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I started IAGFFA about twenty-five years ago. I know. We've been through this before. But there's more I want to say on the subject. Don't give me that look. Especially you, Ed. After what you did in that cornfield, I can't take you seriously anymore.

I started this series about twenty-five years ago as a creative-writing project back in grade school. I don't remember the mark I got, and I don't think I have that old story anymore. All I remember is it involved the fight between Legion and Master Asinine aboard weird starships, same as it does today. But the series has been, in one form or another, flopping around for a quarter century, back before I called it In a Galaxy Far, Far AwRy. What did I call it? There was no name yet.

And then I decided to reboot it. You've heard this story too. And the reboot gathered dust for about ten years. Gathered dust on my computer until 2015 when I spewed it into the public eye for all to see. By the time that happened, I'd had sixteen books written and was working on the seventeenth. Yes, I'd put some mileage on this series.

My point in rehashing all this info is that, without a series being in the public eye, you can go back and fix up anything you want. Think of a nice detail that lends your series a bit more authenticity when you're writing book ten? Go and backfill the other books. No one will know.

I'm bringing this up to say I had a lot of practice and time to think about the series. I didn't just write a book and fill in the details over only a number of drafts. I had sixteen books and twenty-five years of preparation! I had the opportunity to change things and tweak the series before anyone ever saw it. This series had an extended gestation period.

This isn't necessary. A lot of excellent series don't take nearly as long as IAGFFA did. Stan Lee didn't conceive of Spider-Man in 1937, twenty-five years before the character's debut. Probably, anyway. George Lucas didn't make up Han Solo twenty-five years early. Matt Groening didn't make up Bender and Gene Roddenberry didn't think of Vulcans, and Robert Kirkman didn't create The Walking Dead, an—Hey, it's possible Beavis and Butt-Head was conceptualized over the course of a single sneeze.

I took longer than a lot of other canons. And I started over too. I took that luxury. Any aspiring writers out there reading this, know that you don't have to. But, if you're willing to, it gives you a heaping ton of time to mastermind the world your characters live in. You can color the details and reality as you go, and you'll have a long rehearsal schedule.

I did. And I'm glad I took that time. Part of me wishes I'd published sooner. I'd be further along than I am now, maybe having published book eight or ten. Maybe I'd have caught up to what I've written: two days ago, I put the first draft of book twenty-one to bed. The series could have been more recognized, maybe even had its own cartoon show or shared universe of movies. Who knows?

Remember in the first book when I said the first million words don't count? They're just practice. If I'd published this earlier, I'd probably still be practicing. Book one would have sucked.

So part of me is glad I waited. Ecstatic even, because the moment you put something in the public eye, you can't go back and change it. Well, you can, but that strategy goes by the name of retconning. Retconning is short for "retroactive continuity," which is taking previously established facts in a narrative and adjusting or even completely ignoring those facts, whether by accident or on purpose. In short, it's like going back on your word. For example, a retcon is when Power Plant's birthday is May 20, 9076 in one book and then June 20, 9076 in another. Retcons are usually more vital than that, though.

A more expansive definition includes things that aren't necessarily contradictions but come completely out of left field. For instance, what if I gave Lieutenant IQ 23 a wife? As far as I know, I've never mentioned his marital status. It would technically not be inconsistent to mention a wife. But I've given enough detail to heavily indicate that he's single. It'd be ridiculous of Mrs. IQ 23 to tell Master Asinine he can't come out to play today because it's date night.

Or what if I gave Appetite a speaking role? "Hey, y'all, you weren't aware until now, but I know fourteen different languages. I just haven't told anyone." I've said numerous times that he doesn't talk but only in the perspective of nonomniscient characters. It wouldn't be impossible for him to reveal that he's just been playing dumb this whole time. But, again, ridiculous.

Others have different definitions of retconning, but this is the one I stick to. To me, retconning breaks the reality of the series. It's not a huge deal—if I stopped enjoying something because of retconning, I wouldn't enjoy anything—but it's a deal nonetheless.

In short, I gave myself the time to tweak IAGFFA just the way I wanted it. Will I ever retcon something? Of course. It's bound to happen, no matter how much I resist. I'll overlook a detail somewhere at some point. The more I write, the more chances I give myself to flub up. But before book one was published—i.e. before the details of the series became publicly "official"—I gave myself the luxury of fine-tuning everything just right.

