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  For Shawn

You had a gift
 Not for fixing what was broken,
 but for making it bearable.

When the world turned heavy,
 you leaned in with that look, that grin,
 and dropped it like a lifeline:
 “Why am I not surprised?”

You cracked the sky with humor
 and carved space in the silence
 where the rest of us could breathe.

Wherever you are now
 beyond the noise, beyond the nonsense
 I hope you are still saying it,
 still catching someone off guard
 with that same sly grace.

You were a brother.
 You still are.
 Always.








  
  Thank You


Thank you to the legends – 
 those who survived, spoke up, and pitched through pressure most people could not name.
 Men who played the game with a target on their back and still found a way to rise.
 Their courage stitched seams into history that can still be traced with a fingertip.
And to those who saw the seams before I did
 the friends, mentors, storytellers, and quiet prophets who taught me to look past the surface.
 You helped me see how a story moves beneath the one people think they are reading.
 You taught me what it means to listen between the lines.
To the families who carried these stories forward,
 to the players who gave us their joy, their flaws, and their truth,
 and to the communities who kept the memory alive when the record books fell silent
 this book stands on your shoulders.
To the ones I lost along the way
 whose voices echo in the corners of every chapter
 your humor, your fire, and your hard-earned wisdom guided more than the writing.
 You guided the man doing the writing.
To the readers who walk into the Dark Archives with open eyes
 thank you for stepping into the shadows with me.
 May you find something worth carrying back into the light.
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  Foreword

by Hope Madden


I first met Billy Graves when my husband George and I guested on his podcast, Slasher Sports Cinema. We had just made our first feature, the horror-comedy Obstacle Corpse, about a mudder-style race where half the athletes have been invited to be killed. Graves was engaged and kind, and he loved the film, which endeared him to me immediately. What impressed me first and most was his generous spirit. After that, it was his passion for both genre and sports. 
The idea of a combined horror and sports podcast is unusual, but should it be? Each contains thrills, people you root for and even love, and outcomes that feel larger than life. Both sports and horror invoke incredible passion in people. Certainly in Billy, and it was not simple fanaticism. It was love and unquenchable interest in understanding and appreciating both.
It came as no surprise to me that his first full length genre piece would blend those two sources of inspiration, creativity, and wonder. Seams of the Infinite is a work of speculative beauty, bearing not only a depth of baseball knowledge entirely unseen in genre fiction, but also an aching social conscience and authentic sense of period detail.
In early Summer of 1970, Pittsburgh Pirate right hander Dock Ellis pitched a no-hitter. Those games are certainly uncommon enough to celebrate, but Ellis’s feat was even more noteworthy. He had taken LSD a few hours earlier. This is not your run of the mill underdog sports story, but in Graves’s hands, the tale transcends sports altogether.
Graves knows the game itself, June 12, 1970, facing the Padres in San Diego, down to pitch. He uses the numbers, the statistics, and the tidy box score as both a foundation and a metaphor. Here are the parameters. These are the rules. Play the game. In Graves’s hands, Ellis is playing against something bigger than the San Diego Padres, playing for something more profound than the Pittsburgh Pirates.
Graves’s knowledge of and passion for the game ground the supernatural elements of his tale, elements tinged by Lovecraft almost as much as by Serling. Fittingly trippy, the imagery delivers a breathing nightmare. There is a music to Graves’s words, a rhythm to his sentences that hypnotizes.
What I found in Seams of the Infinite was a dark poetry. The Dock Ellis of Billy Graves’s imagination may not change the rules of the game, one crafted to keep people who look like Ellis in check. But he challenges his own cosmic insignificance, and in the middle ground between light and shadow, that is a monstrous feat.

