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        There is no horror without love, and In RAIN SHADOWS, Clay Vermulm and Tamara Sellman each take a hand and drag you to that conclusion with each story. Explore with them: marriage, the loss of family, the loss of one's self. Hold onto their hands tightly and be grateful that when you reached out in the dark, they didn't slap your desperate fingers—or worse: take them between teeth sharp as a buzzsaw.

        CHRISTOPHER O'HALLORAN, AUTHOR OF PUSHING DAISY

      

      

      

      
        
        
        “The cold and the climb aren’t the only things that can kill you in Clay Vermulm’s CREVASSE. This novella will make you think twice about climbing anything. You never know if The Ancient One lays in wait.”

        ROBERT P. OTTONE, AUTHOR OF THE VILE THING WE CREATED AND THE BRAM STOKER AWARD-WINNING NOVEL THE TRIANGLE

      

      

      

      
        
        
        "A terror-filled expedition, where the depths of fear rise to frozen heights—Vermulm's work is possessed of a pulse-quickening pace, drawing on the finer details of alpinism to illustrate that the fall isn't the most frightening thing about an ascent; sometimes, it's what's scaling up from below which might send you howling into an abyss of madness."

        TJ PRICE, AUTHOR OF THE DISAPPEARANCE OF TOM NERO

      

      

      

      
        
        
        “Crevasse inspires vertiginous dread and skin-crawling chills more effectively than its bleak, mountain setting. Don’t read this book before you go hiking, this tale of slow-build horror will have you thinking twice if you really are alone in the woods at night.”

        SK EHRA, AUTHOR OF THE CROSSROADS SAGA, THE FOX AND THE DRAGON, AND MINU

      

      

      

      
        
        
        “Vermulm achieves a strong sense of dread throughout his early work using the setting, descriptive devices, semantic speech/actions, and the boundaries of human capability as his weapon in this well-armed horror novella.”

        JAMES AGOMBAR, AUTHOR OF IN AMELIA’S WAKE

      

      

      

      
        
        
        "Montana author Clay Vermulm takes readers on the glacier-climbing expedition they couldn't survive in real life, complete with savage and unholy monsters, flying ice axes, and enough scares to run your blood to sub-zero."

        TAMARA KAYE SELLMAN, AUTHOR OF INTENTION TREMOR AND CUL DE SAC STORIES

      

      

      

      
        
        
        “Crevasse by Clay Vermulm is a haunting descent into the wild primal fears and the enigmatic unknown, a visceral mirror to the anxieties of our age. Vermulm’s narrative probes the terror of identity erasure and the unsettling revelation that the familiar may conceal unspeakable horrors. This story is a stark reminder of the razor-thin boundary between humanity and the abyss. With a voice that channels some elements found in Koji Suzuki's work, Vermulm delivers a tale as timeless as it is terrifying, a testament to his mastery in evoking both the fragility of human identity and the relentless, untamed forces of nature.”

        LEOPOLDO GOUT, CREATOR/PRODUCER OF NETFLIX’S THE CHOSEN ONE, AUTHOR OF PINATA AND GHOST RADIO.

      

      

      

      
        
        
        “Crevasse is a hang-on-for-dear-life horror like none other.  Clay Vermulm serves up an uncanny off-the-trail mix of rich characters, vertiginous real-world danger, and a haunting/hunting supernatural menace that’s sure to satisfy readers.  Just don’t take this book on your next camping trip!”

        GORDON B. WHITE, SHIRLEY JACKSON AND BRAM STOKER AWARD-NOMINATED AUTHOR OF ROOKFIELD, AND IN HER SMILE THE WORLD, AND GORDON B. WHITE IS CREATING HAUNTING, WEIRD, HORRORS.

      

      

      

      
        
        
        Clay Vermulm’s Crevasse is a tale of large egos, grand challenges and achievements, and the horrific things we sometimes find in the wilderness. An adventurous novella presented in sparklingly clear, crisp, and precise language. Vermulm’s extensive knowledge of climbing comes through as well. Much recommended.

        CHRISTI NOGLE, AUTHOR OF THE BRAM STOKER AWARD® WINNING FIRST NOVEL BEULAH
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        Perhaps so many of us are afraid to confront our own personalities that we go on living in a world of falseness, filling the void of true contentment by being actors striving to be perceived by the world around us as something that we ‘supposed to be’ rather than living as who we are.

        MARC-ANDRE LECLERC

      

      

      

      

      
        
        
        Just because you love the mountains, doesn't mean the mountains love you.

        LOU WHITTAKER

      

      

      

      

      
        
        
        Climbing... it's like fun...but different.