It took me a ton of time to get this out. But it's here now. And it's exactly how I want it. Hopefully it's exactly how you want it too.
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I'm gonna take off the comedy hat for a page or two, because what I'm stressing in this section is more than serious. So let's put the jokes aside for a section.

I'm gonna spoil the ending for you a bit. Actually, maybe more than a bit. But if you're good with mature subject matter or you like throwing caution to the wind, feel free to skip this and come back to it when you've read the book. I especially implore parents of young readers to check out this little section and then the page in the story that it references.

But, just in case you're a caution-to-the wind person, I'll give you a page break so your eyes don't accidentally/on purpose bump down a couple lines and you snag some juicy spoilers. Cool?

Cool. Okay. Here we go. There's some mature subject matter in this story, a little more mature than what the usual IAGFFA book puts out there. It has to do with suicide, and this is why I especially would like parents to read this section and then check out the paragraph in question.

You see, when I published the first couple books of IAGFFA, my intended audience was a little older. It was a happy little accident—the kind that leaves bushes in Bob Ross paintings—that the series found a lot of traction with younger audiences. I really love seeing kids respond to it, especially since that meant they were putting the video-game controller away and picking up a book. But, again, I wrote this series with a slightly older audience in mind, and this book was written before book one saw publication. Some of the more mature elements stuck. In this book, at the end of chapter 24, there's a suicide attempt.

The situation in question involves Luzimoss, a rather serious dude. Contrast him with the comic-relief Kamikaze, who is suicidal but played for gags.

The suicide wasn't written lightly, and it's not portrayed lightly. The war is portrayed as something dismal and destructive, and the end result—the suicide—was portrayed as a foul and horrid consequence. I don't condone suicide, and even after weighing all of what I'm explaining here, I tried to find any other way to end the story but maintain the impact.

I couldn't. After so many ponderous walks and so much arguing with myself, I couldn't. So I kept it, but I tried to make it as horrendous and nasty as possible to highlight the effects. There is no comedy in suicide.

So, for any young readers reading this, or for any parents who think twice about this, feel free to skip that section. It's only a few lines, three short paragraphs. Or rip it out. Or scribble over it. Do whatever you think necessary. The story will still make sense without it. Parents especially, I ask you to preread that part. I've always suggested to parents that they preread a book since my opinion of age appropriate might not match theirs. But that goes double for this particular part. The chapter is 24, at the end of the second-to-last scene.

I added this small section to forewarn you all of that dark passage in an otherwise lighthearted series. Parents, you're the best judges for your young readers. Older readers, you're the best judges for yourselves.

Please, if you or anyone you know has been struggling with dark thoughts, get in touch with someone. I’ve left contact info at the end of this section that can help. This is for Canada and the United States, but a Google search can help if you live outside these areas.

Anyway, that's enough gloom for your day. I wrote this series as a counterpoint to all the angsty fiction drowning the bookshelves nowadays, and you entered into this series expecting that. So let's get back to the carefree and cheery humor the series is all about. I said it in book one, and I'll say it again here: on with the (side)show.

Canada

www.suicideinfo.ca

1-833-456-4566

In Quebec: 1-866-277-3553

Text: 45645

Canada, Kids specific:

kidshelpphone.ca

1-800-668-6868

Text CONNECT to 686868

The United States, kids and adults

suicidepreventionlifeline.org

1-800-273-8255 (English)

1-888-628-9454 (en español)
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Chapter One: Buyer Beware
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December 21, 9109. 8:14 a.m. (Galactic Standard Time).

"OKAY, I'M CALLING THIS WREAKING OF CHAOS TO ORDER. Wait, Lieutenant, is this thing on? And is my All-Tweener Girl Tracks album playing? Good. OKAY, NOW I'M CALLING THIS WREAKING OF CHAOS TO ORDER."

Crock, that sounded loud! Luzimoss Grenard's Trioxidillian pinnas still vibrated under his skin-covered ears. Was that Master Asinine? Luzimoss stumbled off the sidewalk into the wall of a bank and accidentally crushed the bag of oranges cradled in his arm. A shame. They'd looked juicy. They were juicy, he guessed by the sticky remains drenched across his shirt. He really should pay closer attention to the precognitive aspect of his "knowledge hivemind," his inborn special ability, his hyperability.

