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Thank you for supporting independent publishing and small presses. You rock, and hopefully you’ll quickly realize why we’ve become one of the world’s leading publishers of Dark Fiction and Horror. We have some of the world’s best fans for a reason, and hopefully we’ll be able to add you to that list really soon.

To follow us behind the scenes (while supporting independent publishing and our authors), be sure to join our interactive community of authors and readers on Patreon for exclusive content. You can even subscribe to all our future releases. Otherwise drop by our website and online store. We’d love to have you.

Welcome to Crystal Lake Publishing—Tales from the Darkest Depths.


INTRODUCTION: BIRTHING A NEW EXPRESSION

by Linda D. Addison

My first contact with Maxwell was through the HWA Mentor Program in December 2018. He already had work in print and was looking for a mentor for prose poetry. When I read the sample he sent, I knew I was in! I have found that mentoring is a two-way street, and I had a feeling I was going to get a lot out of partnering with him. 

From the opening piece of Maxwell Ian Gold’s debut collection, Oblivion in Flux: A Collection of Cyber Prose: “I am the voice of frozen night, the first Cyber God.” 

I looked up Cyber Prose, and I didn’t find it. There are many variations of terms using Cyber or Prose, but none with the two words together. To create a new phrase is a kind of immortality.

I love language and Maxwell plays with words and images in a way that is inspiring! This collection captures the controlled wildness that is exciting about his writing. His work often asks: what is the place of humans in a vastly incomprehensible cosmos? 

Traveling through the imagination of Maxwell we enter dreams of ravaged megalopolis, under skies revealing colors and shapes that invoke demented images. There are newly born and ancient worlds, filled with cities abandoned and shattered. Hidden in plain sight are the reflections of our world. Are the characters dreaming or insane or have they been transported to an alternate reality? Perhaps all of the above.

Time doesn’t behave here. A day can become billions of lightyears, as we journey to encounter ghosts, witches, or infinite entities in impossible towers, built from the skeletons of shrines, and covered in the soot of the Elder Beings, the Old Ones.

Humans are caught up in unholy rituals, searching for power, finding unimaginable terror. Through each piece we are carried on the ebb and flow of the author’s vision, pulled into and out of realities that numb the neurons, seep regret and madness into the characters’ cerebrums, carrying the readers along on each immeasurable step.

Even words we think we recognize (unspeakable names, freedom, etc.) become tattered remains in the realm of Oblivion. And then there are words, Maxwell-ish words, that should be accepted in context, without working to clearly define their meaning: dreamsick, greyspace, etc.

Don’t rush through these ageless worlds born from the shifting and sliding imagination of the author. Allow yourself to be transformed into Cyber artifacts in Maxwell’s madly brilliant universe and enjoy the ride!

—Linda D. Addison, award-winning author, HWA Lifetime Achievement Award recipient and SFPA Grand Master.


EPITAPH FOR THE OLD ONES

I am the voice of the frozen night, like a metaphysical blasphemy thick and heavy.

The Old Ones were extinct.

Pieces of dimensional sand, with no purpose but to romanticize humanity’s doom.

I am the voice of frozen night, the first Cyber God.


CARRION DREAMS

I found myself wandering in marshes filled with putrid toad shade where under the black stars, purple winged Näigöths exhaled a rotting delight across my face as they hungered for death. As I waded through the sludge which splattered underneath my steps, thorny weeds covered in birthwort and stinkhorn filled my vision as they and other twisted alien mycotrophic plants contorted around a great tower, stretching lazily towards broken clouds and shattered horizons. Littered with red skunk cabbages at its base, a carrion scent soon made my nose run with blood, as I stumbled over towards its black heart, ignorant of the dark wonders that lay ahead.

The tower, whose skin of obsidian and igneous scales swayed like a lowly beacon in the middle of a forest wrought by the overwhelming scent of death, amidst an endless droning that rained down from the sky in the form of flies, locusts, and acidic rain-filling me with a familiarity that I could not discern. It was like some dream or wild vision. The otherwise wretched smog created a mystifying blanket as I climbed the spiral stairs lining the labyrinthine rim of the tower. Finally, atop the obelisk of marble and bone I wandered into a dreamy mausolean temple, where shadows and time pulled me closer to some awful truth. The winged beasts again howled, their mouths yawning towards the vast spectral majesty above dripping with ancient lust. Beyond the doors of this shrine, their cries worsened as I wandered inside, as if some awful deed had been committed, something that could never be unseen. The scent of decay became worse, thicker like a viscous fluid that flooded my lungs making breathing nearly impossible.

Soon the lights had all gone dark and the flames withered into ash, filling my soul with a menacing feeling as if I’d been here before. The world I found myself in, these creatures moaning in a raucous symphony, were like a nightmarish memory my mind desperately wished to suppress. My body shuddered as I approached a slab in the vaulted room, where clawed hooves clamored above at an opening like vultures; their mouths waiting, dripping and glaring down eagerly at the body below them. Seemingly ignoring me, only wishing to feed on the carcass.

In that awful moment, I knew not to look at the face on the slab, for I knew that it would be more familiar to me in its alabaster repose, than the bones beneath the scalding flesh of my own worn visage. The weight of that ghastly truth held such a revelation, that I would have rather been crushed by the immensities of my own vast ignorance and naivete, while secretly letting the deadly realization fester and burrow deeper into my heart. This was the garden of my nightmares, a ghoulish plot littered with the seeds of my soul and I was forever its caretaker.


CORPUS NAEGOTHICUM

When golden cellar doors were once flung wide open, black-winged things floated inside blasphemous cosmogonies of thought above the spheres and outside the stars. Existing along the borders of the immaterial, the Näigöths flapped their leathery appendages, clouding the horizon with stardust and doom. They were the antithesis of absolutes, gnawing at the annals of history, bleeding out pustule nodes of cacophonous laughter and sorrow. Even the angels and demons themselves trembled under the vast expanse of their huge wings, crowned by thorny fungi, dripping in splendor and awe. 

Despite the terrible beauty of nature, it was easily stolen and grotesquely displayed by the Näigöths. So, too, did man attempt, foolishly, that they might understand the beasts, but found themselves trapped behind rusty doors in a thick web of soured folly. Existing along high borders of the immaterial, in palaces so incorporeal, the Näigöths flapped their leathery appendages, clouding the horizon with stardust and doom. When golden cellar doors were once flung wide open, black-winged things float inside blasphemous cosmogonies of thought, above the spheres and outside the stars.


CITY OF SKULLS

Inside the emptiness of my dreams, towering palaces of marble, stone, and jade crumbled over the inexorable aeons, wishing for swift ruin. The streets were filled with cracked skulls, whose ripped crania spilled liquid nightmares onto the pavement of the dream-city. Crackling tones pierced my ears as I stepped o’er the brittle pieces of ivory and decayed calcite, their sorrowful tears pouring into the rusted sewers. I dared not imagine the terror that ravaged this city or wonder of its true primal nature.

Towards the broken horizon, underneath silver stars where calamitous galaxies swirled in oceans of oblivion, I felt bathed in their tears of falling stardust. The tears that were shed for a city whose ideas were now preserved in plastic, standing as a remnant of that silicone society. I treaded further, into the bleak alleyways, alongside cold towers whose insides were torn apart. A soulless wind scratched against their frames, its cold chill throttling my scream. It was then I knew something sinister had permeated the space within my dreams-a viral darkness so ancient, its apotheosis was likened to that which soaked the nameless city in evil.
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