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0BFOREWARD 
 
 
 
 
 

The 1920s reflected a fascinating period of time: the hustle and bustle of streets – 
electric trolley cars, horses and buggies, foot traffic, street merchants, automobiles. 
Skyscrapers pierced the sky, becoming an iconic image of modern civilization. Electric 
lights extended day into night as people sought relaxation and amusement in this new 
urbanity of illuminated signs and brightly lit department stores. Lively, decadent, without 
rest, the city of this time represented new cultural standards, which clashed with 
traditional ideals of agrarian conservatism and vied for attention, radically transforming 
the individual’s relationship to nature and society. Mechanization created feelings of both 
wonderment and trepidation: this was the time of H.P. Lovecraft. It was a world he was 
not altogether comfortable with – modernity with its positive and negative connotations – 
became one of his themes that he wove into the fabric of his short stories. 

 
H.P. Lovecraft had a rampant imagination, coupled with a stifling, narrow view 

towards modernity, especially in relation to the diversity of cultures coalescing into a 
preverbal mixing pot of the American experience of the early 20th century. He struggled 
as a writer and editor, and he spent most of his short life in near poverty. After his death, 
his writing laid in obscurity for decades; his stories making brief appearances in dark 
library corners and old used bookstores, discarded like a loose thread. However, the seed 
was planted in the creative minds of individuals who found inspiration in Lovecraft’s 
often stilted, meandering prose that uniquely tantalized the reader’s imagination to fill in 
the gaps of suspense and horror, just around the corner. With technology – probably 
much to his chagrin – Lovecraft’s brand of horror gained further traction in the collective 
psyche, of course it has not been without ruffling feathers when mediating the 
disagreeable beliefs, namely racism, that were unfortunately common place at the time of 
Lovecraft’s life. In spite of the controversies, his stories have continued to be influential. 

 
This year marks the 125th anniversary of Lovecraft’s birth in Providence, Rhode 

Island, however he has been commemorated for several years with NecronomiCon 
Providence, H.P. Lovecraft Film Festivals in Portland, Oregon and San Pedro, California, 
and was even the subject of a panel at this year’s San Diego International Comic Con – 
the granddaddy of popular culture! His stories have influenced a great many films, comic 
books, graphic novels, video games, music, and even Cthulhu plushies. However 
widespread his influence has been over the intervening decades since his death, 
Lovecraft’s roots are in the written word. 

 
For the second time, editor Kat Rocha brilliantly edits together a collection of short 

stories that accommodate our modern life – a life on the go. Among these pages, each 
writer finds their respective Lovecraftian thread and weaves a balance between suspense 
and simmering madness in the vein of The Case of Charles Dexter Ward, The Dream- 
Quest of Unknown Kadath, Azathoth, The Color Out of Space, to name a few. Each story 



represents our early 21st century mores, such as the use of Kickstarter to raise money, the 
spirit-breaking status quo of the mundane life, sacrifices for love, desires to experience 
all and live forever, class struggles, and prejudice against others. In addition, the use of 
humor is fascinating because while not necessarily creating a somber tone, these writers 
have demonstrated their cleverness to spin a yarn that taps their breath of knowledge of 
Lovecraft’s mythos and locales. These stories are a reflection of our time and may they 
prove their place in the rich tapestry of literature inspired by Lovecraft. 

 
 
 

Michele Brittany 
 

September, 2015 



 
 

1BWE ARE NOT THESE BODIES, 
STRUNG BETWEEN THE STARS 

By A.C. Wise 
 
 
 
 
 

I’m one of the ones who remembers what it was like before R’lyeh rose. Before New 
Orleans sank. Before Venice burned. When Mi Go first screamed through the space 
between the stars, and when Shoggoths last in the dooryard bloomed. For the record, it 
doesn’t make me one of the lucky ones. 

 
Like right now, I’m slogging through a water-filled lobby, all greenish and faintly 

luminescent. If I look too close, I’ll see indistinct shapes moving just beneath the surface, 
so I make a habit of not looking. The floor is canted, just enough to remind me that the 
Baltimore, once one of the art deco “Grand Old Dames” of the city, is now either sinking 
or rising. No one’s quite sure which. There’s a fish tank behind what used to be the 
reservation desk, a cruel joke now. Things that aren’t quite starfish cling to the remains of 
the shattered, dusty glass, opening and closing their eyes just to remind us they can. 

