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 Scary Stories to Tell in the Dark was the first time I remember 
being scared by a book. That tiny collection of stories with a rotting human 
face on the cover set me on a path which led to some great fiction later on, 
and nights throughout my life where I would lay awake finding it difficult to 
sleep. I read House of Leaves in a drafty apartment in Vermont at twenty, 
and it gave new meaning to every creak and gust moving through the night. 
H.P. Lovecraft’s sprawling body of work provided me with numerous ac-
counts of cosmic horror often perfectly sized for spaces between larger works. 
I read Robert Chambers’s The King In Yellow in the top of my friends 
Vanagon, and that, along with the effects of a fireside spliff and the roaring 
engines  of  logging trucks left me breathless in the middle of nowhere Oregon.

 The Hypnic Jerk is the feeling of falling we sometimes have as we 
go to sleep. We once understood that there were dangers around us and 
we could only grasp harder at a branch for protection.  Effectively you (the 
human) are helpless, grasping at air, and that defines horror for me: the 
knowledge that the best you can do is hold on a little harder and hope 
everything turns out for the best. When I read Rats in the Walls by Love-
craft I reacted similarly, feeling the need to close the book and take stock of 
my surroundings to make sure that it hadn’t become real. I was helpless to 
the story. A literary jerk that I found unsettling, that now makes me smile.

 With this in mind, I present to you Unoriginal: The Horror Issue. 
A collection of words and art that should be read in the dark. Enjoy.

Thanks
Mike

Unoriginal.publications@gmail.com

Publisher
Michael McGuire

Editor

Jason Rolfe

Technical Support
Wade Atkinson
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She rolled over and looked at the clock. It was six thirty a.m. 
when she heard the knocking;only first light. Certain that 

one of the houses other occupants had been locked out, 
Maile looked around the room for something to cover herself 

up with. She found her robe and muffin slippers and walked 
to the kitchen, turned off the alarm and opened the door 

to the back porch. Stillness met her. A gentle breeze chilled 
Maile’s ankles as she called out “Hello?, Hello?” and named 

each other person in the house. There was no reply. 

 She checked the front porch before going back to 
bed. Unbeknownst to her, upstairs in another part of the 

house, others had heard the knocking as well, followed by the 
sounds of someone going to the door. Kat was aware, mostly, 

of the three beeps emanating from the sensor on the back 
door as it was opened, confirming her determination that 

one of the others in the house were simply going outside. Kat 
folded her pillow in half, buried her face, and surrendered 

herself back to dreaming. In another room, wide eyed with 
sheets clenched to chin, Joanna considered the terror of 

having been followed to this place by ghosts. She had been 
awake all night and aware of every sound like she always was 
when she couldn’t get someone to stay. It was a comfort and 

a solace, true enough, to at least be in a house with others, 
but some nights being alone in the room was enough to 

bring the knocking. This time someone else had clearly heard 
it too. 

 Anxious for resolution, Joanna harkened to the 
sound of spa slippers skidding across the kitchen floor below 

and the three little beeps signaling the opening of the back 
door. If  it were to concern her, she was certain Maile would 

call up the stairs. No call came. The swish swish of slippers 
moved about the main floor of the house, at times out of ear-

shot. More beeping of door sensors. Then silence. Kat, Maile, 
and Joanna all fell asleep. 

Outside James peered into the stillness of the house. The sun 
over the horizon hinted it would soon be making an appear-
ance and a cold rain abated to periodic biting drops that stung 
his eyes and face. He was cold, always cold these days. James 
remembered being born in this place. He thought about those 
early days of comfort and protection, then hiding in the base-
ment as a youth when times became less kind. His rumina-
tions turned to his eventual exile and the day his entrance was 
barred. It seemed such a happy place again. Could they not let 
him in? He tiptoed down the stairs and leapt off the last one as 
he had done as a small child. He resolved to retreat to his hid-
ing spot, and thought to himself, “I’ll come back here tomor-
row. We’ll just have to see.” 

Three days later Kat came down the stairs and felt a cold 
breeze at once confront her in the kitchen. She had heard a 
knocking or a tapping and came to inquire of it. It was nearly 
six in the morning, still dark. The back door stood open, as 
did the door to the little mud room where everyone kept their 
happy shoes in this comfortable house. She called out “Hello?, 
Hello?” and the names of the other occupants of the house, no 
answer came. She peeked outside and then turned to close the 
door. James stood frozen in plain sight, knowing if he did not 
move he would not be detected there. She had startled him 
and he had dropped what he was holding, shrunk back there 
into the cover of the bushes against the fence. He would have 
to start again. 

