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 Traveling is a massive part of my life and I acknowledge that I am blessed to be able to live the life that I
do, to go where the wind takes me. When I was a child and was asked what my superpower would be if I

had one, my answer was, "to be able to fly". Traveling has a firm  grip on me; maybe it's the hope of
adventure around every turn, the discovery of new knowledge and unique experiences, the

unknowingness of it all, whatever it is, traveling causes something to ignite in my veins. 
 

To walk where dinosaurs have roamed. To climb mountains in petrified forests that are millions
of years old and were once covered by water that have now turned to stone. To stand at the edge of

the Grand Canyon and in the Pacific, Atlantic, and Gulf of Mexico. It’s the places that make me feel the
smallest that make me feel the most alive. The places that offer ancient wisdom through vortexes of

energy that are felt as soon as feet meet the ground. The places that were discovered, and
designed, and created before we existed. To feel the spirit of those before us in the rocks, trees, water,
and on the wind. The places that remind us, that we are merely a speck in the grand scheme of things.
The places that make us question everything we thought we knew about the world…about ourselves.

 
What day is it?  Where are we?  These are the questions that come up every few weeks when we lose 

track of time and place. That’s what traveling does, it blurs the lines of when and where, especially when
done for six months of the year. There are challenges of course, but those challenges never outweigh the
thing that terrifies me most, staying put, staying in the same place, of living the exact same life day after

day, year after year.
 

Challenges like being stuck in the mud, literally up to the axles with only a shovel and whatever physical
strength between two people adds up to. Challenges of broken toes, scarred hands, flat tires, misplaced
keys, and dead batteries. Challenges of getting lost, taking the wrong route, going down the wrong road.

But I’d rather be lost than know exactly where I am and where I’m going every minute of the day with
certainty for the rest of my life. Getting lost helps us find ourselves…it helps us find out who we are and
what we're made of, and it gives us courage and the wisdom to know that whatever we seek, is seeking

us. Sometimes its answers, other times its silence, and sometimes its stillness.
 

To look up at the canopy of stars in the middle of the woods, to sit on a red rock in the middle of the
desert under a temporary, self-induced vow of silence, to dance in the rain after the blinding heat has

finally broken, to unabashedly bawling my eyes out because of the overwhelming appreciation that I exist
in these moments among all of the wonder around me, that I am alive to experience it all, to breathe thank

you over and over again, these are the things that cannot be measured. 
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They are feelings that are unexplainable, indescribable, and incredibly inspirational. The sound of
coyotes howling at the full moon in the dead of night, the protective spines of cactuses that pierce

soft flesh, the rugged and dangerous terrain with views that can only be experienced through struggle
and resolve, the brutality and beauty intertwined of the breathtaking landscape remind us that both

can co-exist and that each is as important as the other.
 

Traveling teaches empathy, it shows us the human experience up close. It shows us the good, the bad,
and the miraculous. We meet people, people just like us, and people who couldn’t be more different,
but traveling reveals that we are all connected. There’s a common thread that unites us all, and it’s
the search for meaning, finding out why we’re here, what our purpose is, what’s we were put here to

do, to give, to share, to learn, and to leave for the next. 
 

I hope that when my moment comes when all is said and done, that I’ll be able to say that I did it all.
That I owned every second that this world could give, I saw so many places and things that I did,

with every broken bone, I swear, I lived.
 



TRAVEL THE WORLD
THROUGH NOVELS 
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Travel the world without ever leaving the comfort of your couch.
Here is our selection of novels that have transported us to some of

our favorite far off adventures. Pour yourself a drink of choice, sink
into your most comfortable chair, and imagine yourself in another
time and place. Get swept away to Egypt, Germany, Spain, Ireland,
Africa, and Vietnam and read on to  find out what our publisher's

picks are! 

 E G Y P T

G E R M A N Y

S P A I N I R E L A N D

A F R I C A V I E T N A M

FEATURET H E  P U B L I S H E R ' S  D E S K



In Cleopatra's Daughter, at the dawn of the Roman Empire, when tyranny
ruled, a daughter of Egypt and a son of Rome found each other...

 
Selene's legendary parents are gone. Her country taken, she has been

brought to the city of Rome in chains, with only her twin brother,
Alexander, to remind her of home and all she once had.

 
Living under the watchful eyes of the ruling family, Selene and her brother

must quickly learn how to be Roman – and how to be useful to Caesar.
She puts her artistry to work, in the hope of staying alive and being

allowed to return to Egypt. Before long, however, she is distracted by the
young and handsome heir to the empire...

 
When the elusive ‘Red Eagle' starts calling for the end of slavery, Selene
and Alexander are in grave danger. Will this mysterious figure bring their

liberation, or their demise?
 

C L E O P A T R A ' S
D A U G H T E R

B Y  M I C H E L L E  M O R A N
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(Fiction, Egypt, Romance, 2009)

Did you know?
One of the most famous figures tied to Egypt,

Cleopatra VII, was Greek.
 

Ancient Egypt produced the world's first
prosthetic limb, a toe composed of leather,

wood and thread and dated between 950 and
710 B.C.

T H E  P U B L I S H E R ' S  D E S K FEATURE



A  S P A N I S H  S U N R I S E
B Y  B O O  W A L K E R

A widowed father and his young daughter embark on a life-changing
journey in a heartening novel of family and second chances in A Spanish

Sunrise.
 

Adjusting to the death of his wife hasn’t been easy on Baxter Shaw—or on
their eight-year-old daughter, Mia. Baxter has left his band and abandoned

his dreams to focus on being a single father, but it’s not enough: Mia’s
exhibiting escalating behavioral problems. And neither has been able to

face the past head-on…until the past reaches out to them.
 

