
  

 

 

Hello and welcome to the latest news from 

Richard Dee. 
  

If this is your first letter, I hope you enjoyed reading your free copy of The Lost 

Princess, please let me know what you thought of it. 

 

Feedback is always appreciated, whether it's a review on Amazon or Goodreads or a 

quick email. It doesn’t need to be more than a line or two. Thanks in advance. 

 

Don't forget that the story continues in Ribbonworld and Jungle Green. 

 

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 do when I’m not writing. 

 

 

Don't forget, you can get in touch with me about anything in this letter (or writing in 

general) by hitting reply. 

 

  



 

 

 

 

  

Here’s part one, what I’ve been up to in my 

reading and writing. 
 

 

  

 

 

If you've read a beta copy of Where’s Lizzie? I'd 
appreciate a few words on the book's Goodreads 

page. 

 

You can find it here. 

 

 

 The book is now on sale, in both eBook and 
paperback versions. 

 
You can get the eBook at the special price 

of £1.99 ($2.99) 
 

Which means reviews can also be left on the 
Amazon page. 

  

https://www.goodreads.com/book/show/207920353-where-s-lizzie
https://mybook.to/Wheres_Lizzie
https://mybook.to/Wheres_Lizzie


 

 

 

It takes one thing, to change a life forever. 

Douglas was only gone for an hour. He left his wife and baby 

daughter in their broken-down car while he went for help. After 

all, they were safely parked in a layby. 

When he returned, his car had vanished. He found it, crashed 

and against a tree, further down the road. 

His wife was now in the passenger seat. She’d hit her head in 

the accident and lost her memory. 

Worse than that, his daughter was missing from the back seat. 

Who has her? Why do they want her? Will he ever see her 

again? 

Someone knows the truth, but is anyone ready for the truth to 

come out? 

It’s the sort of thing that shouldn’t happen… Until it does. 



 

 

 

 

In other writing news, I'm still publishing short fiction on Medium,   
 

You can find me at 
 

 

https://medium.com/@richarddockett 

 

 

The Adventures of Kalyn Deere, the Sci-fi series that I've been 
featuring on Medium has just about finished. When it has, I'll be 

combining all the episodes into an eBook version, for anyone who 
can't read it on Medium. 

 

More about that later. 
 

 

  

  

https://medium.com/@richarddockett


 

 

After that, I don't have a plan for what to write next, at least until 
November. That's when I will be attempting something for what will be 

my tenth year of NaNoWriMo. 

 

 

 

Here's an example of the flash fiction I'm writing 

on Medium. 

 

A story based on this picture prompt. 

 

  

  



 

 

Eight minutes to decide 
  

When I bought the apartment, on the ninety-seventh floor, I never 
expected to hear traffic noise. Nor did I expect the neighbours to keep 

me awake. 
 

At first, I thought I was dreaming; there was a humming noise, raising 
and lowering in intensity, just on the other side of my bedroom wall. It 

started at midnight and went on for ten minutes. Every night. 
 

That was crazy, there was nothing except air beyond the bricks. 
I asked around, but nobody else had heard anything. The apartment 
below me was empty. It went on every night and started to keep me 

awake. I pressed my ear to the wall, there was traffic on the other side. 
I could hear cars and people talking. 

 
I decided that it must be an effect of the building, some sort of acoustic 
anomaly. The walls were reflecting the noise from the street below me. 

It was all it could be. 
Over time, it started to get louder, as if the wall was thinning and letting 
more noise in. After a month, I was getting to the point where I couldn’t 
take it any more. It sounded like I lived in the middle of a city, not high 

up in the air. 
 

That night, when I pressed my head to the wall, it went through. 
 

I staggered forward, just about keeping my balance, half in and half out 
of what could only have been some sort of alternative dimension. 

 
I gazed out at a sunlit city, one that I’d never seen before. It was 

summer. And the air was warm on my face, unlike the present mid-
winter night my feet were in. 

 
Huge buildings soared. Cars floated and whizzed past in both 

directions. 
 

They were not just close to the ground; they moved on multiple levels. 
 

Looking from side to side, I could see that my head and shoulders 



were emerging from a brick wall at the front of a building. 
 

A child screamed, “Look, mummy, there’s a man in the wall.” 
 

I’d been spotted. In haste, I scrambled back to the familiarity of my 
bedroom. 

 
I sat on the bed and shook. 

 
What was going on? I’d found a connection between my world and 
some other, one in what looked like the future, where they spoke 

English; what were the chances of that? 
 

Cautiously, I went back to the wall. I confidently pushed my head 
through. 