"CITIZENS OF WHATEVER THIS PLACE IS, BOW BEFORE MY ALMIGHTY MASTERY OF YOUR ATTENTION FOR TEN OR TWENTY MINUTES, WHICHEVER COMES FIRST."

That blithering bellowed through a megaphone so clearly and loudly in the Arkanal Marketplace that it sounded as if the heavens had ripped open with the voice of a raving idiot. Must have been the Bad Guys, the largest and most powerful criminal organization in the galaxy, led by the idiot Master Asinine. "ALSO, MY NEW POWER TIE IS SHINY." Yes, the Bad Guys.

The screams of market patrons raked the air, and a snarling stampede against pavement frenzied away from the Bad Guys, who marched through an agora. Luzimoss stepped aside to avoid the bystanders that shoved against each other in a melee to escape. One stampeding woman would soon slip and Luzimoss had to be ready. There she went. She slapped against the cobblestone sidewalk. Luzimoss helped her up before the stampede crushed her, and she continued to panic away. Through his hands, he funneled a warning over the growl of the stampede. "Hurry, before he starts making up letters!"

"I AM YOUR DEATH MACHINE, MARKET SUCKERS. BUT DO NOT FEEL CONFUSED MERELY BECAUSE I AM A MAN. I AM HERE SIMPLY TO EXECUTE AN ACTION PLAN TO END YOUR MEAGER LIVES AND GAIN INCREASED MARKET SHARE. FILE ME UNDER THE LETTER DEATH MACHINE. Are they bowing yet, Lieutenant?"

"They're actually fleeing, sir."

"I hate natural responses to panic."

"Using intimidating business jargon causes that. And you sow the seeds of panic like a gladiatorial gardener. By the way, 'death machine' is not a letter."

"Then it must be a number. So file me. I go under 'death machine.'"

"Holy crock." Multipurpose, the incapable and obese Bad Guy ninja, caressed a sai with his index finger. Luzimoss could picture it without seeing him. "If you keep flapping your spew hole, I'll file your crocking tenders under 'things Multipurpose crocking filets.'"

Luzimoss ground his teeth in a hiss. Curse those ridiculous voices. One belonged to Master Asinine, the leader of the vilest criminals known to livingkind. And now he and his Bad Guys were terrorizing this marketplace. Luzimoss's blood thickened enough to deepen the color of his blue skin. His body heat rose despite the wind in this side street.

He should have anticipated this situation. He anticipated everything...given a margin of error. He'd been caught off guard because his mind had wandered. A 63 percent chance that was the case, according to the multiple voices in his head, his knowledge hivemind. When his mind wandered, he neglected his knowledge hivemind.

Luzimoss didn't need to look to know what was happening—he knew—but he looked anyway. Asinine's garish fashion would take his mind off the juice covering his shirt. And possibly Asinine's paddleball thwacking.

Luzimoss's knowledge hivemind supplied the situation's details, and he imagined the scene in his mind's eye. Master Asinine stood behind the robot-suited Mechanism and announced buildings he wanted the armored cohort to destroy. And stand behind Mechanism he must: the mouthpiece of his loudspeaker snaked out the back of the armored goon's helmet. Hadn't he heard about wireless technology yet?

Asinine's fashion nonsense today topped that of any previous outfit, which told Luzimoss that the idiot desperately needed a wife, a tailor, or a gaping head wound. He dressed as if he were on his way to a business meeting for jesters. His self-made Proclaim Your Love for Cultural Icons T-shirt Day was today, and so his outfit included a white Junkyard Dog shirt. He wore purple suit pants with green suspenders over that and...Oh, in the name of dignity, white complemented most things, yes, but not a tie with carnation pink dots. Or mime makeup.

Okay, back to reality. Asinine would soon return to his public outcry. And was that a fanfare trumpeting from the speakers in Mechanism's bodysuit? At Asinine's behest, of course. One more polka fan Luzimoss could do without meeting.