After surprising results from a DNA test, Baxter and Mia journey to
southeastern Spain to connect with their mysterious roots. Staying in a

centuries-old villa on a renowned olive oil estate, they come to know the
family they never realized they had, including a woman whose strength and
passion for the estate remind Baxter of the love he lost—and that it’s not too

late to rekindle his own dreams.
 

For Baxter and Mia, it’s a healing season in Spain, and the romance of the
culture awakens a new outlook on life. But when long-simmering family
secrets surface and the estate’s fate is called into question, Baxter must
choose to let go of the past if he ever hopes to find love and live again.
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(Fiction, contemporary, romance, 2022)

Did you know?
Spanish author, Cervantes’ is known for his

Don Quixote novel which was written in 1605.
Don Quixote is considered to be one of the

first modern novels.
 

Guinness World Records awarded the title of
oldest restaurant to El Restaurante Botín,

which originally opened in 1725 and continues
to be open today.

 

FEATURET H E  P U B L I S H E R ' S  D E S K

https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Don_Quixote


T H E  L I B R A R Y  A T  T H E  E D G E  O F
T H E  W O R L D  

B Y  F E L I C I T Y  H A Y E S -  M C C O Y

In The Library at the Edge of the World, a local librarian who must find a way to
rebuild her community and her own life in  this touching, enchanting novel set on

Ireland’s stunning West Coast.
As she drives her mobile library van between villages of Ireland’s West Coast, 

Hanna Casey tries not to think about a lot of things. Like the sophisticated lifestyle
she abandoned after finding her English barrister husband in bed with another

woman. Or that she’s back in Lissbeg, the rural Irish town she walked away from in
her teens, living in the back bedroom of her overbearing mother’s retirement
bungalow.  Or, worse yet, her nagging fear that, as the local librarian and a

prominent figure in the community, her failed marriage and ignominious return have
made her a focus of gossip. And she’s about to discover that the neighbors she’d

always kept at a distance have come to mean more to her than she ever could have
imagined.
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(Fiction, contemporary, Ireland, 2016)

Did you know?
Newgrange (a Stone Age passage tomb in the

Boyne Valley) is 5000 years old, making it
older than Stonehenge and the Pyramids of

Giza. 
 

St Patrick was not Irish, he was Welsh.
St Patrick’s real name was Maewyn Succat.

 
 

T H E  P U B L I S H E R ' S  D E S K FEATURE



T H E  B O O K  T H I E F
B Y  M A R K U S  Z U S A K

FEATURET H E  P U B L I S H E R ' S  D E S K

Markus Zusak's unforgettable story is about the ability of books to
feed the soul. It is 1939. Nazi Germany. The country is holding its
breath. Death has never been busier, and will become busier still.

 
In The Book Thief Liesel Meminger is a foster girl living outside of

Munich, who scratches out a meager existence for herself by stealing
when she encounters something she can’t resist–books. With the help
of her accordion-playing foster father, she learns to read and shares
her stolen books with her neighbors during bombing raids as well as

with the Jewish man hidden in her basement.
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(Historical Fiction, WWII,  2005)

Did you know?
Germany is nicknamed the “Land of Poets &

Thinkers.”
 

During World War II, Coca-Cola syrup was
difficult to import into Nazi Germany. Because
of that, they recreated the classic orange soda

known as Fanta.
 

Germany is one of the world’s leading book
nations. The first-ever printed book was

written in German!
 
 

Publisher's
Pick!



A  L O N G  W A Y  G O N E
B Y  I S H M A E L  B E A H

FEATURET H E  P U B L I S H E R ' S  D E S K

The devastating story of war through the eyes of a child soldier. Beah tells
how, at the age of twelve, he fled attacking rebels and wandered a land

rendered unrecognizable by violence. By thirteen, he’d been picked up by the
government army, and became a soldier.

 
In A Long Way Gone, Beah, now twenty-five years old, tells a riveting story:

how at the age of twelve, he fled attacking rebels and wandered a land
rendered unrecognizable by violence. By thirteen, he’d been picked up by the
government army, and Beah, at heart a gentle boy, found that he was capable

of truly terrible acts.
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Publisher's
Pick!

(Non-Fiction, Biography, War, 2007)

Sierra Leone is located in Africa and got it's
name from the Portuguese explorer Pedro de
Sintra who named the country “Serra Leoa”

(Lion Mountains) due to the impressive
mountains he saw while sailing along the West

African coast in 1462.
 

It was home to freed slaves in the 18th century
and Freetown is the capital city. It was founded

in 1792 by Lieutenant John Clarkson. 
 

Did you know?



T H E  M O U N T A I N S  S I N G
B Y  

N G U Y Ễ N  P H A N  Q U Ê�  M A I

FEATURET H E  P U B L I S H E R ' S  D E S K

The Mountains Sing tells an enveloping, multigenerational tale
of the Trần family, set against the backdrop of the Việt Nam

War. Trần Diệu Lan, who was born in 1920, was forced to flee
her family farm with her six children during the Land Reform
as the Communist government rose in the North. Years later

in Hà Nội, her young granddaughter, Hương, comes of age as
her parents and uncles head off down the Hồ Chí Minh Trail to
fight in a conflict that tore apart not just her beloved country,

but also her family.
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Did you know?
According to ancient Vietnamese folklore,

Vietnamese people are descendants of
dragons!

 
 

 Vietnam is the second largest coffee
producing nation? Only Brazil produces more

coffee annually.

(Historical Fiction, Asia, War, 2020)

https://www.amazon.ca/s/ref=dp_byline_sr_audible_1?ie=UTF8&field-keywords=Nguy%E1%BB%85n+Phan+Qu%E1%BA%BF+Mai&search-alias=audible


The Art of Story
 by Marie Beswick-Arthur 

author of Listen for Water 
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There is an Indigenous saying: “Tell me a fact and I’ll learn, tell me a truth and I’ll believe,
but tell me a story and it will live in my heart forever." 