—Hope Madden, author of Killer Pictures, director of Obstacle Corpse








  
  Introduction

from the Dark Archives of D. William Graves


You are about to enter a story that belongs to two countries at once. 
 The first is the United States you know. The one that sells popcorn at ballparks and calls its games innocent. The one that loves its myths clean and its heroes simpler than they ever were. A nation that believes it can explain itself with a flag, a handshake, and nine innings played under fair skies.
The second country hides inside the first one.
 Its streets are familiar but the shadows run longer. Its history is louder if you bother to listen. It is a place where the rules are older than law and colder than justice. A place where a man can stand on a mound in perfect daylight and still feel the night reaching for him. This other America has no anthem. It does not sing. It hums under its breath and waits.
Tonight’s story takes place where those two countries touch. Dock Ellis stood there once. A pitcher with a fastball that broke late and a temper that broke early. A man who carried both defiance and fear in the same pocket. On the day he threw his no hitter, he was high enough to see the seams on the world as clearly as the seams on the ball. The country he lived in told him the game was simple. The country beneath it showed him the truth.
Some stories are born clean.
 This is not one of them.
This one comes to you after being scraped out of the Dark Archives, a place where the record books fade and the real accounts echo. Here the score does not lie. Here the umpires wear faces that may not be human. Here the rules stretch from the strike zone to the edge of the universe, because someone out there is always keeping count.
You are free to believe what you like.
Maybe Dock just pitched the game of his life and nothing more.
Maybe the acid twisted every sight and sound.
Maybe what he saw in the corners of his vision was nothing more than shadow and pressure. 
Maybe the country is kinder than the mirror it holds up to itself.
Or maybe not.
 Maybe the truth is exactly what Dock saw.
 A world stitched together by hands we never see, held in place by rules we never learned, and tilted just enough that some men spend their whole lives pitching uphill.
So take your seat. Settle in.
 The field is chalked. The lights are warm.
 The sky above San Diego is clear enough that you might think something is watching.
In a moment you will hear the first pitch.
 Whether you call it a strike or a warning is your choice.
 Stories, like games, do not wait for permission.
When the seams of the infinite start to split, you can only decide whether to look away or keep your eyes open.
This is the record we recovered.
 This is what Dock saw.
 What you see is up to you.