        MARK TWIGHT
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            THE MAN IN THE RED COAT

          

        

      

    

    
      Aside from the swirling wind revealing itself in sheets of powdery snow, the only sounds on the towering mountain peak were the clicking and scraping of steel on rock, the punching of an axe into ice, and the deep, steady breathing of Travis Jayden. Alone amongst the stark grays and whites of the upper Picket Range, his bright red jacket stood out like a fluorescent spot in the near-arctic terrain. Slowly and methodically, he ascended the treacherous Inspiration Peak.

      As a solo alpinist, Travis’s pack wasn’t full of bulky cams to secure himself to the wall. Where a standard mountaineer pack contained over a dozen ice screws for protection on the ascent, Travis brought only three to use for his single rappel. A static seven-millimeter rope was coiled in his pack, along with a harness, a foot of two-millimeter utility cord, and a figure-eight belay device for emergencies only. For instance, if this veil of powder, riding a moderate alpine wind, were to evolve into a howling blizzard as it often did in this rugged terrain, that would be an emergency.

      Aside from his “bail” gear, all he brought to the mountains were his essential climbing tools and provisions. On his feet were stiff-soled mountaineering boots, to which he’d tied his steel-spiked crampons for purchase in steep snow and vertical ice. He wielded a small technical ice axe in each hand, sharply curved and pointed at the bottom of the handle to stab into deep snow.

      Travis took a few testing swings into an overhanging shelf of ice above him. It was no thicker than his torso, but it hung in a long sheet, a cascade of fallen water frozen until the sun would undo the work of the frigid altitude in the coming months. After the third swing of his axe, the sharp steel stuck firm. He inched his spiked boot onto a thin ledge of rime-coated granite and kicked it into the ice. Setting his right-hand axe over his shoulder, he leaned back, gaining a better view of the route above. Ahead, the frozen cascade continued to a large exposed patch of black rock. Its white speckles sparkled in the grayish light of the overcast sky.

      Switching his grip on the axe, he shook his left hand, giving it a rest as he gazed over the glacial valley below. A broad smile creased his cheeks as he inhaled the beauty of the Northern Cascades unfolding for him and him alone. In all his years climbing the Pickets, he’d scarcely seen another soul, and when he had, they’d been fellow mountaineers. Few others would suffer the arduous trek to this forgotten range for climbs that were not only difficult but largely uncharted and dangerous. Looking down, Travis had no fear of falling, no apprehension at his remote and virtually unrescuable location; all he felt was the all-encompassing freedom of being the only human within twenty miles.

      The alpinist shook each arm once more, wiggled his fingers and toes to promote blood circulation through his rapidly cooling extremities, then took his second axe back up to continue his ascent. Click, click, click, tapped his axes, testing the ice before he committed the tools to the heavy swings which thunked in for purchase. A swing of the axe, two steps of the crampons. A swing of the axe, up two steps, and on he went toward the top of Inspiration Peak.

      Travis was climbing the first ascent on the south face of the coveted peak, following the line of a sheer cliff towering over an obvious snow gully. The path of frozen ice sheets and snow cornices would guide him up a more gradual snowy field to the top after he cleared a section of exposed rock. Now, having reached the granite section, he sat on a ledge about as wide as a pickup tailgate and prepared for the most gut-wrenching section of the route.

      Though often used on ice features that could crumble off, plummet into the valley below, axes and crampons did afford excellent holds when one knew where to stick them. He’d always been most nervous soloing on rock, with nothing but his shoes and hands to keep him on the face. Miranda, Travis’s girlfriend of the past six years, constantly gave him flak for this, as it was “contrary to any sane climber’s logic to trust frozen water more than solid rock.”

      He smiled. Good thing Miranda can’t see me now.

      He thought of the hundreds of climbs they’d done together. Miranda had met him at the crag for their first date. Since, they’d climbed all across Washington, in Yosemite Valley, and even in the crumbly sandstone canyons of Zion. She was a bold and competent climber, but he’d never managed to convince her to solo climb with him. She deemed anything without protection “suicidal and asinine.” So, for the sake of preserving their relationship, he’d stopped asking her to come on trips like this. He loved her, and he loved solo climbing. Without one or the other, he wouldn’t have felt whole, and though afterward he felt the occasional pang of guilt at her worrying over his safety, during the climb, there was no room in his mind, body, or soul for anything but focus.

      As Travis looked up at the rock face, he applied climbing chalk to his hands and inhaled deeply, all errant thoughts of home, his partner, his obligations, fading. He began to climb, and the world outside his route evaporated like water on a hot sidewalk.
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        * * *

      

      He was the rock beneath his fingers. He was the alpine air. As if floating on the wind, his movements were graceful in their entirely calculated intention. The void of jagged scree and crevasse-fractured ice yawned below him with its majestic yet menacing presence. Many climbers speak of the call or pull of the void, of being reminded of fear and consequence
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