I humbly offer an editorial upgrade for the third tell—“but share with me a story and it will
live in my heart forever.”

Sharing is Telling’s more sensitive and talented cousin who is able to direct the message
deeper into the heart and, sometimes, all the way to the soul. Story sharing creates better
witnesses—listeners, lookers, hearers, tasters, smellers, and feelers.

While it’s a must-know for writers, this concept is for everyone who wants to be a better
communicator. Not to be confused with the literary device of showing versus telling—even
though there is a relationship—the ‘sharing with me a story… live in heart forever’ is about
The Art of Story.

Your apprenticeship to becoming a master crafter of message is dependent on how
reverent your response is to understanding story as art.

When you share, or respond to sharing, you transition beyond a Times Roman font, and
recognize story in more spaces than on a page. Think: a framed picture (in a gallery, or
under a magnet on the fridge), a podcast, a song, a Thai menu, a clothesline of laundry.

By opening yourself to interpreting story as a diverse art form, you can recognize that the
Art of Story is the breathtaking narrative of your life, be it a grocery list penned in a loved-
one’s handwriting you find the month after their passing, or the frustration and/or laughter
that ensues from dealing with assembly instructions for a flatpack bookcase which,
ironically, will hold stories.

If you want to teach a concept in a blogpost, make a fundraising poster, or deliver a
passionate speech on why your town needs to preserve its library, engage in the Art of
Story.

How does one improve at their craft? Read the following, then close your eyes and take a
moment to answer:
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If my life-lived-so-far is story, then…
What does my-life-lived-so-far look like through the lens of a camera?
What flavour does it place on my tongue?
What scent floats in the air around my story?
What do I hear when I focus on my-life-so-far-ness?
If I run my hand along my life-lived-so-far, what is the texture?

That is where you will find your spectacular brand. When you get used to the idea of your
existence as being part of an epic narrative, then you are on the right path to your writing future.
Then you can ask those same questions (above) related to the subject you’re wanting to share.
And then you can…Listen to your heart. Break the silence of your hand. And compose.

Collectively, all of us on the storyteller’s path can support each other to express our creativity in
phrases, then sentences, then paragraphs. We can nurture them all to become blogposts, essays,
chapters, and manuscripts for books. 

The arranging of the words on a page will become the equivalent of brushstrokes on canvas—
and vice versa as we tumble words at the bottom right corner of a page to literally and literarily
illustrate defeat or grief. A five- word phrase centred on a blank page can launch a thousand
dreams. We have the power to create the  greatest calls to action ever. The apprenticeship
toward master crafter of artfully composed pieces requires curiosity and perseverance. We need
to remain knee-deep in more questions than answers: is the child’s fingerpainting on the fridge
not more valuable than Davinci’s Mona Lisa? We need to stay-a-while in realizations: I may have
just saved my life by journaling.

Yes, the fundamental value that Sharing—the brilliant cousin of Telling—brings into our life is truly
profound (and, remember, this is not about show versus tell). The Art of Story is a stream on its
way to a river on its way to a lake flowing out to a sea that’s part of an ocean. And we cannot stop
its inky tide from ebbing and flowing through us. As you evolve in your sharing journey you will
begin to see everything as story. Even your signature as plot, arc, antagonist, protagonist,
beginning, middle, and end.

The sharing of story keeps us alive, earthside, and sane, as we hone our craft of story, each one of
us sharing for purpose and growth. Story has allowed our species to survive. Sharing has allowed
us to thrive. And by virtue of that, we are each ‘the Art of Story’ and ‘the Story of Art'. 

The Art of Story



Connect with Tim on Facebook at
Author Tim Ford

Traveling and writing; I guess in some respects, both are the same. As a writer, and a reader, when we crack the
spine of a new book, it is truly a new adventure for us. A mental escape from the current world we live in. Now,
with traveling, it might be something as simple for us Canucks to escape the cold, a warm destination where the
suns rays help us heal, from a bitter winter. What a perfect way to get vitamin D. It can also be making family
memories, ones that we will take with us to our grave, no doubt with a smile. I believe for most, its to get away
from work, an escape from the walls of your house or apartment. For yours truly, I prefer an ocean voyage. That
five-year-old little boy in me certainly is on the lookout for pirates, and even buried treasure on the islands we
visit. Yes, a fictional writers brain never shuts down, nor would we want it to. And on the ocean, not sure if it’s
because I am a Pisces, but I truly feed off the water. Each thought is as massive as the oceans themselves, and
deeper than any submarine could dive.

In September of 2022, I took a New England cruise with my two daughters Sarah, and Meghan. We left New York
City on a sunny day. But there were whispers about hurricane Fiona. There was fear aboard the ship, nervous
energy was amongst all of us. The Titanic might have sunk 110 years earlier, but the thought another disastrous
shipwreck was real. Fiona might not have purchased a ticket, but she decided to follow us all the way to Halifax.
Now, I just finished writing book # 12, Carini in my Strongbow, A Warrior’s Journey to Hell And Back. My plan was
just to do some footnotes for book # 13, Strongbow’s Revenge. Nothing serious. Back home, my keys to help get
my writers brain into that manic mode would consist of the perfect cocktail. The moon, coffee, gummy, and
music.

Night one of our cruise, the ship was starting to rock. After dinner my daughters went to see a theater
production. It didn’t really grab me, something else fully grabbed all of my attention, Fiona. Told the girls I would
be sitting on the top deck, in the buffet restaurant, which at the time was pretty much closing for food, but they
had my coffee, and quiet. Grabbed my headphones, pens, and notebook. That night, Fiona, hell she opened my
writer’s brain like no other.

Continued on next page...