 
The elevator hasn’t worked in years. Probably since before all this started. The gold 

filigree cage is rusted halfway open; the outer doors with their ornate friezes mercifully 
wedged all the way into the walls. One less depiction of the nautical scenes—the stylized 
waves and curling tentacles—is a good thing. They’re bad enough outside the building, 
the brackish growth furring them gives them unwanted depth during the day, and makes 
them shine faintly at night. 

 
My hip-waders squelch, trailing water as I climb toward the Baltimore’s top floor. 

Nothing but the best for us, by God. A few propped open doors remind me we’re not 
utterly alone. A face with thin, down-turned lips and bulbous eyes peers out suspiciously 
before a webbed hand slams the door. From another, strains of what might be music, or 
keening loss, or both, drift into the hall. 

 
At the top of the stairs, I pause for a deep, wracking cough. A smoker’s cough, 

though I haven’t been able to get my hands on anything like a real cigarette in years. Just 
another legacy of the bad old days. I knock once on the penthouse door, not expecting an 
answer, and enter. 

 
The curtains are drawn. The room is murky-dim, redolent with decay, but betraying 

hints of former glory. The previous occupant was in a bad way when I discovered the 
place, gasping for air through slit gills, but refusing to go into the water. It was an act of 
mercy, really. 

 
Zee lies on the couch. Their head back, their eyes closed. All the shit that’s going 

down, is still going down—will go down? time is slippery these days—and Zee is dying 
from good old-fashioned cancer. And there’s not a goddamned thing I can do about it. 



2BHIS CARNIVOROUS REGARD 
By John C. Foster 

 
 
 
 
 

“So you’re going to cover all my meals?” 
 

“You’ll never eat the same thing twice. Henry VIII didn’t eat like you’ll eat.” 

“Who?” 

“Not important. And then there’s the sex.” 
 

“This sounds too good to be true. I can do anything I want?” 

“With as many women as you can handle.” 

“Kinky shit?” 
 

“We want you to explore everything.” 

“This sounds too good to be true.” 

“You’ll be exposed to art. You’ll sky dive. You’ll wrestle an alligator and scuba in a 
shark cage. You’ll get drunk on the finest wines and the cheapest vodka. You’ll trip the 
light fantastic on psilocybin and LSD. You’ll sit by quiet seashores and run with the bulls 
in Pamplona. You’ll experience everything.” 

 
“And you’re gonna put something in my head?” 

 
“The device will monitor your brain’s reaction to each experience. We’re creating a 

map, a guidebook, a lexicon of how you experience things.” 
 

“So you’ll record it if I wanted to, you know, fuck someone in the ass?” 
 

“We want you to fuck them in the ass. We want them to fuck you in the ass.” 

“I dunno about—” 

“And don’t forget the money. Mr. Machen will provide one hundred million dollars 
to whomever you choose.” 

 
“This sounds too good to be true. I have to go up in the ship and — tell me again 

what exactly I do up there? I didn’t follow everything the first time you explained it. You 
know, the space stuff.” 

 
The man in the charcoal gray suit explained it to the candidate, whose look of 

confusion rapidly devolved into anger. 



“You’re outta your mind. Count me out.” 
 

The potential candidate stormed out with a gratuitous door slam and the man in the 
charcoal gray suit sighed, drawing a line through the twenty-third interview subject. He 
took a moment to line up the papers on his desk and tapped the intercom next to an 
obsidian nameplate reading CHALMERS. 

 
“Next.” 

 
 
 

* * * 
 
 
 

There was an axe buried in a wall speaker. Maxwell was still trying to sort things out 
so he left it where it was. 

 
He leaned back in the leather and brass captain’s chair of the derelict craft and let his 

eyes wander over the screens where a small, olive-skinned man was eating, fencing, 
swimming, sodomizing, and otherwise experiencing every measurable activity Etan 
Machen’s researchers could dream up. Pop-up boxes on each screen showed three- 
dimensional images of the candidate’s brain, tracking the activity resulting from each 
experience. Sights, sounds, smells, pain, pleasure, anticipation, fear, ecstasy. 