James picked up his plum and put it in his mouth. He scaled 
the porch railing then the soffit, sat on the roof, and washed 
his breakfast in the gutter. When it was sufficiently clean he 
tapped it four times on the gutters edge, scaled down the side 
of the house and descended the stairs, jumping off the last 
one as he had when he was young. He carried the plum in his 
mouth all the way back to his hiding spot in the neighbor’s 
tree. As he ate, he imagined coming home, back to the room 
where he had been born.

Four Little Knocks
Joanna Urrego





10

oseph
anizzo

j
p





12



13



14

 When he walked down the path to the beach in the mornings, he read the height of the tide in the wa-
ter washing over the rocks. It was a game he played, to see how close he could come to guessing the tidal stage. He’d 
stand on the bluff above the beach and watch the water, gauge its relation to certain landmarks along the shoreline, 
and say to himself, It’s at five and a half feet and ebbing. He was almost always right, and before his wife died it was 
their game for him to announce his guess and the time of it when he returned from fishing. She would flip through 
the tidal predictions to verify his guess, and smile at him when he got it right. These days he didn’t bother to check 
his guesses himself.
 He’d given up tide tables long ago, and didn’t place much faith in proscriptions against fishing various tides, 
claims for greater success at certain times of the day or month, whether fishing under sun or under clouds was 
best. For years he’d kept a log tracking days and times and tides, the weather, the rise and fall of the barometer. For 
a brief time he even tracked what hat he wore, what socks, what underwear. But an inability to maintain the log, 
and the realization that he would fish regardless of what it told him, led him to leave the log behind years ago. He 
believed the fish were either there or they were not, and there was only one way to find out. 
 At this time of year they were big-shouldered silver salmon returning from a life in the Pacific. On some 
mornings they struck his fly on nearly every cast; others he’d fish 8 hours and not see a fish jump or roll at the sur-
face. One could never be sure of catching them. He only knew for certain that he loved the beach at sunrise, loved 
the sound of salmon crashing bait in the last few minutes before dawn. Loved the sound of the water and the im-
mense push and pull of it that could be felt bodily, as if the ebb and flow of the sea tilted the earth ever so slightly 
this way, then that.
 On this morning he woke at 4 am. It was a rare morning that he didn’t. His old retriever watched him lazily 
with one eye as he shuffled around the bedroom. He thought of trying to rustle her up to go fishing, but looking 
down at her, at her sleepy, drooping eyes and grayed muzzle, he decided to let her be. Today she’d get to sleep in.
In the kitchen he boiled water in a blackened kettle on the stove and shook instant coffee crystals from a jar into 
his thermos. He poured the water over the coffee and added heaping spoonfuls of sugar. He stirred it and tested a 
scalding sip from the thermos, then slid the thermos into a backpack along with a hunk of bread and a hard-boiled 

