehistory/f1z18hiy1l 
 

 

 

Don’t forget that reviews are always appreciated - for any of the books 
that you pick up. 

  

 

 

https://books.bookfunnel.com/alternativehistory/f1z18hiy1l


 

Now on to part two. 

  

In this part of the letter, I tell you a little bit more about my life.   
 

Once again, there's not so much to report from my little corner of South 
Devon.  

 
Lockdown is back here in Great Britain and even though this time there 
is the promise of a vaccine, it feels worse than it did the first (or even 

the second) time. Some people are not following the rules and it’s 
driving me crazy. More so because most of my family are health 
service workers and I know about the pressures they are under. 

 
There is so much fake news going around and it annoys me that there 

still seem to be those who can’t accept the reality of our situation, 
when I can hear and see how those I know are affected by it all. 

 
I’m not going to rant, but I do worry about the future, when you have 

people who do things wrong, then blame someone else for the results. 
Naturally, I want to see my family again, as they live a long way away, 

we’re limited to phone calls video and messages. 
 

I have a new grandchild in Australia, who knows when we will ever get 
to be close to him? 

 
Because of my wife's medical issues, I’m laying as low as possible, so 
that I’m in with a chance of that happening. I’m going food shopping 
once a fortnight and keeping busy with writing and my other hobbies. 

 
It’s a shame that we can’t sit out in the garden but those times will 
come again, as every day, it stays lighter for a couple of moments 

longer. 
 

I’ve had to cut down on my walks along the cliffs, the paths are narrow 
and crowded and I can’t go at 5 a.m. as I do in the summer to avoid 

the contact. 
 

Instead, I’m walking the roads, at least I’m not likely to fall over a cliff 
and there is plenty of room. 



 

 
At least I managed to make some marmalade this year and I’m doing a 

lot of cooking. 
  

And that's about it. I wish there was more that I could tell you, maybe 
next time. 

  

Now you've made it to the end, here's the free short story 

that I promised. 
 

 

If you'd rather download a pdf version to read later, you can get it here 

  

 

  

La, La, La 

  

  

“What is the name of that blasted planet?” 

 

K’eth smiled; Jeus was in one of his moods. The older he got the more soured his 

disposition became. 

“Which planet would that be, great teacher?” he politely inquired, although he knew full 

well the one which Jeus referred to. 

 

The two were waiting outside the council chamber of the Hansar, the de facto rulers of 

the Galaxy. It was the time of one of their regular meetings to discuss matters of 

importance. K’eth was one of the new breed of councillor. While his ideas were popular 

among the young, they were viewed with suspicion by members of the old guard like 

Jeus. And his ilk still carried a lot of sway in the council. 

 

It would never do to say it in the chamber, but K’eth considered that the Hansar were in 

crisis. He could see that the council’s power to control was fading, even on its own 

planet. It was only a matter of time until the more violent of its vassals noticed this. If 

they did, problems could ensue for the entire Galaxy. If he only had more influence, he 

could work to prevent disaster. 

 

The Hansar were not a conquering, oppressive race. They much preferred to leave the 

running of things to the individual civilisations that made up the bulk of the inhabitants 

https://richarddeescifi.co.uk/wp-content/uploads/2021/01/La-La-La-giveaway.pdf


of this grouping of stars.  They used their technological superiority to build alliances 

and maintain order with unspoken threats. 

 

His musing was interrupted by Jeus, who had finally marshalled his thoughts. 

“The one that blasts the indiscriminate radio waves at us,” he began. “It was bad enough 

when they started but at least it was weak and we could ignore it. Just lately it’s become 

more than a background buzz. Everyone on their rock seems to have a device that emits 

radio waves and they all bombard our senses. And now they have started throwing 

things out. We caught another last week; they had named it Voyager or something, if 

memory serves me. What it must be like living down there these days does not bear 

consideration.” 

 

K’eth smiled, all societies advanced in their own way. The job of the Hansar was only 

to guide and, in the fullness of time, to assimilate them with the least upheaval. 

 

Cran, another senior and one whose best days were also behind him, joined the pair. 

“Forgive my interruption K'eth," he said. "I heard Jeus and cannot help but agree, the 

noise from this place assaults my peace at every turn, and others have mentioned it to 

me. What should we do, are they ready for us to reveal ourselves?” 

 

K’eth sighed, the old question, when to reveal. As one of the oldest civilisations in this 

Galaxy, the council had taken responsibility for every developing species. One by one 

the seeds that had been sown by the ancients of legend across the vastness of space had 

come to fruition. Some had not made it, natural disasters, accidents and sheer bloody-

mindedness had solved the problems of many first contacts. 

 

The Hansar held the advanced entities in a loose federation. Their rule was strict but 

benign and kept all at peace and acting for the common good. It was one of the great 

achievements, with all the competing egos a peaceful Galaxy was a wonder in itself. 

But then the ancients had been clever in their design and had thought of most 

eventualities. 