 
The ozone stink of an electrical fire still lingered, but most of the equipment had 

been repaired before Maxwell docked with the ship. Tools had been scattered about the 
floor, ready for his use. 

 
There were terabytes of data on the olive-skinned man and his experiences. Newer 

data, data closer to the time of the incident, required some reassembly. 
 

The ship’s lights were down, power run in from GALILEO Station enough to restart 
life support and the computers, and in the dimness lit only by flickering screens, Maxwell 
let his gaze linger on the candidate frolicking in a hot tub with two nubile things. He felt 
himself stiffen but had already been infected by a slight strain of paranoia from the 
candidate’s journal — the man’s awareness that everything he thought and felt during his 
last year of life was being recorded and analyzed, his inner workings deciphered for mass 
consumption — and Maxwell felt himself under some sort of existential observation, a 
paranoid secularist’s idea of God is watching you. 

 
He slid over the deck in a low-G walk and lowered the volume until the grunts and 

cries of the grappling threesome were no more than a whisper, his gaze wandering around 
the hemisphere of the observation dome overhead, silently damning whoever had applied 
a haphazard coat of spray paint. He wondered which of the five crew members had done 
it and if it was the same person who had painted over the mirrors in the lavatory. Perhaps 
the same wit whose finger painted OBJECTS IN MIRROR ARE CLOSER THAN THEY 
APPEAR over the airlock. 



There was no one to ask, of course, because Machen’s ship had been recovered with 
no crew, no indication in the captain’s log or computer log as to where — and how — 
they had gone. The airlock had its own tracking system for comings and goings and the 
only person on board who had been outside the ship was the candidate. 

 
The candidate who never returned. 

The crew had simply vanished. 

As he passed through the airlock to the Spartan confines of GALILEO station, 
Maxwell shivered. His job as investigator meant countless routine explorations, the 
forensic analysis of every possible bit of evidence. So he had spectrum analyzed a small 
scraping from the painted words over the lock. 

 
The words were written in blood. 

 
 
 

* * * 
 
 
 

From the Commonwealth Dictionary, Fifth Edition: “Dark Matter” – (n) – non- 
luminous material postulated to exist in space including weakly interacting particles – 
known as cold dark matter – or randomly moving high-energy particles created soon after 
the Big Bang – hot dark matter – postulated to account for gravitational forces observed 
on astronomical objects. 

 
As much as 96% of the universe is made up of dark matter. 

 
From the Icarus Journal: The theory that X-ray signals originating from dark matter 

in the Perseus Galaxy cluster are a form of sentient communication has been widely 
discredited. 

 
 
 

* * * 
 
 
 

The candidate swirled the cabernet in his glass and sniffed audibly before taking a 
small sip and rolling it around his mouth. 

“Blackberry and tannins, big tannins. Chocolate, plum and maybe ... cedar,” he said. 

Chalmers nodded and made a note on his tablet. He observed the concurrent brain 
activity and made another note as he said, “Your palate is growing more refined.” 

 
“So is my sense of smell,” the candidate said. 

“Excellent, excellent.” 



 
3BTHE LABYRINTH OF SLEEP 

By Orrin Grey 
 
 
 
 
 

Beyond the wall, the first moon has already risen. Kendrick stands still for a while, 
getting used to the changes to the air, to gravity. He can still taste the last bitter dregs of 
the cigarette he stubbed out just before hooking up to the machine. Can still smell the 
antiseptic tinge of the room he’s left behind, as a breeze perfumed by distant and 
unnamed glades carries it away. 

 
Down below him, at the bottom of the hill, is a forest of tall white trees, and beyond 

that the beginning of the Labyrinth. He’s been here before, maybe not right here, but near 
enough. He’s seen this moon before, stood under its light. He’s been in that forest, even if 
maybe some other part of it. He’s seen the split-headed giants that live there; the doors 
that they build in the ground, the men with cloven hooves and the heads of dogs, the 
black shapes that occasionally flit in front of the moon. All of this is familiar to him, but 
something about the night, this night, feels different. A smell in the air, like the ozone 
smell before a storm. Something... 