Ebb Tide
Jason Rolfe







17

egg he’d eat later in the morning, after he’d fished two or three hours, though he’d take several breaks from casting 
to sit on the driftwood and sip the hot, sweet coffee as he looked over the water. 
 Before he left the house he shook the contents of a can of food into the old dog’s bowl. She new the sound 
of the can opener, the plop of food into the tin bowl. He watched the doorway to the bedroom for a few moments, 
wondering if this morning she might come trundling out, though of course she didn’t, and hadn’t for years. He 
stood and shouldered his pack and walked out into the cool morning air. 
 His wife had used to complain about the noise of his truck so early in the morning; occasionally, in order 
to avoid waking her as it jolted to life, he’d walk the few miles to the beach, his waders slung down around his hips. 
He still cringed at the engine’s start, still occasionally walked to the beach to avoid its pre-dawn rumbling. 
Today, though, he drove, and gazed up through the windshield looking for the stars. The radio was a mess of static 
but he twiddled the knob back and forth anyway as he watched the road and the sky. When he couldn’t pick up even 
the hint of a station, he eyed the radio. The public station always came in clear, even when the others struggled. 
The truck engine hiccoughed a few times and he tried to remember the last time he’d changed the plugs and wires. 
Fly fishing came to him late in life. His wife bought him a casting lesson for their anniversary one year, and he 
almost gave up after the first round of instruction. No matter how hard he tried and focused on the words of the 
instructor, he could not cast the line with any sort of grace or skill. It hit him in the back and puddled in tangled 
coils in front of him. He thought it was an immense effort, all that casting, in order to place a fly in front of a trout. 
That had been 20 years ago. He had stuck with it, and learned to fish the little rivers and streams near his home 
which ran a short distance from their sources at springs and glaciers in the coast range to the protected bays and 
inlets and estuaries where he lived. 
 When he discovered beach fishing, he gave up fishing moving water. In the sea the fish had room to run, 
and though beautiful in color and shape, he thought the true essence of the fish--whether trout or salmon--only 
came through in their fight. Each was unique. The cutthroat was spirited, running and jumping, fainting this way 
and that, and it was always best to have a net on hand in order to land and release them. The various salmon, as 
well, all fought in their distinct ways. The lowly pink in strong, blistering runs; the silver salmon maniacal, bolting 
up and down the beach and leaving the water in somersaulting jumps; the chum salmon that fought like a badger, 
violent and hard and giving no ground; and of course the chinook, king of the salmon, who when hooked simply 
turned and swam for the open sea with the determination of a clydesdale horse, not hurried, but with a power 
fishermen often had no ability to check. 
 He knew his beach, and loved it not only for the fish that passed it by. Just as he knew instinctively the 
layout of his home, the distance and shape of space from couch to hallway to doorway to bed, he could navigate 
the path to the beach, the heap of rocks and the few pieces of ancient driftwood that had persisted there for over a 
decade. At low tide a concrete trough showed, the outline of an old cable crossing. At high tide he had just barely 
enough room to cast his line back and then out again over the water. 
 When any of the various elements that he expected at the beach on a given day failed to appear, it lent a 
sense of unease to his fishing. If the loons were late to show in fall, or the salmon fry absent for too long in the 
spring, he knew it and it worried him. Of course, nature always showed up and he invariably laughed at himself 
for worrying. The fish would be there, the birds would be there, the sun would be there and the water. The water 
would be there, it always was. 
 Halfway to the beach the truck hiccoughed again, sputtered for a moment, died, and rolled to a stop. None 
of the warning lights had come on, and he realized that the truck had no power--the dash lights, the radio, the 
overhead light were all dark. He looked out again at the sky, in the direction of the beach, and the stars there ap-
peared to fade and then disappear completely as if wiped abruptly from the heavens. He stepped from the truck 
and stood beside it in the middle of the road. He took a few steps toward the beach and the absent stars. Perhaps 
it was cloud cover or a thick marine layer of fog, or maybe a trick of the rising sun unseen below the horizon. 
Phenomena crowded the night sky--northern lights, comets, meteor showers, the appearance and vanishing of the 
Milky Way--he imagined it possible that at times the stars might disappear, though he didn’t believe it. 
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He thought to himself that he’d tell the old dog about this later. She heard all the stories he had to tell these days, 
and while he was lost in this reverie, in composing the story for her in his head, making sense of it himself, the 
headlights, suddenly, flickered on, illuminating the road around him. He turned and regarded the truck, shielding 
his eyes with his arm. His shadow stretched along the road behind him; from the cab the radio emitted the steady 
hum of static. He got in the truck and it started at one attempt and he drove on. 
 Still he wondered at the absence of stars ahead. They should have been there, punctuating the blank ex-
panse of blue-black darkness ahead. He wished they were there. Not much was left to him these days, and he 
wanted very simple things. He wanted a good early run of fish. He wanted salmon in the freezer and salmon for his 
smoker. He wanted a nice morning of fishing, an afternoon spent on the porch reading with the old dog sleeping 
at his feet. But most of all he wanted the stars to be at their appointed places in the sky. 
 The road turned south at a bluff above the beach, and he pulled the truck off at the turn in the road. His 
beach was at the end of a trail that led through low undergrowth of salal and fern, beneath a canopy of madrona 
trees, to a rocky outcropping above the cobbled shore where the trail zig-zagged down. 
The sun began to rise intense and bright behind him, behind the mountains. He thought he’d like to fish beneath 
a sky with no stars, no matter that it terrified him. If the stars were gone, he wondered, what else might be? Could 
the fish have gone with them? The sky lightened and he hurried down the trail through the woods. He glanced 
up at the sky as he walked, over and over, and as the sky quickly lightened the absence of the stars was lost in the 
coming day. 
 The morning was so quiet. The background sounds of nature were not there. The jolt of the truck starting 
earlier had shattered an almost complete silence. After he turned off the truck, the hum of radio static played in his 
head like a tune stuck there he was just barely unaware of, white noise, but as the hum faded and he looked around 
and listened to the world nothing replaced it. No wind, no birds, no push and pull of surf from the beach out of 
sight below. He took a few steps down the trail and stopped.
