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A darkness from which anything could emerge. 
 
I get in a lot of trouble every now and then for talking about horror as an inherently hopeful 
genre. It is, and what sort of hope it provides depends on your mood. The darkest flavor is, 
of course, schadenfreude. We laugh because we would never do something so stupid. We 
scream at the two dimensional monster that is safely trapped within those two dimensions. 
We embark on a journey into the darkness on rails, knowing full well that however bad it 
gets, we will come out the other side. 
 
Then there’s the kid of horror embodied by that quote. And this story. The kind of horror cut 
with the espresso buzz of joy, of discovery. The repeated refrain here ‘It’s an adventure’ is 
one redolent with meaning and by no means all of them positive. This is what happens when 
you step off the track. This is what happens, it’s implied heavily, when whatever’s just off the 
track, sees you. 
 
What haunts me about this piece is it’s beauty. It speaks on a deep and primal level to the 
same things that attract me to The Mist, to Cloverfield, to Tim Lebbon’s superlative and 
underrated Coldbrook. The beauty of the alien is the bassline to every genre of speculative 
fiction, arguably every genre even. We move, instinctively, towards the leviathans glimpsed 
off the path precisely because they are both leviathans and off the path. We are attracted to 
the new, not just because it could destroy us but because it’s new.  
 
I saw this last week, driving up the country through three sets of traffic jams, all of them 
caused by people wanting to look at big construction equipment.  Sometimes what’s off the 
path is adultery, or murder. Sometimes it’s alien life, or the books that help young witches 
escape. Sometimes it’s the voice a young black woman needs to articulate the problems her 
neighbourhood refuses to buckle under. Sometimes, and this is that rarest of instances 
where I can legitimately quote Ghostbusters II, it’s just some big lizard. 
 
Always beautiful. Always terrifying. Always there. And that constancy, that knowledge? 
That’s hopeful too. 
 
I love this piece. You may be able to tell. 
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