 
Except that I didn’t. 

 
Ouch! 

 
I saw that it was eleven minutes past midnight. The noises had 

stopped. 
There was no sleep for me that night, I went over and over it all in my 

head. 
 

Should I go and explore, would I be able to get back? Did it matter, I 
had nothing to keep me here. I was in a dead-end job, without a family. 

All I had was the apartment and its monthly costs. 
 

As midnight approached again, I was ready to move into the world 
through my wall. Everything I valued was in a bag on my back. 

 
Dead on time, the noises started up; I went to the wall, pushed my 

hand through, followed by the rest of me. I stood in the city. 
 

It was a different season, the air felt colder and the damp streets 
shone in moonlight. The cars still moved about, they looked even more 

futuristic than I remembered from my brief glimpse yesterday. 
 

I’d appeared in front of an old woman. She didn’t look surprised at all. 
She looked relieved. Around her were the signs of a camp, a sleeping 

bag, blankets and boxes. 



 

 
“I’ve been living here, wondering if I’d ever see you again,” she said. “I 
was a child when you appeared through that wall. Nobody else saw it 

and nobody ever believed me, I’ve spent my life in therapy. I lost 
everything over my obsession, people said I was crazy. I live here 

now.” 
“It was only yesterday,” I said. 

 
She shook her head. “For you maybe, for me it’s been fifty years. Are 

you staying this time?” 
 

“I don’t know,” I said. 
 

I looked at my watch, I had eight minutes to decide. 
  

  

 

 

What I've been reading. 
 

I've read and reviewed several books since my last letter. Click on the 
titles for my reviews 

  
Shh, Purely Poetry, by Marjorie Mallon 

  

A Flash in the Dark, a collection of short stories by Steven Smith. 
 

 

I'm currently reading Puffball Paradox by Chip Tolson, this is turning 
out to be a great mystery. I've got a bit sidetracked but hope to finish it 

soon. Look out for my review.  
  

 

 

  

 

https://richarddeescifi.co.uk/book-review-purely-poetry/
https://www.amazon.co.uk/review/R222JFW21E1ODV/ref=pe_1572281_66412651_SRTC0204BT_cm_rv_eml_rv0_rv


 

Now on to part two. 

  

 

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

  

 

After a gap of two years since buying the paint, I've finally managed to 
decorate the hall, stairs and spare bedroom. The hall and stairs have 

been done in a cheerful yellow and the bedroom in sage green, 
complete with new curtains and bedding.   

 

Fortunately, I finished decorating just before I managed to slice the 
end of my thumb off with a carving knife. The irony is that I wasn’t 

actually using the knife that did it. In fact, I was making pancakes, with 
the knife safely stowed (or so I thought) in its block. 

 
When I reached past it to turn the power on for the hotplate, there was 
just enough exposed blade to catch my thumb. I managed to hold the 

two pieces together and my neighbour took me to the hospital. 
 

X-rays showed that I had missed the bone and after cleaning, it was 
securely re-attached. They sent me home with antibiotics and 

instructions not to be so stupid in future, which seemed reasonable. 
 

It’s healed really well, there’s just the nail to finish regrowing now and 
it’ll be back to normal. At least it got me out of doing much for a couple 

of weeks. 
 

 

  



 

 

When I got back from the hospital, Yvonne made me the pancakes. 
 

With Charry Pie filling and Ice Cream. 
They made my day feel better. 

  

 

 

I've made some cheese and pickle rolls. 
You can find the recipe on my website. 

  

https://richarddeescifi.co.uk/cheese-and-onion-rolls-2/


 

 

With the lighter mornings, I've been out for some walks in the 
countryside around my house. 

  

 

 

Up on the cliffs 

  



 

 

And around the harbour. 
  

 

 

Spotting the local wildlife, 
  



 

 

Enjoying coffee and cake. 
  

 

 

 

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. 

 

Letter 1  Letter 2  Letter 3  Letter 4  Letter 5 

 

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
https://richarddeescifi.co.uk/wp-content/uploads/2020/04/Newsletter-5-from-Richard-Dee-Scifi.pdf


 

Letter 6  Letter 7  Letter 8  Letter 9  Letter 10 

 

Letter 11  Letter 12  Letter 13  Letter 14  Letter 15 

 

Letter 16  Letter 17  Letter 18  Letter 19  Letter 20 

 

Letter 21 Letter 22 Letter 23  Letter 24  Letter 25 

 

Letter 26  Letter 27  Letter 28  Letter 29  Letter 30 

  

You can expect my next letter in August 2024. 
 

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 Dee. 
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