 He could turn around, get back in his truck, and drive home to spend the day with his dog, sitting at the 
kitchen table with a cup of coffee and a book while she lay below with her nose on his slippered feet. When she 
was younger he had wondered what it would be like to watch her grow old, even as he did, to watch her eventually 
fade and pass. Even then, 10, 15 years ago, the thought brought him near tears. Now, it sobered him. He had the 
irrevocable feeling that if the stars were indeed gone then perhaps he would not make it home, the dog would die 
or disappear into thin air, that catastrophe waited for him just around the next bend in the trail. 
 Before the trail came out over the cliff above the beach it turned back on itself and passed beneath the trunk 
of a large, low-leaning madrona. In one spot just at head height the smooth bark was worn thin where he’d placed 
his hand to steady himself when ducking beneath it, day after day, for all these years. He let his hand linger there, 
then stood and walked out of the trees, crested a small rise covered in rocks and long, tough shore grass. The dog 
would often run ahead and wait for him here. He had the feeling that he should have brought her with him. He 
stopped at the edge and looked out.
 Below him stretched the sea, but it was no sea because it held no water. Water should have rolled and shim-
mered before him, 3 or 4 miles to the other shore, even further northward to a long strait that led to the ocean. Yet 
no waves washed lightly against the beach. No current carried wood and bits of kelp north or south with the tide. 
From the beach outward stretched a vast, dry depression, as if rather than there being a great body of water here 
for the past millennia, it had instead been a wasteland of cliffs and rock outcroppings amid a sand-swept desert. 
It reminded him of the moon, of sitting in front of the television with his young wife as man first walked on it, 
wondering at the strange monotone surface. Though he could see dried patches of kelp, beds of eelgrass flattened 
along the sand, and even the muted pastels of colonies of anemones and sea stars along the tidal zone, it was overall 
barren, wasted, a space that needed filling. 
 He turned and stumbled back up the path, ducking too quickly below the madrona and racking his fore-
head on the peeling red bark. The blow knocked him to the ground and he sat in the middle of the trail, clenching 
and unclenching his hands into fists, unsure which way to go next. His truck was there, and the dog at the house, 
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the sunny porch. The first letter he ever wrote to his wife, and the one she wrote back. Her make-up still in the 
medicine cabinet after all these years. Her wedding dress in the closet. His chair and his desk where he tied his 
salmon flies, the initials of his son carved on the underside of it when the boy was seven years old that he could 
reach beneath and trace with his fingers. Every familiar thing. Every thing that told him he had a place in this 
world, that he was indeed in it.
 Every single day that he had walked down the trail to the beach before this one, he’d emerged from the trees 
to a world awakening. Often there would be a container ship or other tanker being pulled to the open sea by a tug; 
ferries crossing between islands in the distance, or to the city with commuters going to work. Smaller, personal 
craft getting started on a day of fishing or crabbing or both, or a sail to the islands further north. Gulls, osprey, 
heron and countless other diving ducks and waterfowl searched for breakfast, the gulls as always making a racket 
during salmon season as they knew to expect the entrails of the fish he cleaned on the beach. At different times of 
the year, he would spot cutthroat slashing at salmon fry on their journey to the Pacific, or schools of herring rush-
ing at the surface as salmon returning from the ocean chased them from below. Harbor seals and the much larger 
sea lions would surface occasionally with great, bursting exhalations before diving again, and schools of porpoises 
criss-crossed the shipping lanes. On a calm day, from up above on the cliff, he could look down and see the colorful 
array of sea stars, crabs, anemones and urchins that inhabited the tidal zone, hidden here and there by long purple 
tendrils of kelp or the dark green eel grass beds. Never had he experienced a place more alive, and it was difficult 
for him to reconcile his intimate familiarity with that life and the scene that lay before him now. Every familiar 
thing was gone. He thought again of the dog, and with regret he turned back to the empty sea. 
 No fish jumped. There were no birds or seals. No movement. He stumbled down the path to the beach and 
no water washed over the rocks. He thought for a moment that maybe it was an apocalypse, but he’d never been 
religious, and as he had learned more of the tides over the years and the forces that held the earth in check on its jog 
around the sun, the moon tethered in turn to the earth, he’d never needed another explanation. The world ran by 
rules that he didn’t need to know to appreciate. He accepted that a fine line separated what equilibrium there was 
from the earth flying off into outer space or the moon crashing down on the Pacific. As he descended the face of 
the cliff he reminded himself there were things in this life he would never understand and, descending, wondered 
what he might find on the other side. Perhaps this calm portended storm, or was the storm itself.
 The space between low tide and high was gravel, small, smooth rock washed for thousands of years by 
flooding and ebbing tides. Beyond this lay a sandy expanse dotted with clumps of eels grass and long, tangled 
whorls of kelp. This same kelp and eel grass attracted fish and otters, providing them cover and food, and he knew 
to cast over the kelp at a low tide to pull salmon or cutthroat up from the middle of it. In pictures he had seen, 
and videos, it swayed with the push and pull of the water like an underwater forest buffeted by storms. This is how 
he’d always pictured it; always aware of it there at the edge of his casting range. Now the sand was dry and his feet 
dragged twin trails through it like comet tails. As the sand dropped away, rock formations rose and the bottom 
dipped deeper still, short, rounded gnarls of stone surrounded by expanses of dry sand. He climbed the first rock 
he came to and looked around, and standing there felt the weight of discovery. The sea bed fell away, gradually, 
into a long valley, and at the center of this an expanse of the same sand like a desert-scape except here there were 
no cacti, no coyotes, no yuccas drawing circles in the sand. 
 His wife would have liked to see this. Wisps of a conversation with her from long ago flitted through his 
mind like a half-remembered song, telling her of something that had happened to him at work one day. He’d always 
told her stories. She’d been quite a beautiful woman, he thought to himself. And she would have liked to see this. 
He stepped along the rock and climbed over a lip and down toward the valley. He thought he’d walk for a while. 
Come what will, he’d walk. He’d walk into a wall of water, or the end of the world. He wished the dog was with him. 
But she was old, and not so keen on walking anymore. He stepped down from the rock, and into the absent sea.
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Mommy?