How Travel Inspires My Writing 

FEATURED AUTHOR
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Connect with Tim on Facebook at
Author Tim Ford

It seemed the rougher the ocean was becoming, the more intense my thoughts were becoming. It’s funny, as
these thoughts were all organized, crystal clear in fact. That first night I started the time frame for book # thirteen.
Four solid hours plotting and planning. By the time I finally put down my pen, I was mentally, and physically
exhausted. Once I headed back to my room, and lay on my bed, I smiled; tonight was the perfect writers high,
and I couldn’t wait for tomorrow night’s epic adventure. Now I am not exactly sure what night it was that book #
thirteen crept their way into my dreams. Crystal clear lucid dreams. Characters from Carini, book # 12, were taking
me by the hand, and taking me into their world. At least on four separate nights dreams, I was Reba’s boyfriend.

Now as a father on a cruise with our two daughters, yes, I did feel guilty heading upstairs each night to work on
book, # 13. And because of this, I would be with my daughters during the daytime hours. They have always
supported me as a writer. And I honestly believe they knew something magical was happening with my writer’s
imagination each night. So, they told me each night. Happy writing. By the end of the cruise, I was able to bang
out a whole timeline for book # 13. With each storyline, within a storyline was about, and for me, where it was
going to be used not only for this book, but other books in the series. This also included X factors for this book,
and backup scenes-storylines. Options, always good to have options. Much like painting, you never want to write
yourself into a corner.

Now, if I was back home, what I had accomplished in those seven, storm filled nights, it would have taken me at
least, three or four weeks. And I honestly believe I would not have the same clarity, or drive, or happiness. The
clarity and direction were like non other. To thank hurricane Fiona, I did indeed make her a character named
Fiona Page, a criminal court reporter for a San Francisco newspaper. And Reba, she hasn’t visited me in
dreamland since we left the ship. I can still envision what she still looks like. Her smile, glasses, curly hair. So, as
you can tell, some of us writers are a little off the wall, as yours truly would embrace sailing through a hurricane
again. The power of Fiona, being in the ocean, on vacation, tunes, coffee, what a perfect combination to open up,
and keep open my writer’s brain.

Curious now, was I able to get into that dream like, deep writing state, the same that Steven King, or Hunter S
Thompson found worked for them, that key to another portal? Now, if I did, thank you hurricane Fiona.

How Travel Inspires My Writing cont...

FEATURED AUTHOR
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THE MITCH STRONGBOW SERIES 

BOOK ORDER
1 – SANTA DIES ONCE AGAIN

2- SUMMER OF LOVE, FALL OF HATE
3- A JUNGLE IS STILL A JUNGLE

4- CRIMINOLOGY 101
5- CHASING DRAGONS, SLAYING

DEMONS
6- INSIDE LOOKING OUT

7- FREEDOM
8- DIABLO RETURNS
9- FOOL’S BETRAYAL

10- THE GHOSTS THAT HAUNT ME 
11 – FORBIDDEN, OR WORSE *

12 – CARINI INC *
13- STRONGBOW’S REVENGE *

Coming Soon = *
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Shop at your favorite bookstore, on Amazon, or on our website  
www.pandamoniumpublishing.com/shop

This rated-R, adults only series of books follows the life, loves, and lust of Mitch Strongbow. The
Sixties. A decade that changed the nation. Sex, booze, music, and mind-altering drugs. But for 14-

year old Mitch, life isn’t all about peace and love. Torn between two worlds, his internal battle rages.
The traditions of his Sioux background and the family pressure to keep his soul pure battle against the
temptations of drugs, girls, and parties. As an army brat, the move from base to base makes life one

big brawl. And with an Aboriginal father and German mother, being called disgusting names at
school leads to one blackout rage after another. But defending himself is Mitch’s guilty pleasure. The

Vietnam War and the political unrest only add to Mitch’s teenage angst. With a father fighting
overseas, a single mother struggling to survive, an admired older brother deep into all the local bikers
have to offer, and an unthinkable family secret that could tear their lives apart, Mitch quickly feels his

worlds collide. There's revenge...then there's Strongbow Revenge. 
 
 



A HERO'S NAME
 

Allen Reid propped his helmet on the balustrade of the stone tower he’d been ordered
to climb to scan for enemy action that might be a counterattack. Maybe the German
forces had left abruptly as a ruse to draw them in. To get up the interminable staircase,
and be sure others could relieve him later, he’d been ordered to be sure it was clear of
booby traps. He’d done his duty when he waved down from the top to his mates below.
They’d be up to relived him later. He slumped back against the cool stone. They’d
entered Bruges that morning, he couldn’t recall what day that was. He knew it was
September something but that was the best he could do. The locals had welcomed them
heartily “but it was no time to rest on laurels,” his CO had warned, and with that ordered
him to be sure the highest point in the city was secure. He set his binoculars under his
helmet so that it would look like he was following his orders if anyone looked up from
below, but he was too tired to do anything but rest for a few minutes.

The sounds of the partying sifted over the stonework and down onto his sweaty
shoulders as he tried to let the tension and weariness drain away. Since he’d driven his
armoured car off the landing craft on July 8, two days after D-Day, he didn’t think he’d
had time enough to think. He’d remembered that day, and those later, well enough. The
lurching as he went from boat to spinning wheels then finally solid ground. And then the
driving and dozing, more driving. Dodging artillery fire. Hurry up. Rest later. Your
comrades will die without these supplies. Everything had been a haze of noise and teeth-
clenched terror. As he reached for cigarettes in his shirt pocket, his finger caught the
blue envelope, still stuck closed that he’d gotten back in the blur. He’d stuffed it away to
read in a private moment and forgotten it was there. Well, his cigarettes were soggy, and
his matches didn’t light either. But he’d better get back to the binoculars under his
helmet before someone noticed they hadn’t moved. The letter went back into his pocket.
He was scanning the horizon when his relief arrived.

 “Those are 366 of the worst steps I’ve ever seen,” wheezed the soldier as he sagged
against the doorway. “They must have been built before there were rulers. I used to
build stairs for a carpenter back in Winnipeg. I’d have been fired on the spot for
something like that.”