 
Maybe it’s because this trip is different. Not some hapless dreamer he’s riding in this 

time but another rider, another professional. McCabe, lying in a drugged coma in his 
hotel room. McCabe, a few milligrams of noxitol short of dead, lying there on his bed, 
hooked up to monitors and IVs and to the machine. McCabe, waiting somewhere in the 
Labyrinth for Kendrick to come in and find him to learn why he’d gone to the needle 
instead of his oldest friend. 

 
The company is paying for the hotel room now, for the monitors, and paying 

Kendrick double his usual rate, but this one he’d do for free. He has to know what 
happened, what changed. Or, the worse answer, if nothing has, if this was always what 
waited at the end of McCabe’s street and he’s just been blind to it until now. 

 
One way or the other, he has to know, and so he starts down the hill, toward the 

Labyrinth. 
 
 
 

* * * 
 
 
 

It probably started with the drugs; the new kinds of sleep aids to help a world full of 
light and motion find the time to dream. But it was the machine that ultimately did the job 
that brought the wall of sleep crashing down. And what we found on the other side 
wasn’t what we had expected, not at all. Not a changing jungle of Freudian symbols, not 
personal, not subjective. An actual place, the Labyrinth and the lands that surrounded it. 



 
 

It took the machine to find it. The dreamers themselves never remembered 
somehow that they all went to the same place. On their trips back to consciousness the 
details of the dream world were lost, their minds replacing them with the minutiae of 
their memories and their own imaginations, the things that they remembered as their 
dreams. Always keyed to events in the Labyrinth, but never identical to it. 

 
The machine was the silver key. With it, another person, a rider, could piggyback in 

on the dreamer’s trip to that secret world. Not asleep, not really, and therefore not subject 
to the forgetfulness that true dreaming entailed. 

 
It became a fad, a drug, an industry. In the waking world, there were dream parlors 

in every mall, where you could hook into someone’s sleeping mind and take a ride to the 
Labyrinth. But most people were nothing more than tourists in the dreamlands, children 
stumbling along the turns of the Labyrinth. Kendrick and McCabe, they were 
professionals. 

 
Or they had been, before McCabe tried to make himself sleep forever. 

 
 
 

* * * 
 
 
 

The walls of the Labyrinth are always black. Basalt, or something that can pass for it, 
the dreamland equivalent. They always rise up too high to scale, too high to jump. Once 
you’re in the Labyrinth, you’re in it, submerged, blind to anything except the next corner, 
and then the next. 

 
Countless efforts have been made to map it. Kendrick has never known a 

professional who didn’t have at least one in-progress map tacked up somewhere. But no 
one has ever managed. You can’t see the Labyrinth from anywhere except the top of the 
hill, near the wall, and from there it all looks the same, and once you’re in it, well... 

 
There are landmarks. Some have been seen by more than one person. He and 

McCabe had compared their lists late one night. They’d both seen the fountain choked 
with moss. They’d both seen the doorway in the middle of the courtyard, the ground on 
the other side of it darker than on this side, but neither of them had been brave or stupid 
enough to step through. Kendrick had once seen a river, miles down, that cut a roaring 
chasm through the midst of the Labyrinth. McCabe claimed to have found a building that 
looked like an abandoned mosque, with no one inside but an altar set in the back with 
some kind of mummy in an alcove behind it, one he couldn’t quite make out without 
getting closer than he suddenly found himself wanting to. 

 
Some people say that the Labyrinth changes, and certainly Kendrick has never 

known two pros whose maps ever really lined up. Most people have an opinion on the 
subject, once they’ve put a few beers in themselves at the end of the day, but Kendrick 



never really thought about it before. To him, the Labyrinth was what it was. It was 
always there, on the other side of the wall, and it was always the same, really. Even if the 
paths changed, its nature never did, and that was enough for him. 

 
 
 

* * * 
 
 
 

He stands at one of the gates to the Labyrinth. All the gates he’s ever seen looked 
identical. No horn or ivory, just unadorned clefts in the sides of the Labyrinth. Others 
have tried to mark them, he knows, but the markings were always gone when they came 
back. Either that, or no one has ever gone to the same gate twice. 