  
  Chapter one
The Devil Made Me Do It

The First Pitch of the Unseen Game


The ceiling fan whirred overhead like a military helicopter, yet its breeze was scarcely noticeable while lying on the queen-sized bed. It was hot, muggy, and being early morning made no difference to the Los Angeles summer. Still, he wasn’t pitching today, so Dock decided to take a trip. Not like a hidden destination or to grandma's house. This trip was different and wouldn't require him to leave his hotel room. 
Dock had fallen asleep with the television still glowing, a soft square of light humming in the dark motel room. Flip Wilson had been on. The Flip Wilson Show was brand-new, everybody was talking about it. Dock had laughed himself half to sleep, Geraldine cracking wise in that high voice, hips swinging, “The devil made me do it.” America loved it. Black, white, young, old; they all tuned in. A Black man in a dress could make the whole country howl.
But Dock knew it wasn’t just laughs. Flip was sharp. He was slipping jabs past the guard, showing the absurdity of it all. Dock thought about how Geraldine was welcome in living rooms across America while Black kids in Oakland were getting beat down for raising a fist. Flip was the salve; the Panthers were the wound.
The night before had played in his head like a flickering reel: Geraldine telling a joke, Arthur Ashe raising his racket, Nixon sweating under the lights, Kent State students falling to the ground. The laugh track bled into the sound of gunfire; applause turned to sirens. Dock was caught between the two screens. One was a country laughing itself stupid, the other tearing at the seams.
Dock muttered to no one, “Different rules for us. Always different rules.”
And lying there, somewhere between booze, smoke, and the acid that was just starting to creep, Dock couldn’t tell where Flip’s punchlines ended and his own thoughts began. Maybe comedy was a drug, too. Maybe America needed it as bad as he did.
He leaned back, eyelids heavy, letting the static fold into the hum of the fan, the rhythm of his pulse. The trip was warming up, his senses sharpening like a needle on vinyl. Every sound had weight, every flicker of light a story.
His eyelids weighed tons. They were the weight of distant planets and he let himself drift.
A cigarette smoldered in an ashtray filled with half-chewed gum. The gray smoke rose and curled; almost shaping itself into a cobra that looked him in the eye. He blew at it weakly, and it dissolved into nothing.
“God damn, man. Just looking at the smoke makes it feel 10 degrees hotter in this place.” Dock thought to himself.
The room smelled of sweat and old cologne. His travel clothes as always were wrinkled slacks and a polo that smelled of stale sweat which were piled on the chair like a body he’d already abandoned.
The acid he’d dropped a half hour ago was starting to smudge the room’s edges, as if the walls were chalk lines scuffed by too many spikes. Corners curled in on themselves, colors bleeding past their borders. But it wasn’t enough. Not for today. Not for the kind of day that demanded extra innings.
He slid another tab from his wallet and laid it on his tongue. Bitter as aspirin, sharp as a foul tip off the mask. It dissolved fast, fizzing against the roof of his mouth, and left a taste like copper and paper, the ghost of blood and newsprint. His jaw clenched on instinct. A film of sweat broke over his upper lip, salty, metallic.
Almost immediately, the air thickened. The hum of the ceiling fan slowed, each rotation dragging like a long windup. His heartbeat ticked in his ears. It was not steady, not human, but the hollow thud of a ball hitting a mitt, again and again. Restlessness crawled under his skin, electric, like he’d been plugged into a socket. He rubbed his arms as if to scratch it out, but the itch wasn’t on the surface. It was deeper.
Dock muttered to the empty room, a cracked grin forming: “Gonna need more than nine today.” He rubbed his aching head, stabbing pain just behind his left eye. “Just a little something,” he whispered, as if trying to convince himself. But the room pulsed in rhythm with his heartbeat, a dissonant drum that called to something buried deep within him. Shadows flickered in the corners of his vision, retreating whenever he turned his head, but he could swear they were watching.
Dock pulled himself from the bed, stumbling into action by a force beyond comprehension, staggering past empty bottles as if they were landmines scattered across a battlefield. Their glassy throats caught the light, winking like tiny watchful eyes. Each crunch beneath his heel felt like the crack of a bat on bone.
 The carpet swelled under his bare feet, soft and pulsing, alive with its own heartbeat. He swayed, half convinced he was trudging through the outfield grass at Forbes Field, only now the blades screamed his name with every step. Sweat rolled down his brow and into the corner of his mouth, briny and metallic, like the taste of a split lip. The LSD did not just sharpen the senses. It bent them, stretched them, made every sound too loud and every color too bright. Every touch became both velvet and sandpaper at once. 
He pawed for his suitcase by the door and found it already zipped, squared away like somebody else had been here preparing him. It mocked him with its readiness, daring him to believe he was still in control. "Fuck man, what you been doing? Packing in your sleep?"
The door lets out a mournful groan as it swings open, the sound echoing off the tiled walls of the bathroom and making him flinch. The hinges squeal in protest, as if they too are exhausted from years of use. It's a sound that sends a chill down his spine, like fingers running down a chalkboard.
He caught glimpses of himself splintered in the mirror. The eyes staring back were wild, bloodshot, a landscape of confusion. His reflection lagged, a half-second behind reality, its mouth still agape while his own had moved on to wonder if it was really there at all. A specter mimicking his every move but always a breath late. "Dock, you a good lookin' muthafucka, but right now you better get straight."
“Too much, just too damn much,” he said, shaking his head as the mirror-reflection did the same, a beat too slow to catch up with him. Dock fought through the fog, his stomach rolling. “What the hell happened last night?” The words slipped out like a bad pitch, wild and unrefined.
Each step sent shudders through his spine, and he staggered slightly, brushing his palms against the countertop to steady himself. The bathroom linoleum below felt cold, its slickness a sharp contrast to the heat radiating from his skin. He could almost feel the ground shifting under him, an earthquake of consciousness echoing through his bones.
The water ran frigid but gave him a moment’s clarity. The chill spread from his hands to his neck, the way ice melts in bourbon. He let it pour over his face in handfuls, desperate for it to bite deeper, to freeze him back into himself. Droplets slid down his forehead, into his eyes, stinging sharp as smoke.
For half a breath the world snapped into focus. White tile, chipped sink, the dull hum of plumbing. Then it slipped again. The edges blurred and colors bled. He gripped the porcelain with both hands until his knuckles whitened, but the sink felt soft and pliant, like wet clay under his palms.
The haze wrapped around him like a warm uniform fresh from the dryer, clinging close and comforting in its weight. The towel on his shoulder anchored him as he let the high rise, wave after wave, carrying him anywhere but here.
A shrill ring shattered the room, cutting through his haze like a foul tip off the mask. It was not a gentle knock or a drifting sound. It was the rotary phone on the nightstand, loud and insistent, each ring clanging like a bell in his skull. Dock’s head turned slow, dreamlike, the noise dragging him back up from the ocean he had been sinking into.
“Dock?”
The voice came first in his head, like a whisper. Then reality caught up: the ring of the rotary phone on the nightstand. The sound drilled through the walls, each ring stretching longer, bending like a warped record. Why did he hear his own name being called? He hadn't answered, yet answering was inevitable.
Dock crawled over the queen bed and yanked the receiver off the cradle. The coiled cord writhed like a worm in hot ash between his fingers. He pressed the weight of it
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