 “Well yours were wood and those are stone, so no issue,” Allen said, then added, “Are
you saying this tower, that must be five hundred years old is about to fall down because
of sloppy craftsmanship?” They both laughed. 
 

The Bruges Belfry Tower short story by K.G. Watson

SHORT STORY
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A HERO'S NAME
 

“Anything worth keeping an eye on?”

 “Lots of dust and smoke to the north.”

 “Our orders are to head that way by 0600 tomorrow. Your mate said your ‘Beast’ is
ready, fuelled, loaded, and ready to go.” With that news, Allen slumped to sit on the
stones. “I’d better reply to this letter then,” he said more to himself. “Who knows when
I’ll get another chance.”

 The ink was badly smudged on the damp letter in his pocket. After reading it several
times and filling in what he thought had been in the smears he began his reply on the
airmail paper protected by oilcloth in his pack. He hoped there was enough ink in his
fountain pen. 

“Mid Sept,” he wrote carefully across the corner. He left out the location because the
censors would black it out anyway. “Darling, Lois. Enemy gave up the town without a
fight. Locals cheered mightily as we marched in. Don’t mind telling you I was relieved. It
is a pretty town. Terrible if it had been blown to bits. That letter you wrote back in
August. Holy Smoke! I hope you didn’t show your mom before you sent it. I mean she
really doesn’t need to all the details of our last night together before I left. But I did!! I’m
surprised it didn’t catch fire in the mail. I can’t tell you what the picture of you and baby
Ellen has done to me. I had to wait for my tears to stop before I could write. If ever there
was a reason to come home, you put it in that letter. Orders? Objectives? Training? It is
your letter that will make me survive what I can’t tell anyone. Just got off guard duty on
top of a tower that is tall enough for me to see the dust rising from the farm- 366 steps,
my mate tells me. I’m sure I could see you rocking the baby on the porch, Mom calling
you in for dinner, Dad driving up from the field where he left the combine to come back
to. Hope it’s working well. I know many were waiting to see if it would flop. Got to get
some sleep before we move out before sunrise. Know that with your letter and picture
over my heart, I’m bulletproof. All my love; all my everything.- A.”
His initial was all that would fit in the remaining corner.

*
Ellen found the package of letters when they were cleaning out her mom’s desk. The
drawer was stuffed so full of recipes and sewing things that it had pushed the packet up
over the rim. When the drawer was opened, the envelop slid over the back and down
behind the drawers. That she found it at all was only because they took out all the
drawers, so it was lighter to move. 

SHORT STORY
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A HERO'S NAME
 

She’d spent the evening reading them and excitedly realized they were from her dad
when he was at war. It was hard to piece together much of his experience from the
generalities and comments on the food and accommodation except for the top letter Of
all, it was the only one that had any detail that might be helpful in finding where his road
had started. He said he was writing from a tall tower, even the number of steps, in an
undamaged city in September 1944. She set it aside and began to re-read the rest.
Nothing but Letter 1 gave her any useful keys. She was perplexed by the abbreviation at
the end of each letter. The line of letters was “A M L A M E A”. She wondered if she could
ask her mom when she visited the Nursing Home next. At the bottom of the package was
a tattered, fold-fatigued piece of ink-stained airmail paper wrapped around an equally
battered black and white photograph of her mother. Ellen recognized the porch; she
must be the babe in arms. It must be what he referred to in the first letter. She couldn’t
re-read it without a lump rising in her throat. It sent her back to try to read the smeared
one. It gave a view of her mother she’d never seen but had to appreciate.

Her Mom appreciated the flowers Ellen delivered for her birthday but was not sure why
she had brought them. Despite other confusions her mother showed during the visit, she
was in no doubt about the code at the end of the war letters. 

“They stood for ‘All My Love. All My Everything. Allen’ her mother had said without
pause. “It left space for another line of news above.” 

Ellen mentioned the letters, again, at dinner. When it was his turn, her son said he had to
do a research project for history. When pushed, he brought is notebook to the table and
read out that it was to be “on the 18th Armoured Car Regiment (12th Manitoba
Dragoons). What’s a dragoon?” Ellen looked at the package and announced before they
left the table, that after planting, they were going to take a trip to Europe. She’d invite
her younger brother. It was not a topic for discussion.

*

Ellen’s son didn’t like being called ‘Herbert Allen’. It distinguished him from her brother
who was ‘Allen Jr.’ But the rejection of the name she’d given him...made her sad. No
matter; it helped during the trip. No doubt who was being called to. And her son
accepted ‘HA’ when his uncle started using it. As they waited for the gate to the Belfry to
open in Bruges, Belgium, HA was filling them in on the research he’d done for his project

SHORT STORY
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A HERO'S NAME

“The Second Canadian Infantry Division's 4th Brigade moved to the southern outskirts of
Bruges to assist the 4th Canadian Armoured Division. Grandpa was in the Armoured,” he
recited, and he went on to tell of the vicious battles that followed to liberate
neighbouring places. “A million men and women were in the Services, forty thousand
died,” HA concluded. They’d been really early. The guard who opened the door
cautioned Ellen that the tower was almost 100 metres high. Plainly he didn’t think she
could make it. Ellen only glared at him. 
 
“Didn’t do those exercises for all that time to wait here,” she said between tight lips.

“Count the steps,” she called to HA. When they broke out onto the platform at the top,
the view was breath-taking, if they had any left from the climb.

“366 steps,” announced HA. Ellen ticked a mental box. “Can you see any of those other
places you mentioned HA?” she asked. He started pointing and talking again. The guard
waiting for them helped.

After they stopped, and because nobody else had arrived, Ellen said into the silence, “I’d
like to read you something.” And she read her father’s letter written on that same
platform to his wife and a daughter he’d only seen in a photograph, so far away.