 

There were those who viewed the Hansar as the rightful heirs of the ancients, yet others 

who saw them as interlopers. Other ancient civilisations thought of them as the 

fortunate ones who had been first. Whatever the rights and wrongs, the Hansar were 

scrupulous in their dealings with all the newly aware civilisations. They took their 

assumed role seriously. Being comparatively long-lived and reluctant to die helped, as 

did the medical advances of their scientists. Although recently it had been noted that the 

longest-lived were developing problems of memory and irrational behaviour. Jeus 

himself, though he would not admit it, was prone to forgetfulness and long-winded 

speeches with little substance. 

 

K’eth knew, as did all the Hansar that, according to legend, it was the job of the Hansar 

to monitor the Galaxy. They kept their senses tuned and their fleet active, searching for 

developing cultures. Once they had found one that was past the animal stage and was 



starting to think and show potential they acted in the same way for all. 

 

First, a team of instructors would descend, to gently point the way in agriculture, 

building and astronomy, all the tenets of civilisation in fact. Then they waited to see 

what happened. In the best case, the ideas would be acted on; in the worst, the 

emissaries would be killed. If they survived, the emissaries promised that they would 

return to see how the society they had encouraged had developed. 

 

From that point, the watch became more intense, until the time when they were judged 

ready to meet their neighbours. Then the Hansar would return as promised and guide 

them into the ranks of the enlightened. 

The council met to discuss matters as required, plan strategies and agree on 

timetables. Tucked away in the long agenda was a decision on the future progress of the 

planet the inhabitants called Earth. It was this Earth which was causing Jeus so much 

distress. 

 

Jeus spoke first, as befitted his status as a senior. Earth had been one of his projects; 

when he himself had been a young, rebellious councillor. He had been one of those who 

had helped plant the seeds of technology on the planet. As far as he remembered, when 

he could remember anything, it had been a particularly barbaric place. He reported on 

conditions on Earth. It was a dry list of milestones reached, atomic power, advances in 

medicine and social matters. His delivery made the subject boring and there were 

restless mutterings from the newer councillors. 

 

Finally, Jeus reached his conclusions. “I propose that we continue to do what we have 

always done; we leave subtle clues and see if they can reason it out. But these are stupid 

beings; they dismiss any idea of intelligent life anywhere but on their own world. They 

think themselves as the Lords of Creation.” 

 

There was polite laughter at that, Jeus’ favourite phrase was Lord of Creation, 

particularly when used in self-description. 

 

“And is it not true,” broke in another, “that they still believe, in all the vastness of 

space, they are the only inhabitants. They use some kind of thing they call logic to 

defend their position.” 

 

That comment nearly raised the roof. There was shouting and stamping of feet. 

 

“Logic! If they think that logic dictates they are alone in the universe they are truly still 

undeveloped,” shouted Cran from his seat at the back. 

 

“They say that such a belief is logical, they reason it thus, ‘because we have not found 

evidence, then none exists’,” retorted Jeus. 

 

“Yet they still seek life beyond their planet, despite that belief?” someone else shouted. 



“What dichotomy!” 

“That is a strange way of using logic,” an old Hansar called Marij added. “I suppose 

they also assume that life must resemble them, walk upright, breathe oxygen, require 

water and similar.” 

 

There was more laughter. 

 

“Surely that tells us all we need to know,” said Jeus. “Until they can accept that they are 

not unique, until they can accept that other creatures than them can exist they should be 

left isolated.” 

 

“I agree,” said K’eth. “But there is a problem.” 

 

The noise in the chamber came to an abrupt halt at the words. All ears turned, nobody 

liked a problem. 

 

“Elaborate,” requested the Chair. 

 

K’eth stood and bowed to the Chair, now was his moment to press for his advancement 

in the hierarchy. “It appears that some of our younger folk have started playing games 

with the inhabitants of this Earth,” he said. “They obviously have far too much time and 

money.” 

 

“What sort of games?” asked the Chair, for they too had heard the mutterings. 

 

“They antagonise these bipeds,” explained K’eth. “They taunt and kidnap them, 

frighten them with displays of aerobatics in their expensive toys and draw patterns in 

their crops. I don’t know if it is boredom or a lack of parental control. The ones I have 

spoken to say that they do it to hasten the conclusion that the bipeds are not alone.” 

 

“And does that make any difference?” asked Cons, a female, one of the highest placed. 

“We all know this sort of uncontrolled action is frowned upon, do we have names?” 

 

“None of note, madam, apart from a few who I have admonished, the ringleaders hide 

from us behind a web of silence and influential parents. We should be pleased that their 

actions so far have had little effect. The leaders on this Earth still squabble among 

themselves; the few who see our clues and meet these youngsters are ridiculed and 

called mad.” 

 

“So overall, there is no evidence that these beings are ready for the shock of our finding 

them? Are they ready to take their place with the other great civilisations?” pressed 

Cons. 

 

“None at all, when they think of a first contact, they still see it as a probable conquest of 

some sort. Apparently, they consider that their planet, alone in the entire Galaxy, would 



possess the only source of something. The one thing that what they call ‘aliens’ might 

need.” 

