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This is an amazing time to be a fan. At no other point in history has there been such a popular acceptance of geek and nerd culture coupled with the ability for independent artists to get their work out in front of the public. To me, being a geek is about loving what you love regardless of how others view you and being nerd is about immersing yourself in whatever it is you are passionate about. Musicians, illustrators, actors, game designers, and writers have been able to use technology to stand the producer/consumer paradigm on its head. That you hold this creation is proof of that. Without having to rely on corporate giants to decide what is worth presenting to the consumer, each artist, in this case M Todd Gallowglas, can present their material directly to the consumer. That gives us the power. We don’t have to read, play, watch, or listen to things created for the lowest common denominator or an overly broad and unfocused demographic, we can find exactly what we want, and give our money directly to the artist. I love this symbiotic relationship. If you want to immerse yourself in a story of a junkie bard veteran from a war where San Francisco was the front lines in an Unseelie incursion, you can. And believe me, I do.

Dead Weight is a fantastic world, literally. As the story unfolds, you start to feel that weight settle upon you, a hidden world reveals implacable foes and a war, somehow fought against all odds to a standstill. The history of this alternate universe slowly reveals itself and draws you further in, each step wrapping you more firmly in its grip. The war, its aftermath, and the prospect of an uneasy peace, could have been ripped from our own headlines – it invites us to both lose ourselves in the fantasy and to examine an uncomfortable reality. The best of fantasy and science fiction is not about escapism, but challenges us to look at ourselves, our society, and reexamine our beliefs. This world and this author do just that, not heavy-handedly, but with elegance – it creeps up on you. I like that.

Damon Stone

Game Designer, Fantasy Flight Games
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...while I discovered that my own exploration of Faerieland had only just begun. In the countryside, the old stories seemed to come alive around me; the faeries were a tangible aspect of the landscape, pulses of spirit, emotion, and light. They “insisted” on taking form under my pencil, emerging on the page before me cloaked in archetypal shapes drawn from nature and myth. I'd attracted their attention, you see, and they hadn’t finished with me yet. 

― Brian Froud

––––––––

Now begin in the middle, and later learn the beginning; the end will take care of itself.

– “ ‘Repent Harlequin!’ Said the Ticktockman” Harlan Ellison

EPILOGUE, THE FIRST

If my doctor told me I had only six minutes to live, I wouldn’t brood. 

I’d type a little faster. 

– Isaac Asimov

––––––––

Be grateful for whoever comes, 

because each has been sent as a guide from beyond. 

― Rumi

––––––––

Max blinked down at the metal blade sticking out of his chest just to the left of his sternum. He couldn’t tell if it was a sword or spear or...well...did it really matter at this point?

Ha! he thought. point! Good one.

He might have laughed if he hadn’t been coughing up blood all over his chin at that moment. Or, maybe that is laughing when you have something metal sticking through your chest.

That shouldn’t have been possible. Not with his gray T-shirt on. Max closed his eyes, hoping things would be different when he opened them again. A futile effort, yeah. Dying men will grasp for anything they can to suck wind just a little while longer. Max opened his eyes. The bloody mess of the blood-covered point still stuck out of his chest. Odd though...it didn’t hurt even close to how much he would have expected. 

Blood dripped from the tip – Max tried to ignore the fact that it was his blood – onto the newspapers, parchments, and books that covered the table. It was a few drops at first, and then the floodgates opened. He remembered a time back in the war, marching along with a platoon of Marines, when he saw a waterfall that same color spilling down a cliffside at sunset.

Glancing over his shoulder, Max saw a petite figure in a deep gray, wool long coat, complete with a hood. Shadows hid most of the face inside that hood, but he saw a narrow chin and thin lips painted in gray lipstick matching the coat. Like pillars, two platinum-blond braids fell out of the hood and framed that chin.

“I know you,” Max said.

The girl nodded. Or was she a woman? Max couldn’t remember.

It might be the blood loss, but Max couldn’t remember how long it had been since he thought of himself as “Max.” Years, maybe, perhaps a decade or more. Then again, it might have been only a few weeks. The room spun around him as his head grew dizzy with blood loss. He remembered one of the foundations of the Old Knowledge he hadn’t considered in a long, long while: Time becomes fluid and mutable at the slightest touch of Faerie.

“Is that all?” Max asked.

“That should do it,” she replied with a whisper, and backed away.

As she retreated, blending into the shadows, the blade slid out of his chest. Holy fucking Christ Buddha badger fuck, Max screamed in his mind. That hurt more than he had words to describe, and he owned a lot of words and had used those words to describe a lot of things. 

A moment later, the girl was gone.

Max waited for his life to flash before his eyes. 

Unfortunately, human lives have too much extraneous crap filling up the meaningless moments for a whole life to flash before a dying person’s eyes. Rather, people must see what is most important to them. Max had spent the better part of his life twisting and manipulating names and words, so that’s what came to him, names, words, and titles: Max, Lies, Boy Scout, Champion, Friend, Hero, Traitor, Father, Son, Writer, Journalist, and the one he hated most of all, Bard.

Bard...Bard...Bard...a blessing and curse to all who held that title.

Eyelids half-closed, the waterfall slowing to a trickle, Max saw one piece of paper untouched by his blood on the far corner of the table. Somehow, not a single drop touched that piece of paper. He loved the sight of an unblemished page, full of infinite possibilities of what a writer or artist might create. If only he had time to fill that page, but alas, it was too late. Then, an odd quote came to mind, a quote by Lao Tzu: Time is a created thing. Paring that with the Old Knowledge, Time becomes fluid and mutable at the slightest touch of Faerie, Max understood he had one chance to save his life. It was a desperate move, but moments like these are the perfect time for desperate moves. And perhaps because it was such a desperate move, he also thought it might give him the chance to set things right.

Max dabbed his right index finger into the wound on his chest.

Funny, he thought, I thought that would hurt more. 

He slumped forward, placed his bloodied finger on the paper, and wrote four letters.

S-T-O-P.

Everything did, including the blood flowing out of his chest.

A scrap of paper poked out from under the sheet containing those bloody letters. Max took the scrap and read the words written on it in a curving, sweeping hand, in Irish, no less...

Tá sé in am scéal Tommy a chríochnú.

Translation:

Time to finish Tommy’s Story.

Since he had nothing but time, Max took out his pen and the beat-up journal where he’d started Tommy’s story and started writing.

THE TOUR

A Prologue of Sorts

...but nothing is ever lost nor can be lost. 

The body sluggish, aged, cold, the ember left from earlier fires shall duly flame again. 

– Walt Whitman

––––––––

How should we be able to forget those ancient myths that are at the beginning of all peoples, the myths about dragons that at the last moment turn into princesses; perhaps all the dragons of our lives are princesses who are only waiting to see us once beautiful and brave. Perhaps everything terrible is in its deepest being something helpless that wants help from us.

So you must not be frightened if a sadness rises up before you larger than any you have ever seen; if a restiveness, like light and cloudshadows, passes over your hands and over all you do. You must think that something is happening with you, that life has not forgotten you, that it holds you in its hand; it will not let you fall. Why do you want to shut out of your life any uneasiness, any miseries, or any depressions? For after all, you do not know what work these conditions are doing inside you.

― Letters to a Young Poet, Rainer Maria Rilke

––––––––

Military historians argue the reasons the enemy devastated the United States so much in the early years of the Faerie War. In hindsight it really shouldn’t be that big a mystery; the United States simply forgot too much of the Old Knowledge. If they hadn’t, they would have been much better prepared.
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