“I wonder what was in that letter from Grandma that was so hot?” HA asked. 

Ellen wasn’t going to read that. She just said that she thought that he’d sat here and
written that loving letter, and everyone looked at the stones they stood on. 

“Seems to be the right town, and its a tall tower. Has the number of steps,” she said.

“What was his name?” the guard asked. Ellen repeated it.

“Ha,” said the guard. “Move over please, madam,” and he pointed to the base of the
balustrade behind her. 

There, scratched with the point of an army knife was ‘Allen Reid, Winnipeg’. She’d been
standing exactly where her father had sat to write the words she’d read, and she began
to weep.

SHORT STORY
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“We had to put a guard up here to keep people from writing their names on the stone,”
the guard explained and then pointed to other autographs that had been left over time.
AH had plainly been smitten by seeing his grandfather’s name on the rock. It placed him
in the history that, till that moment, had been only an abstraction. 

 “Can I read that letter again.”

“I’ll read it. It’s in script,” Ellen said and then re-read it.

HA was silent for quite while everyone looked out on the cityscape at their feet. 

“Do you think a letter and picture can make you bulletproof?” he asked incredulously. A
jet engine’s roar leaving the local airport almost drowned his words. “They’re only
paper!”

“Well, he came back,” Ellen replied when it was quiet. “And yes, I believe that love can
bring you through dark times, protect you from harm that kills others.”

HA got out his phone. “I want to take some pictures,” he said. He put his pointed finger
into the frame and snapped the name on the rock. He stood and walked around the
whole platform clicking away. 

While they waited for another group to come up the narrow stairs, HA said to his mother,
“I’d like it if you called me ‘Allen’ from now on. It’s a hero’s name.”

A HERO'S NAME
 

SHORT STORY
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Belfry Tower, Bruges, Belgium



"This is awesome!" Daphne said to Daniella as they
high-fived. "Let's set up all of the things we need." 
The girls set up pillows, blankets, sleeping blankets,
fairy lights, a table for snacks and nail polish, and a
special section for books, binoculars, and a notebook
for stargazing notes. 

They spent each night doing something fun. The first
night they told ghost stories so scary that they didn't
sleep at all. The second night they stayed up late
painting each other's nails and reading sections of
their favorite books out loud. The night after that they
roasted marshmallows around the fire and laughed so
hard until their bellies ached. They had ice cream
sundaes and played cards when it rained. And they
even managed to coax Daphne's cat mittens into the
tent for the night who watched a movie with them! 

"Hello?" A familiar voice said from outside in the yard. 

"Jessica?" Daphne said. "What are you doing here? I
thought you were on vacation for a week!" 

"I was! It's been a week already!" Jessica said. 

"Daniella, this is Jessica, Jessica this is Daniella."
Daphne introduced them. The girls shook hands. 

"So, how was your week?" Jessica asked the girls. 

Daphne and Daniella smiled and said, "It was the best
vacation ever!" 

Daphne and Jessica were best friends. They did
everything together, but one day Jessica
announced that her and her family were going on
vacation and they would be away for a week.
"That's so long!" Daphne said with a frown. "I know.
It will feel like forever!" Jessica said. "I'll send you
photos and maybe it will go by quickly." 

The next day Daphne waved to Jessica from the
driveway as her and her family left for vacation.
"Now what am I going to do with myself?" Daphne
whispered. 

"Daphne! Can you come inside please?" Her
mother called from the kitchen, "I've got something
to tell you!" Daphne went into the house to see
what her mother wanted. 

"I know you're sad that Jessica is gone this week,
but I've got a surprise for you! Your cousin Daniella
is coming to visit and she'll be sleeping over until
Sunday!" 

Daphne could hardly contain her excitement!
"Really? This will be so fun!" She ran upstairs to her
room and got a bunch of things ready for Daniella's
arrival. 

The next morning Daniella arrived bright and early.
She was super excited to see Daphne and they
knew that this would be the best week ever! 

"What do you want to do first?" Daphne asked
excitedly. 

"Well, I've actually brought a surprise!" Daniella
said. "I brought a tent! I thought it might be fun to
sleep in the yard, watch the stars, tell ghost stories,
and roast marshmallows! What do you think?" 

"I think that sounds amazing!" Daphne smiled. She
could hardly wait to get started putting it up. She
asked her dad to help them and within no time, the
tent was set up in the yard. 

Kid's Corner

This section showcases budding new authors ages
5-12. If your child would like to send it their work

for consideration email us at
pandapublishing8@gmail.com for more details.

THE BEST VACATION EVERTHE BEST VACATION EVER
by Kendall McPherson (age 10)
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This space is dedicated to answering
your questions about all things
writing! Send in your questions to
pandapublishing8@gmail.com with
Publisher's Perspective in the subject
line. 

Publisher's
Perspective

I'm a self-published author who just published my first book less than a year
ago. Things have been going pretty well until recently when I saw a bad
review online for my book. I was so angry, hurt, and humiliated. The person
was so mean and my blood was boiling so badly that I wanted to respond
and tell them exactly what I thought of their review...so I did. Needless to say,
things went from bad to worse. I deleted my response, but the damage has
been done. Any advice for dealing with bad reviews? 
-Furious in New Jersey* 
(author asked for their name not to be published)

I've had my fair share of bad reviews and so have most authors. Yes, it
can be infuriating, hurtful, and humiliating, but rest assured that there's
one thing to know: ART IS SUBECTIVE. Not everyone is going to love your
work-whether your James Patterson, Stephen King, or anyone in
between, there will always be someone who doesn't like your book and
that's ok! 

Anytime we get a bad review, I take a second to see if there's any truth
to it. If the person is just being mean for the sake of being mean, then I
don't worry about it and I try to understand things from their
perspective. Maybe they're having a bad day? Dealing with something
in their life they can't control? I'm always more curious about the
reasons behind why people do the things they do. Unfortunately,
technology has emboldened some people to say online what they
wouldn't have the guts to say to your face. That's just the world we live
in, and it's sad. 