Don’t Look baby.

Don’t  look, It’ll be over soon.
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The Snake Octreotedes
Joanna Urrego

ing hot pain between my shoulder blades. I tried to 
yell ìare my legs broken?î but no sound would come 
out. Then I laughed, feeling giddy at the thought 
for just a moment. The laugh let out the last bit of 
air I had left, and my mouth filled with red bubbles. 
Just then, I apprehended from my ground level van-
tage point, a very fine golden serpent glide toward me. 
Drawing near, he seemed momentarily to consider the 
size of my head and shoulders, but of this point I cannot 
be entirely certain, only speculate as to his minds work-
ings. He told me not to try and breathe. This creature 
called me a name I had never heard before, though in 
all honesty, it did sound right, and asked; ìWould you 
be saved if it meant you belonged to me?î I assented to 
this by trying to say ìYesî but unable to draw breath, I 
mouthed the word, only able to produce a sound like 
ì..sss.î The snake kissed me then and 
my last 

memory was two nee-
dles piercing venom into my tongue. 
I awoke from this curious dream in bed with my 
arms wrapped around a man whose skin was as 
smooth as silk. Our lips were touching. His breath 
tasted of peach and was warm like a desert breeze. 
His heart beat slowly and powerfully against my 
chest, in time with mine; I felt its rhythm in my fin-
gertips. In times since, I would travel and there 
he would be, never seeming to need anything me.

