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I don’t easily do short fiction, a limitation as a writer I’ve grown to accept. I can sit and write novels all day long, but I suspect the fundamental problem is that I don’t come up with ideas for new stories very easily. I can’t stop the white-hot sparks of inspiration that flow through my brain once I get going, so I tend to treasure my story ideas and fan their little flames into novels.

Short of Tyme is a series for giving you the small gift of the stories that weren’t big enough to be novels. I want it to be a gift, which is why I’m setting the price for the stories as free. When I have enough short stories for a collection, I’ll likely put together an omnibus edition you can pay for to support me if you like, but these stories will always be free, just the way they were meant to be.

For the first gift, I offer you my personal favorite of the short stories I’ve written: Emergent Consequences, though I’d like to say a few words about it, first.

Long ago, after getting my hopes dashed many times over being completely unable to find anyone to give feedback on my stories, I gave up on my dream of being a writer. I felt like I was writing in a vacuum, with no one to tell me if my work was trash or treasure.

After reading lots of Terry Pratchett, inspiration for this story bit me. For once in my life, I wrote entirely for myself, managing to write something that made me laugh out loud every time I read it, but it came painfully slowly. The soul-sucking job I was working at the time didn’t leave me with much energy for creativity, but still, the story called out to me every few years. Like a little candle flame in a dark house with broken windows that refused to be blown out, despite the hurricane roaring outside, the story refused to be ignored. Finally, a few years ago, after the soul-sucking job ended, I needed a creative outlet to avoid feeling useless while I searched for gainful employment. I started writing again and finished the rough draft, discovering along the way that the best reason to write is simply for the joy of it. I submitted it to Writers of the Future, a world-wide short story contest, under the title One-Point-Zero, winning a Silver Honorable Mention.

This piece has seen even more work since then and gained a fancy new title that really does fit, unlike that old working title. Emergent Consequences will always have a special place in my heart as the piece that kept the light on during that dark time in my life. I really do believe its the best short story I’ve ever written, but perhaps I’m biased by emotional attachment.

I also love it because I don’t normally do satire, but that’s exactly what this piece is: a mirror to show us how silly human nature can be, because there’s a little of all of us in the background characters and perhaps a lot of us in the protagonists. After all, who hasn’t seen some beautiful art and wished they could make something like it? Alternatively, who hasn’t had the impulse to break things, just for the joy of destruction? Creation and destruction lie in all of us, no different from when we were children.

Now if I may, I’d like to leave the writers out there with a few parting words regarding what I learned from this story:

First, you don’t need anyone’s validation for your writing. Write because you love it. If you love what you’re doing, then what does the opinion of someone else matter? Leave the desire for validation for when the piece is done, because it won’t do you any good in the moment.

Second, give yourself permission to write badly. I can’t say this enough! I say that doubt has no place in a first draft, because they’re always garbage! Wait until you’re editing to let the doubt in, where it will guide you to refining precious metal from the ore of your draft. Always feel free to go back and change things, just as soon as you know what really belongs in your story. Sometimes the ending requires a new beginning and there’s nothing wrong with that! Writing is a deeply organic process.

Third, a little advice about advice. What works for each writer is unique. Just because something works for them, doesn’t mean it will work for you. Find what works for you, which could be anything at all. Find what inspires you and run with it. If you work best on long pieces, write novels. If you do short stories well, write them, but don’t listen to the people that insist writing short stories is the way to practice for novels, because that’s just plain wrong and I wish I’d gotten better advice as a teen.

Finally, I hope you’ll treasure the stories that keep the light on in dark times, like this one did for me. Don’t ever give up. Rejection by agents, magazines and contests is part of the process, so try not to take it personally, even though it may feel that way. This is a rough industry to break into, but if you don’t believe in yourself, you might just give up right before the perfect opportunity comes along. Be stubborn and keep trying!
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Chapter 1
Infertile Ground
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Life, the immortal embodiment of the natural forces of creation, walked through the inky void of space, waving a paintbrush to create a colorful kaleidoscope of nebulae, stars, planets and gas giants, all moving as though suspended on invisible clockwork. Everywhere she went, something of incredible beauty formed; she left space and time in her wake, where once there had been nothing, all of it filled to the brim with unique works of cosmic art.

Life appeared as a small, cute woman with pale skin, rosy cheeks and black hair so dark it resembled the void of space, complete with glittering points of light, like stars. Her face was filled with exuberant cheerfulness and she wore a robe of exquisite whiteness. In her left hand, she held the Palette of Existence, which provided firmament, the raw material of creation, and in her right the Brush of Formation, allowing her to transform that raw substance into anything that could possibly exist. Everywhere a drop of firmament fell, it turned into something of magnificent, celestial delight, even when it appeared accidental.

Walking behind her was Death, the immortal embodiment of destruction and entropy. Is his wake was left nothing: with the expert application of the Scythe of Destruction, matter collapsed to subatomic particles, which broke into loose quarks and leptons, which in turn were broken down into and scattered as photons. When matter was gone, the power of the scythe was turned to dissipating the energy of the universe, including the very dark energy feeding the expansion of the universe. Space-time wobbled and wavered, like air in a heat haze as the canvas of the universe violently ruptured and collapsed, leaving nothing behind but a white, empty, timeless void with the two immortals standing in it!

Death was everything Life wasn’t, an equal and opposite dark reflection of her, a tall skeleton dressed in a black robe that glittered as though dusted with stars. His skull impossibly bore expressions it shouldn’t have been capable of. On his left hip hung the rolled-up Scroll of Accounting listing the names of all living creatures and showing their appointed time of death. It appeared as weathered, ancient parchment.

On his other hip was The Heart of Time, the one and only source of time for all of creation. It took the form of an hourglass that tracked the age of the universe from start to finish. In truth, the artifact wasn’t actually Death’s property, because it was infused with both his own and Life’s power, but he held it because it was most useful to his work. The device produced the necessary time for all universes to function properly, but also pressured all of creation with the power of entropy, causing things to grow older and wear out with the passage of time. If Death concentrated, it could display the progress from birth to death of an individual life. In the same way, it could also show the time remaining

[image: ]








[image: ]













[image: ]
















[image: ]























[image: ]







d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
- OWEITYME





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/scene_break.png