My advice is to take the review for what it is, an opinion and not a
reflection of who you are. You wrote a book! It's out in public! Do you
know what a massive accomplishment that is? You should be so proud
of yourself for doing something that most people don't have the
courage or talent to do. Don't respond to negativity-ever. Leave the
review and response alone and push it out of your mind. You've got
much bigger things to do and focus on, so get working on your next
book! Keep going because YOU are someone's favorite author. 

Remember: “You can be the ripest, juiciest peach in the world, and
there's still going to be somebody who hates peaches.” ..Dita Von Teese 

Editor-in-Chief & Publisher,

Pandamonium Publishing House

Lacey L. Bakker

For classes,
courses, &

workshops scan
the code
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Tucson
Festival of

Books Review
The Tucson Festival of books was held on a beautifully
sunny weekend on March 4th and 5th on the University of
Arizona campus. I was fortunate enough to attend this
fabulous free and fantastic event! Tents lined the
roadways and spilled into the park where there were
offerings for bibliophiles of every genre. There were
traditionally published authors and publishers, self-
published authors, and writing groups galore. 

I had the opportunity to speak with a number of authors
to find out what the motivations were behind their books
and reasons ranged from remembering their late
husband, to wonderful childhood memories of grandma's
sweet potato pie, to wanting to flex their creative
muscles and trying their hand at writing a homestead
mystery in the Wild West. 

It was a wonderful addition to have the National Parks
services there where one could touch authentic coyote
fur, watch traditional indigenous bead workers, and ask
questions about the many forests that Arizona holds.  

As we meandered through the crowds, me and my
neuromarketing brain were thrilled to see a gigantic, life-
sized crossword puzzle with participants gathered
around to try their best to solve it. "Neuromarketing at it's
finest!" I said to Mike, he nodded knowingly. 

There were a number of lectures going on, specifically
300 to choose from on pretty much every topic you can
think of. We chose not to attend the lectures, only
because we wanted to make the most of our time
chatting with the artists and discovering new books as
well as handing out our business cards. 

Authors such as Linda Ronstadt, Gregg Hurwitz, Joseph
Thomas and Melissa Marr appeared on Sunday as did
Senator Bernie Sanders who is serving his third term in the
U.S. Senate and is the longest-serving Independent
member of Congress in American history. His latest book
is entitled "It's Okay to be Angry About Capitalism."

There was a massive offering of activities for teens and
children that ranged from drawing workshops, a
presentation on diverse voices in early chapter books,
creating video games, and producing films! Plus there
was a children's village set up with a large number of kid's
authors as well as some really fun characters like Curious
George, Peppa Pig, and a life-sized frog. There was even
a tent where you could line up and receive a free picture
book! 

The Tucson Festival of Books was a delightful way to
spend a beautiful weekend while enjoying the company
of like-minded book lovers. I highly recommend you attend
if you get the chance! 

Notable Names

Lots to see and do for kids

Check out their website: Tucson Festival of Books | Home
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THREE TIPS FOR
PACKING BOOKS FOR
VACATION

HOW TO PACK AND
PICK BOOKS FOR

VACATION

Know yourself
Are you really going
to read that 500 page
sci-fi novel? Are you
actually going to read
a non-fiction book
about cold fusion and
particle acceleration? 

If you are, great! But if you're not, be honest
with yourself. What types of books do you
usually read? Most people want light,
thrilling, fiction that allows them to put the
book down and come back to it later
without having to re-read the previous
pages to remember where they left off.  

Pack with intention

It can be difficult to
choose which books
you should bring with
you on vacation
especially if you have
a massive heap of to-
be-read books beside
your bed or on your
coffee table. 

If you're anything like me, you love reading while on vacation. I
read while waiting in the airport, to pass the time while on the
plane, and while relaxing on the beach. The only problem is
knowing how many books to pack that won't put my carry-on
over the weight limit. Here are my best tips for reading while
on vacation when figuring out which books to pack. 

I personally recommend packing at least two books for every
ten days that you'll be away. This is a personal choice; if you're
a voracious reader, you may want to pack additional titles. I
find that most people spend their time doing a multitude of
things like exploring, shopping, and dining out, so that's why I
recommend two titles so that you can enjoy everything your
vacation has to offer while relaxing and sinking your teeth into
a great read!

By Victoria WalkerBut by asking yourself what is my intention
for this vacation? You'll be able to choose
which books to pack more efficiently. If
you're going on a vacation to relax, then
which books will help you do that? If it's a
historical sight-seeing vacation or you're
going to a place where you don't speak the
language, non-fiction books may be a
helpful and great choice. 

Invest in an e-reader
I know I may get some
flack for this, but trust
me when I say I enjoy
holding books and
flipping through the
pages rather than
reading on a screen. 

However, investing in an e-reader may be
just the thing you need in order to have a
wide variety of books without having to
make tough choices on which ones to leave
behind. You can download thousands of
titles and still have a ton of room in your
suitcase! Just remember that you don't want
to leave your electronics in the sun or sand
or anywhere near water just to be on the
safe side. 
Fun Fact: Most people who read fiction
prefer to read physical books. Most people
who read non-fiction tend to prefer e-
readers as this lets them easily skim and
highlight the information that they need! 
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To find your next beach read, 
visit www.pandamoniumpublishing.com/shop



Traveling with pets can be a lot of fun, but it also comes with some important considerations. Many of these are just like the
rules for traveling with children: make sure you have everything you need to keep your pet comfortable and safe, from food
and water bowls to crates, carriers, and other supplies. Here are some tips to help you prepare for your trip.