 
It should be impossible, what he’s doing. Going into a place that can’t be mapped, to 

find someone who’s been lost there already. It should be, but it never is. Something’s 
different about the dreamers, maybe, or about the pros. Something in how they approach 
the Labyrinth, or in how it approaches them, but he’s never gone in after a dreamer, never 
once, and not found them. 

 
It isn’t by any conscious art that he does it, though, at the same time, he knows it’s 

not something everyone can do. He walks the Labyrinth as blind as if he were a dreamer 
himself. No one really knows how the professionals do it, the dream hounds, the Oneiroi, 
as some in the industry have tried to dub them, though the name never stuck. Kendrick 
has this theories, all the pros do. To him, it’s all in the thinking. Dreamers don’t think 
while they’re in the Labyrinth, not really. They can’t. They’re caught up in the black, 
forgetful rivers of sleep. But the riders, those who follow them in, can think, and, by 
thinking, by keeping their minds on their quarry, they can track them down, whether 
that’s by changing the turnings of the Labyrinth itself, or simply by knowing which way 
to turn their own steps, Kendrick doesn’t know, and has never bothered to care. 

 
Though time has no meaning here, still he knows that this is the longest he’s ever 

been under. Out of the corners of his eyes, he sees what might be landmarks down 
curving paths, but already his feet are carrying him in another direction. He wonders how 
much time has passed out there in the waking world. It could be hours, minutes, days. 
They were prepared before he went under. IVs to feed and hydrate him, so that he could 
stay down no matter how long it took. 

 
How long will they let him stay? How long before they pull the plug, before they 

decide that this errand is costing more than it’s worth? He wills himself to hurry. 
 

There are things that live in the Labyrinth. He’s always known it. Not the giants or 
the dog-headed men or any of the other things that live outside. These are different, he 
knows, even though he’s never seen them. He hears them sometimes, their hopping, 
shuffling gait just on the other side of a wall, just a few turns away. Sometimes in the 
waking world he tries to picture them, to imagine them as he goes about his day. He 
always sees them as pale, eyeless things, adapted to a life lived deep underground, 



though, of course, the Labyrinth is always open to the perpetual twilight of the 
dreamlands’ sky. 

 
When he’s here, in the Labyrinth, he tries not to think of them at all, because he 

believes that thinking here has power. Even now, as he hears them behind him, he tries to 
think only of putting the next foot in front of him, then the next. Of going faster, not of 
why. Even when they sound like they are right behind him, just around the next turn, not 
even that far. That if he turned his head he would see them, see them at last as they are 
and not as he imagines. Even then he keeps his eyes forward, keeps his thoughts only on 
McCabe, McCabe, McCabe. 

 
And then he turns a corner and he’s somewhere he’s never been before. Normally in 

the Labyrinth he can’t say that, not with certainty. Most of it looks the same, excepting 
the occasional landmarks. But this is something else entirely. More than a landmark. This 
is the landmark. He knows it without even having to look around, knows even before his 
mind has processed what he’s seen, knows with the faultless logic that is sometimes the 
province of the dreamlands, that this is the center of the Labyrinth. 

 
The things behind him are forgotten, and, as if they are driven back by some 

invisible barrier, or as if it really has been his attention, however indirect, that held them 
here, the sounds of their pursuit cease. Or, was it ever really pursuit? Were they herding 
him here? 

 
What would he call the structure that he sees before him, this extruded building of 

green stone with its soaring towers and many gaping windows, if he saw it in the waking 
world? A castle, a tower, a house? 

 
There have been countless attempts to map the Labyrinth, and even more to explain 

it. Is it the first step of an afterlife, a tiny taste of death that we get each night when we 
close our eyes? Is it a representation of something from the collective unconscious, an 
enormous symbol housed in all our psyches? Is it a literally just the maze of our own 
neurons? These were things Kendrick never thought about, not outside the Labyrinth and 
certainly not within it, but he thinks about them now. 

 
What does it mean, this structure? No map of the Labyrinth has ever found its center. 

No rider, no dream hound has ever come this far and returned, at least, not that he’s ever 
heard of. In the mind of every sleeping man and woman, a maze, and in the center of the 
maze, this place. And inside this building, he knows with that same faultless logic, 
McCabe. 

 
Without hesitating any further, he goes through the front door. 

 
 
 

* * * 
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