Lifting my pen weakly, I recount now to you these 
final moments, if those they be. Having neither the 
means nor the inclination to seek a doctorís min-
istrations, nor the clotting factors to stem the tide, 
blood pours out of me. The mysterious pulsing vi-
bration that I thought I had felt was indeed, a pulse, 
and there is only ever one cure in cases such as these. 
As much as you may think you long for the great 
beyond, when the moment comes friends, see if 
you do not, yourself, cling to what handfuls of lifeís 
flimsy vestments you may grab at. The only thing 
that may distract you is the sickness and the fear, and 
you ARE alone. 
 Into a swimming acid sea, each beat of my heart 
produces a curious sound; like violent waves 
splashing against  a rocky shore. I feel them 
in my throat and recall again 
there was fabled once 
to be a certain special 
kind of kiss. Its ven-
om turned your blood 
to stone. I remember 
now like some vague 
dream having once employed it, as I empty 
black into a bowl. The world has lost its colors. 
Once, you see, a long time ago, I woke up on 
the ground. When my eyes opened I was blink-
ing against the wood of a forest floor. My friends 
were audible to me in the distance but I could not 
call out. There was ringing in my ears and my legs 
would not move. ìMove legs, move!î my mind 
commanded, with no response. There was a sear-
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Years would pass between my encounters with him. Sometimes I dreamed I was a serpent myself ap-
proaching the dying and saying those words he said to me. In response, I would only hear ì..sssî. 
A little while back I stopped being able to sleep. When I did not sleep, I did not dream the serpent 
dream. If I even closed my eyes I envisioned a tunnel opening up before me that felt so lovely and in-
viting. I felt terror knowing if I entered this place, I would not be sure I could return, and felt the bur-
den it would be to others if I left an empty skin behind me. If another living soul were near me, it seemed 
to ward off these sensations and visions of a warm dark place.  At all other times, I took to all pos-
sible means to dull my faculties in order to lie restfully. It seems these measures have eroded me.
So here we are my friend. 
Having left my window open in these final mo-
ments; I remember his moniker now after all. 
One among our sorry number, having been 
afflicted much like me, even once devised a 
remedy to treat cases such as ours. It is no 
surprise this potion was named for the serpent 
who made us slaves, and whose clarion call we 
echo in our last taste of worldly breath. For if you 
near the end, but do not wish yourself to be, he is the 
slithering creature you can call: Octreotedes.....ssss.
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Fresh Kill  -2013
Your shadow is my rabbit

my tapestry runs red
blood is really a beautiful color

especially when
filled with oxygenated blood 

from a fresh kill.

A Rather Unexpected Mirror  -2013
She hates me my youth

even as it yawns before me
a thousand foot wall

a ten thousand year fall

Younger than crone
still younger than that

fifteen years ahead of my shadow
still my soul feels like ten stone

As restless as she is
I am thankful for her youthful exuberance

in front of me lies the hardest mountain to climb
rather than the years laid waste behind me.

Riotous Impetus -2013
Riotous impetus

ceaseless and careless in dire movements
wriggling, a thousand snakes in the sun on warm rocks.

Tumultuous heart
lashing out in self flagellation

wriggling, a fish gasping on land in self preservation.

Kcj
Szwedzinski
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Suggested Media.
Books

The entire HP Lovecraft collection.
 Writing between 1922 until his death in 1937 Howard Phillips Lovecraft is credited  with influencing 
many ideas within horror. His story settings varied from rural houses in New England to buried Antarctic cities. 
He and his contemporaries such as Robert E. Howard, the author of the Conan stories, worked collaboratively 
to create universal settings filled with many cosmic unknowns.
The King in Yellow - Robert Chambers
 This collection of short stories was published in 1895.  About half of the stories are horror and the rest 
are weird Europeon war romances.  The King in Yellow shows depictions of madness and subtle machinations of 
dark forces.
Scary Stories to Tell in the Dark - Alvin Scwartz
 The first horror stories I can remember reading, or having read to me. Written simply, to me they 
are a wonderful example of planting ideas at a young age and assisting in keeping young minds active with all 
possibilities.
House of Leaves - Mark Z. Danielewski
 Danielewskis horror story revolving around labyrinths, houses that are bigger than they appear and a 
family’s love and loss is a personal favorite of mine. Multiple layers of narration and the authors use of illustrative 
methods with the text broadened my ideas about what could be done with writing as a visual medium.

Movies
Call of Cthulhu
 A silent film adaptation of Lovecrafts classic tale. It’s incredibly campy and definitely geared towards 
people who are familiar with the work beforehand. When you have the time to pay attention to it I would
recommend it.
Event Horizon
 I watched this the first time after buying a special remote for my PS2 so I could slow down certain 
scenes. I wouldn’t suggest that. Doorways to hell and Sam Neill and Laurence Fishburne in space should be 
enough if you want to end up feeling creeped out.
Alien
 Space and horror go well together in film. Alien is a classic isolation horror movie with an unknow force 
picking its way through an ill prepared crew. This movie once gave a friend nightmares without even watching it.
It Follows
 This 2014 independent horror movie does an amazing job of a subtle build towards an uncertain fix for 
the protagonists. A great example of horror that doesn’t rely on startling it’s audience. I dislike cheap fright.

Television
True Detective, Season one
 This show is creepy. I hesitate to say horror but it’s approach to the madness and evil of men makes me 
happy to list it here. Also, Carcosa is mentioned a number of times and the “Villain” is a brilliantly portrayed 
sociopath.
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