1) Make sure your pet is up-to-date on all vaccines before you leave. This includes rabies and parvovirus if
they're old enough. If they aren't old enough yet, consider getting them vaccinated before your trip so that they're
protected when they're older. Also, if you're staying in one area for a while, be sure to have the names and phone
numbers of vets and emergency clinics in the area. 

2) Make sure your pet is microchipped—this will help identify them if they get lost or separated from you during
travel. You can also consider getting a tag engraved with their name and phone number so that people who find
them can contact you right away!

3) Bring along any medications that your veterinarian recommends for your pet's health (including flea/tick
prevention). Pack these in a separate bag from everything else so that if something happens at the airport (like an
x-ray machine), these items are not compromised by security officers who might not know what's inside them!

4) Make sure you bring all the documents your pet needs for travel. This includes any medical records and
vaccination records if applicable. You should also bring a leash or harness for your pet so that if they get loose or
run away from you, they can still be returned to you safely.

5) If you're traveling by plane, book early so that you can make sure your pet is able to travel in the cabin with
you rather than as cargo. Airlines must allow small dogs in the cabin as long as they weigh less than 20 lbs., but
larger dogs and cats must travel as cargo unless they fit into a carrier under seat 24A or E (or under seat 22F on
most international flights). Check with your airline before booking!

T R A V E L I N G
W I T H  P E T S

O U R  P E T S  H A V E  T R A V E L E D  T O  2 6
S T A T E S ,  H A V E  B E E N  O N  A  P R I V A T E
H E L I C O P T E R ,  A N D  H A V E  E V E N  B E E N

T O  D I S N E Y W O R L D !  
* I N  L O V I N G  M E M O R Y  O F  S I M B A  A N D  S E A B A S S
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RUBBING ELBOWSRUBBING ELBOWS
AN AVERAGE JOE BRUSHES FAMEAN AVERAGE JOE BRUSHES FAME

BY JOEY NOBLEMANBY JOEY NOBLEMAN
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SOCIAL MEDIA LINK
https://twitter.com/JNRadioNetwork

CONTACT INFORMATION
Email: contact@onebyonemediainc.com

noblemanjoey@hotmail.com

"Rubbing Elbows was very entertaining from
beginning to end. Beautifully written; it felt I was

actually on Mr. Nobleman’s journey with him."
-Susan Ziegerhofer

 

Amazon Link: Rubbing Elbows: An Average
Joe Brushes Fame: Nobleman, Joey:

9781778146527: Books - Amazon.ca (Also
available on Barnes & Noble)

Rubbing Elbows is the wondrous story of
one teacher's impassioned undertaking
to bring hope and enlightenment to his

students in a time of cultural crisis. Joey
Nobleman marshals a bevy of celebrity

acquaintances including Morgan
Freeman, Tony Bennett, and Sting, in a
majestic celebration of individuality,
creativity, and universal humanism
inspired by an incredible array of

celebrity photos and personalized notes.
Part travel philosophy, part biography,

part social and political critique, this
unique work delivers an entertaining and

edifying reading experience that taps
into the times and the eternities. Travel
along with Joey to New York City, the

home of celebrity, freedom, and
enlightenment, a journey not to be

missed, and one desperately needing to
be taken in this time of censorship,
repression, and oppression of free

speech, thought, and art. This may be
both the most fun and most thought
provoking book of the year, a cultural

event!

connect with the author:

https://www.amazon.ca/Rubbing-Elbows-Average-Brushes-Fame/dp/177814652X/ref=sr_1_1?crid=LNSC2DEU3MAR&keywords=joey+nobleman&qid=1677973345&sprefix=joey+nobl%2Caps%2C156&sr=8-1
https://www.amazon.ca/Rubbing-Elbows-Average-Brushes-Fame/dp/177814652X/ref=sr_1_1?crid=LNSC2DEU3MAR&keywords=joey+nobleman&qid=1677973345&sprefix=joey+nobl%2Caps%2C156&sr=8-1


LISTEN FOR WATERLISTEN FOR WATER
MARIE BESWICK ARTHURMARIE BESWICK ARTHUR
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Listen for Water : Beswick
Arthur, Marie: Amazon.ca:

Books

Listen for Water is a snappy, bittersweet
coming-of-age novel that tells the story of

roles reversed-a daughter, Dakota, charged
with keeping her mother, Ray, and their

lives, right-side up. It's no easy task for a
teen who wants to be anywhere but with

Ray, who is hellbent on living as though she
wasn't somebody's mother. 

Their unhealthy parent-child relationship
means Dakota has been burdened with age-
inappropriate responsibility her whole life.

She must scrounge for food as they face
eviction from their low rent apartment, and

she relies on whispered lessons from a
mentor who is no longer in this world. What

else do you do when mom has an
addiction?

As Ray explores her talents (video gaming
on an ancient Nintendo and penning lyrics

to suspiciously familiar melodies), her
impulsive behaviour sends the two of them

on the ride of their lives, during which a
tampering incident has deadly

consequences. 
They fall off the Earth, lost to the forested
mountains, and embark on an emotional

and physical quest for survival. In the end,
Ray is gifted with the opportunity for a do-
over. And Dakota? Will she ever be able to
forgive and forget that her mother was an

addict?
 

Only time will tell.

https://www.amazon.ca/Listen-Water-Marie-Beswick-Arthur/dp/1989059937/ref=sr_1_1?crid=2YJFK05V55MIA&keywords=listen+for+water&qid=1680015721&sprefix=listen+for+wa%2Caps%2C826&sr=8-1


ADVERTISEADVERTISE
WITH USWITH US  

Advertise your book-based business,Advertise your book-based business,
authors, or books with us and reachauthors, or books with us and reach

thousands of readers.thousands of readers.  

PANDAMONIUM
PUBLISHING HOUSE

EMAIL PANDAPUBLISHING8@GMAIL.COM 
FOR DETAILS 

Publishing Made Simple. 
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