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INTRODUCTION
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Okay, where do I start?

The book that you’re currently holding in your hands began as a stop gap. October 2020; sound familiar? It was probably one of the most bizarre, darkest periods in recent memory for a lot of people, and in my humble opinion, it still has a hell of a lot to answer for. But, as the old saying (sort of) goes, from darkness springs light...springs darkness – yeah, I made that last part up. As I’m guessing was the case for a lot of people, when everything stepped sideways into some new definition of normal, my first thought was, great, time to get  whole load of great stuff done! Except that ended up not being the case, not at all. Instead, I hit a creative slump. The combination of lockdown, almost paranoid levels of risk of illness, and my own issues with mental health at the time sucked away pretty much any notion of creativity. Instead, it was replaced by something that I’ve struggled with on and off for most of my life; intrusive, negative thoughts. Internal voices that grew more and more taunting. Why aren’t you doing anything productive? Is it because you can’t? Because you’ve forgotten how? What if you can never do it again? And the worst one of all, an assertion: You’re a failure.

So I tried to counteract this in the only way I could. I put together a short collection of themed fiction.

In Darkness was originally published, albeit for a short time, in October 2020. It’s a slim volume, collecting together three stories, all of which were originally published in the independent magazine Lovecraftiana between 2018 and 2020. Personally, I don’t believe that they’re truly representative of my writing voice, being in a different style to which I feel like I’ve settled. They’re more indicative of me trying on a different cap, even for a short while, just to see if it fits. However, anyone familiar with my other work might see a common thread, and the way in which, several years later, they planted the seed for what would germinate into a full-blown novel.

Like I said earlier, from darkness springs light...springs darkness.

And the darkness really can be something to be feared.

In my first independently published collection, Ripe, and Others, I included an introduction in which I attempted to shed light on my motivation for writing. Looking back, I feel that was perhaps a bit of an upstart thing to do. I’m usually pretty reticent, introverted as hell, people have always told me – and I’m painfully aware that it’s true – that I’m better with the written word than spoken. With that in mind, I’m going to stop now, I reckon I’ve babbled on for almost long enough.

Last word: Thanks are due to Alan J Woodward, without whom, this collection might have been lost. Instead, it’s been exhumed, a thing of morbid curiosity that might serve to kill half an hour of your time. That’s good enough for me. Thanks, man.


-  LG (May 2025)
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Part Two (The original bit).
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In the interests of full disclosure, the three stories that you are (hopefully) about to read have all been published previously.

I like to think that most of my written work tends to fit into a pigeonhole that could perhaps be labelled as something like contemporary horror, or modern dark fiction; stories that try to focus on ordinary people caught up in extraordinary situations. For the most part, I’ve usually tried to shy away from some of the more other-worldly trappings of the genre.

That isn’t to say that the lure isn’t there, however.

Growing up as a young horror fan, I was introduced to the concept of so-called cosmic horror by the work of H P Lovecraft, a name that still looms large over the genre, more than eighty years after his death. I’m not about to go off on some sprawling essay-style rant about Lovecraft, either his personal beliefs, or how they percolated through into his fiction. I’ll leave that for others to discuss. Besides, you’re probably more than familiar with that side of things anyway.

That aside, I was still drawn to the concepts behind Lovecraft’s fiction; the world-building nature of it, coupled with the enveloping dread and inevitable, all-consuming hopelessness that came as part of the deal. I was intrigued by the effort that had been directed into devising an entire mythology that, decades later, could actually coerce some people into believing that there must be some kernel of truth buried away within. The sort of belief that could drive some people to believe that Simon’s Necronomicon is actually a legitimate occult work (I know you’re out there, and I see you). 

So, at some point, I decided that I would quite like to have a go at it for myself. 

Why not? After all, other writers have tried and succeeded, building upon and adding to the canon of tales concerning Great Old Ones, rats, scurrying between the walls, and such eldritch, best-forgotten things. But at the same time, hideous upstart that I was, I didn’t want to consciously emulate the mythos, not in quite so many words at least. My own take on cosmic horror germinated from the seed of a concept familiar to most people at some point in their lives: Fear of the dark. What if there was something in the darkness? Something real, something palpable, something very, very dangerous. 

With this in mind, the stories pretty much wrote themselves, if you’ll excuse the cliché.

I like to tell myself that there are more stories to come, that there’s still so much life in the concept, just waiting to be mined. I’m sure that they will come, sooner or later, just lying dormant somewhere in a dark recess of my mind, waiting to be flushed out, kind of like the Great Old One himself.

In the meantime, I thought that it would be interesting to see them collected together as one volume, the beginnings of a mythos perhaps, if you can call it that. Or if not, just call it a quick read. I can live with that, too. Either way, enjoy.

Just remember to keep a light handy.


-  LG (September 2020).
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