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DEAD MEN
A Lovecraft-style Horror Story
By J.P. Dupre

I pen these words so that I may be remembered for who I am, not who I will
become. The life of a pirate is not as enticing as one might lead you to believe. But,
he was always there for me, now I will be there for him. Cold was the ocean wind
as it roared across our gaunt forms. We had been blown into a raging storm. We
had been chased in by some kind of ghost ship, it’s massive hull agape, its sails
glowing in the night’s torrential rain and wind. I clamored to regain the wheel just
as our ship began to spin, swirling below to the icy depths of the ocean. We were
caught in some sort of whirlpool.
I awoke to the moaning of dead men, chanting a name, Nyarlathotep. I lay in
some strange, gilded corridor. To my astonishment, I saw the walls were made of
barnacles and blinking eyes. The chanting and moaning pierced my ears with their
awful drone and just as I thought I could take it no longer, a familiar voice made its
way to me. The voice of the one I loved so long ago. I wandered to the end of the
repulsive hallway and there he was; before me stood my fellow captain. He had
become a rotting, withered corpse, insects crawling and gnawing on his carcass.
“What... what has happened?”
“He saved us. Praise him for he was here before us and he shall be here long
after. Praise our master from beyond the stars,” he said through a mouthful of
beetles and the remnants of his decomposing tongue
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As I stood in disbelief, I was grabbed from behind by bony fingers and the
acrid smell of dead men filled my lungs. They hurled me forward as I fell upon my
knees. My head was pulled back so that I might gaze into a strange, elaborate
hieroglyph etched into stone. The patterns swirled and glowed and I could not
turn from them and instead collapsed into nothingness.
What time had passed, I did not know. I later awoke to the harsh smell of
the sea and water splashing all around me. The familiar feel of wooden planks was
beneath me—I was on a ship! Perhaps this had all just been a dream! I staggered to
the bow of the vessel and saw, to my horror, a familiar vision in front of me — my
old ship! It was spinning, swirling beneath the rough seas, plummeting below. Wait
— am I reliving events?
Just then, a heavy hand of gray, boney fingers rested on my shoulder. I turned
into a face of a decomposed ghoul, eyes missing, flesh torn, barnacles crusted onto
its head. Its mouth opened, exposing jagged teeth, as it uttered, “Welcome,
Captain!” Now, me and my crew are his, our will is our master’s.
The man who wrote this is dead, WE ARE DEAD MEN.
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