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To the world,
A realm of shadows and whispers, where beauty and terror intertwine. For the dark mysteries that haunt our nights and the fleeting moments of light that guide us through the abyss. May we find the strength to navigate through the chaos of connection.
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It is with pleasure that I introduce "A Day of Ochre, Ascending," an apocalyptic tale inspired by Robert W. Chambers' "The King in Yellow." This gripping narrative, penned by the Father of Mannequins, Rick Powell, takes readers on a journey through a world about to be baptized by hell.

The story begins with Walter taking a leisurely stroll with his dog, Archie, and quickly descends into a nightmare. As the day unfolds, Walter finds himself ensnared in a series of terrifying events that challenge his reality.

Drawing inspiration from Chambers' haunting work, this tale delves deep into the human psyche, exploring themes of fear, madness, and the unknown. 

Powell’s prose welds readers to their seats, unable to escape the unfolding horror.

"A Day of Ochre, Ascending" is a profound exploration of the human condition in the face of terror. Powell's ability to evoke a sense of dread and unease is unparalleled, making this a must-read for fans of supernatural horror.

I have had the privilege of offering editorial advice for this remarkable book to the publisher, and I am honored to present "A Day of Ochre, Ascending" to you. I have no doubt it will leave a lasting impression on all who dare to read.

~Pita Black of Cranberree Ink
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In the eerie and unsettling world of "A Day of Ochre, Ascending," Rick Powell weaves a tale that draws inspiration from the haunting works of Robert W. Chambers. This short horror story plunges readers into an apocalyptic nightmare, where the ordinary quickly transforms into the extraordinary.

Walter, our protagonist, begins his day with a simple stroll with his dog, unaware that he is about to descend into a realm of terror that defies comprehension. As the ochre skies loom overhead, the boundaries between reality and nightmare blur, leading Walter—and the reader—into a chilling journey that questions the very fabric of existence.

Rick Powell's writing style is characterized by its dystopian undertones and atmospheric depth. He excels at creating worlds that are both familiar and disturbingly alien, drawing readers into settings where societal collapse and existential dread are palpable. His prose is both evocative and precise, painting vivid images of desolation and despair while maintaining a gripping narrative pace.

Powell's ability to blend the mundane with the macabre makes his stories uniquely compelling. His characters often find themselves in situations that challenge their perceptions of reality, forcing them to confront their deepest fears. In "A Day of Ochre, Ascending," Powell's dystopian vision is brought to life through his meticulous attention to detail and his talent for building suspense, ensuring that readers are both captivated and unnerved from beginning to end.

Prepare to be captivated and unnerved as you step into a world where the familiar becomes the fantastical, and the mundane is anything but.

~Marie Moldovan
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“We sink into the depths of blood when we speak before we think.”

~ Marie Moldovan, 2024
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There was a stillness to the day that was hard to define as he took his dog for a walk that morning. The tranquility seemed to hang in the air, a rare moment of peace amidst his usually busy life. He finally had an extra day off from his maintenance job at the plant, and the early summer day was his to enjoy—within the limits set by his wife, of course.

He knew he should get more exercise, and their Welsh terrier, Archie, was also starting to show signs of weight gain. Harriet often remarked that the dog was a reflection of its owner, suggesting that he use days like this to improve his fitness. After all, he wasn’t getting any younger, and lounging around the house would only put him in the path of Harriet’s cleaning spree. 

After a small breakfast of eggs and toast, Walt put Archie on his thin leash and left the comfort of their American colonial house. They started on the trek into the bright New England day, embarking on their familiar route. 

As he passed by the many houses along the suburban street, Walt couldn’t help but smile. Archie’s little black tail was wagging, mirroring his owner’s cheerful mood. The little dog trotted by Walt’s side, eager for the smells and sights the walk would bring.

They encountered a cherub-faced woman with graying hair in curlers, shuffling out of her doorway to collect the morning paper. She offered a friendly grin and waved, holding her robe closed over her large form. Walt waved back, his spirits lifted by the simple exchange, and continued on his way. 

Archie occasionally looked back at him, tongue hanging out and panting happily, as they treaded through the familiar streets. Feeling more adventurous than usual, Walt followed the sidewalk as it turned to the right and led them to the main street lined with a multitude of shops. A few he had visited with his wife on occasions when it warranted it, for the odd gift for a relative they barely talked to or forgetful items they needed. 

As he passed the generic clothing shops and nail salons, he approached the junction of an alley. For no apparent reason, it seemed a small breeze was blowing out of the entranceway. A tattered page of the local paper came tumbling out, followed by some indescribable debris.

Archie, who usually chased any object smaller than himself, seemed to pause and sniff the air. A low growl emanated from his tiny throat, and they both froze in place. 

Grasping the leash tightly, he sensed something huge, possibly a truck or other vehicle, waiting in the alleyway a dozen or so yards ahead of them.

It did not seem plausible since the narrow back street was barely wide enough for two individuals walking side by side to get through.

This slight hesitancy made him look around the area of the street, wondering if any other pedestrians
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