 

Again there was laughter at the deluded Earthlings. The Chair called for silence. 

 

“Don’t they see that if we can travel the Galaxy, we have no need for whatever exists 

on their rock?” asked a councilman called Trod. “Have any other species shown this 

‘logic’?” 

 

There was silence for a while as the councillors considered, after a period, the Chair 

asked, “Well, can anyone think of a similar case?” 

 

Again there was silence, stretching… 

 

“It all comes from their arrogance,” said Jeus, attempting to recapture the initiative. “I 

remember it at the time; I thought then that the ancients might have put it there to test 

us, now it manifests at the time when our society is in crisis, it must have been 

planned.” 

 

“Preposterous,” said K’eth, “how could the ancients have possibly planned this from so 

long ago?” 

 

“So what should we do with this species?” asked the Chair, indicating that the 

discussion had gone on long enough. “It seems clear from their actions. They desire 

contact, should we afford it to them? We need to show our feelings, for the record.” 

 

“I say not,” said Cons, “they have much to learn before that time. And it would be 

helpful if all contact with them could be kept through the council.” 

 

“Agreed,” said the Chair, “we need to rein in the behaviour of our youngsters. 

Councillor K’eth, can I give you this task? Find those of our own with nothing better to 

do than to stir up developing populations. Tell them to spend their time in more useful 

pursuits.” 

 

K’eth had been placed where he wanted to be. He could gain the trust of the young, 

with their support, he could move on the council. Perhaps prevent the problems that 

they could not see coming. There was nothing for him to do except smile and accept. 

“Very well,” he said, trying not to show too much pleasure. 

 

“Good, that is settled, we expect to hear no more of it,” said the Chair, “now to the 

bipeds, what shall we do in the face of their growing interest in the Galaxy?” 

 

“I say that we do not react to their idiotic behaviour, ignore them until they have grown 

a little more,” said Cons. 

 



 

“What do you mean, Madam Cons?” 

 

“Well, my own young sometimes display behaviour like these ‘Earth’ creatures. When 

they are talking nonsense or ignoring the obvious, I say to them, ‘until you grow up, I’m 

not listening to you.’ Then I place my fingers in my ears and shout La, La, La.” 

 

 

I hope you enjoyed that, please let me know what you thought of it by 
replying to this email. 

 

More details about my cooking adventures, including selected recipes, can be 
found on my website, https://richarddeescifi.co.uk/ and social media. The links are 
at the bottom of this letter. If you want to know more, just ask by replying to this 

letter.  

 

All the recipes that feature on my website have now been put under 
one tab, 

Food and Cookery  
 

More are being added all the time. 
 

  

Don’t forget that you can still find my original Devon life blog at 

 

 

https://goingmyownway-moontide.blogspot.com/ 

 

or my Well Bread blog, from the time I was baking commercially, at 

 

https://brixhambread.blogspot.com/ 

 

As well as lots of pictures, both blogs feature recipes and all sorts of other things. I don’t 

update them now, but all the posts are available, from 2011 to 2017. Please take a look. 

 

If you want to see any of my previous newsletters again, you can find them here. 
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Letter 2 

 

Letter 3 

 

Letter 4 

 

https://richarddeescifi.co.uk/
https://richarddeescifi.co.uk/food-and-cookery/
https://goingmyownway-moontide.blogspot.com/
https://brixhambread.blogspot.com/
https://richarddeescifi.co.uk/wp-content/uploads/2019/11/Newsletter-1-from-Richard-Dee-Scifi.pdf
https://richarddeescifi.co.uk/wp-content/uploads/2019/11/Newsletter-2-from-Richard-DeeScifi.pdf
https://richarddeescifi.co.uk/wp-content/uploads/2019/11/Newsletter-3-from-Richard-Dee-Scifi.pdf
https://richarddeescifi.co.uk/wp-content/uploads/2020/02/Newsletter-4-from-Richard-Dee-Scifi.pdf


 

Letter 5 

 

Letter 6 

 

Letter 7 

 

Letter 8 

 

Letter 9 

 

Letter 10 

  

You can expect my next letter in late March. 
 

I’d love to get your opinion on anything in my letters, or on my 
websites, drop me a line by replying to this email.   

  

Happy reading. 

Richard. 
 

 

https://richarddeescifi.co.uk/wp-content/uploads/2020/04/Newsletter-5-from-Richard-Dee-Scifi.pdf
https://richarddeescifi.co.uk/wp-content/uploads/2020/05/Newsletter-6-from-Richard-Dee-Scifi.pdf
https://richarddeescifi.co.uk/wp-content/uploads/2020/08/Newsletter-7.pdf
https://richarddeescifi.co.uk/wp-content/uploads/2020/09/Newsletter-8-from-Richard-Dee.pdf
https://richarddeescifi.co.uk/wp-content/uploads/2020/11/Newsletter-9-from-Richard-Dee.pdf
https://richarddeescifi.co.uk/wp-content/uploads/2020/12/Newsletter-10.pdf