"LISTEN UP, PEOPLE OF THIS STREET. Lieutenant, what's this street? We don't know? Okay, we'll name it. LISTEN UP, PEOPLE OF AVENUE INSANE-O-MATICULA. MY ASSOCIATES AND I ARE SEARCHING FOR AN OBJECT OF MUCH INTEREST. WE HAVE TRACKED ITS ENERGY OUTPUT TO THIS MARKET. YOU MAY NOT KNOW WHERE IT IS, BUT IF YOU REFUSE TO TELL US WHERE, I WILL INVITE YOUR MOTHER-IN-LAW TO YOUR HOUSE THIS WEEKEND. SO THERE."

Mechanism grumbled. "That is appealing to their sense of reason."

"And their sense of common."

Master Asinine's mindless second-in-command, Lieutenant IQ 23, stood beside Asinine. He accidentally smacked his leader's face with the question marks attached to his helmet's temples. The ugliest goons to ever disgrace the news, Plaster and the fatter-than-fat Multipurpose, stood behind Mechanism and Asinine's bodyguard, Braindead. Multipurpose nursed an ache, a result of too much walking.

These weren't the prettiest bunch in the galaxy. Plaster was a skull-faced bruiser, the result of an experiment that left him with perpetually-oozing-and-replenishing skin the consistency of candlewax. Mechanism, whose face was never publicly seen, was an egomaniac wrapped in weaponized metal armor. The scaly Braindead was of the mute and reptilian Virillian race, and he played the role of Master Asinine's bodyguard. And Multipurpose...sigh...that sweaty, pasty Bulbosoid could eat an entire buffet spread but couldn't walk three feet without pulling a muscle.

The Bad Guys advanced, scaring bystanders out from underneath produce tables and transports. More screams littered the commotion, and the screamers clambered for escape. The oozing Plaster grabbed a melon table. He upended it and sent those underneath scurrying away. The brainless thug needed to do something for entertainment.

Asinine jibber-jabbered, "Mechanism, to show how serious this latest free-for-all is, enact the destruction of that parking garage over there with rockets o' plenty. Enact it in a free-for-all fashion, too. I don't do free-for-nones."

Luzimoss stepped forward. He needed to stop this before Asinine killed someone, an 82 percent likelihood if no one intervened.

Asinine checked a storefront. "Ooh. Mechanism, forgo the garage. Point and click a missile at that ice cream parlor. And blow me up a double scoop of rocky road. Who's ready to find the crock out of stuff? Me, that's who."

In his full-body armor, Mechanism planted his robot-gloved hands on his hips. "I doubt this 'coolness source of powerful proportions' hides behind a drum of tutti-frutti. However, this will prevent us from clinging to any remaining shred of dignity. And destroying this store will perhaps deflect a cone into my forehead and kill me before the ridicule can."

"Don't be so hard on yourself. I'm sure you'll last until the ridicule phase."

Mechanism unleashed a tiny missile at Asinine's desired target. The explosion snarled through the Arkanal Market and chewed apart the ice cream parlor. Luzimoss didn't mind. He'd never before seen it, but his knowledge hivemind told him that parlor charged way too much for a waffle cone.

A lagging market patron limped between two buildings to escape the parlor's bursting debris. Before shrapnel could decapitate him—a 94 percent chance if he kept on his current path—Luzimoss grabbed him and yanked him behind a billboard for Meat Paste Hot Dogs.

"Neutronium Bonding Glue could have prevented this parlor's destruction," a public address speaker on the parlor's wall said. "Like us on Facebook." The parlor leaned forward with bricks crumbling off. It teetered...teetered...collapsed. A billboard advertisement on its side, one promoting military organization Intergalactic Protection's new narcotics squad, dropped, slicing the air above Luzimoss. The building's upper floors loomed down. Luzimoss didn't bother moving since the ad had only a 2 percent chance of halving him. It cut the asphalt inches away, where the parlor crunched against the building next door. The area quaked with thunder billowing from the debris. Dust trickled into Luzimoss's nostrils.

Master Asinine spread his hands. "Fan out, everyone. Since these worthless fools would rather panic than help me achieve my misguided goal, you'll have to actually lift a finger. Multipurpose, that means you, too, no matter how out of shape that finger is."

"Shut the crock up!" Multipurpose stamped forward. Then the inevitable wince.

Master Asinine pointed his pistol at another building across the street. "The coolness source must be inside that shop. It's sinister. Mechanism, reengineer the front entrance so
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