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Introduction

I recycled the editing copy of Wild Marjoram Tea, using
sections of these pages to create a small one-off book.
Cutting holes in the pages (after B.S. Johnson’s A/bert
Angelo), I assembled the book block from these sheets.”

I used image reading software to see what it would
make of the pages. I took photographst and opened
them as text docs, which turns any script in the image
into text that can be cut and pasted. I then copied the
subsequent ‘readings’. The cut-out sections, and the
different text directions, challenged the programme to
find meaning where there was none, and this resulted in
some curious — if not entirely random — texts.

The source material is a novel of folk horror, fitting
with the Broodcomb Press focus on strange tales and
weird fiction. However, where Wild Marjoram Tea fits its
genres, Eaten Cruelties jamps the rails into experimental
fiction—

Sections of text come through in clear and others
throw up intriguing and incomplete forms. There are
stretches of nonsense, and sections where the reading
eye has reached out of English for its understanding.
Here and there, letters and words drift into other
alphabets, and in one instance a whole phrase leaps into
existence from a language I cannot even identify. There
are intriguing new terms — Yew befog— and curious verbs:

* This is a repeat of last year’s recycling of the novel The Night of
Turns, retitled The Sowr Child [be11a). This introduction is a
recycling of #bat introduction.

T The photographs in this side project are not high quality: they
were taken fast and in poor light. Fixing them would take more
skill than I have, and also the nature of the project would have
changed; even the slightest changes in angle, light or distance led
to the image reading software interpreting texts quite differently.



purbed the candle flame or ploubling, a fancy adverb sets off
a line: forestantiolatu.

As with the first of these machine-read books, there
are stretches of poetry—

That did he came to Fat

212 pure prosen

of stears flowed

glet fall, the rem

Choice but to dopo

his pockers greve trange. Every time
imb back

boty that had felé

Pest man helt

—or lines that sound as if they might have been lifted
from a sub-Finnegans Wake manuscript found in an
undergraduate’s bottom drawer: Ne Egs on the matter, but
she knew she bod so she nodded. Reading through the texts,
I noted down possible titles and found them pleasingly
suggestive—

A Closed Malevole
The Latural Chair
Beanr and Angul
Eaten Cruelties
Buttercup 1
Repliclumsin

As written in the introduction to The Sour Child—

I’ve always been fascinated with Oulipo, and whilst I
am not sure this exactly fits with the ideals of potential
literature, [Eaten Cruelties] is a kissing cousin.

If anything, this side project reminds me (painfully)
of Xeroxed poetry I'd find in pamphlet form in



second-hand bookshops as a child. In the market in
Tiverton, a man I knew only as the Book Man had lots
of the stuff: collage poetry, typographic experiment,
socialist calls to arms, the cruel ee cummings rash that
seemed vzrulently contagious between the ages of fifteen
and twenty-five. I loved it; loved the tiny little fires it
would light in the imagination.

It continues to fascinate me the images of the pages
of this evening’s diversion were each ‘read’ by image
reading software. It’s the function of the machine — it’s
only doing its job — but the fact interpreting software
gives meaning to nonsense — gives somzething in return for
nothing — raises disturbing questions about the validity of
interpretation. If a machine gets better at ‘reading’ such
scripts, nonsense may come to look more and more like
sense, and if a certain point is reached where the bulk of
the interpreted text looks rght, then the pull towards
believing what the machine has produced is the truth
will be persuasive.

These thoughts brought to mind a chapter from The
Settlements. As an appendix, I have included this here.

Extracts from this new Oulipo-cyborg project/utter
waste of a rainy Tuesday evening in June are below. The
title is taken from one of the fragments.

.M. Walsh
29/06/2021
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Appendix — Extract from The Settlements — <1 speak”

Petulino found me staring disconsolately at an empty
glass. The room was dark. I was framed in the upflung
glow of the chapel beacon. Petulino sat outwith the
light.

“Speak,” she whispered. “No one’s here.”

After a pause I said, “At a recent summons a woman
talked of despair as both particle and wave. A sciencey
way to say how a state particular to one person can be
part of wider desolation, I think. It reminded me of a
book I read long ago—

“There’s a theory of the universe that says there’s no
theory of the universe. The search for the grand theory
of everything is futile, and the bits of physics that make
sense are few, far between. All else is chaos. What little
we understand is remote and alone in a disordered
darkness, never to join or cohere, like spikes in static or
islands in the Pacific.

“The same is true of my work, Petulino. I reach ends
of comfort or rest with some people I visit, but they’re
few, and everything else remains in a desperate, helpless
mess. I've this lovely vision of my work as smoothing
the nap on an enormous length of social cloth until all
is perfect, yet moments after my hand has passed it
snaps back to crease and clot. Order isn’t possible, and
it never was. I even knew it never was but blinkered
myself like a horse filling a plague pit. All is orderless
and will always remain so. The places where life is
explicable are remote and alone. Spikes in the static.

“My fear is that the settlements and the problems of
those in it were manageable when it was only a matter
of this place. But something has been broken by the
breach between Ubnisland and our land. And even



that’s not true, because there’s always been secret traffic,
it seems. It’s the awareness of the breach that has made
me question. The light cast by the breach has thrown
everything into disorder, and perversely has made life
look tame. And if I’'m to tell the truth, the awareness of
the breach has enlivened me, making me hum with
danger, possibility. I myself feel the pull Edita describes.
A dark-adapted yearning. When I read her
manuscript—. The pull is not to enter Ubnisland. That
thought scares me. But to know. The pull is to know.
To discover new things. To discover old things. And the
concerns of those who summon me diminish in
proportion.

“A boy is missing. Did you hear? Simon Miillerin,
snatched from a bus. Before, it would have been a
despicable crime but an ordinary one. Now we know
he’s been stolen across the border and the act becomes
sinister, darkly violent. Doktor Krab is listening to the
thoughts of a girl who’s been dead for thirty years.
There’s a thing about with orange skin and fur that
smells of cloves when it burns. My wife is dead.
Everything is upflustered and strewn about.”

There was silence. From downstairs came the sound
of one of Petulino’s records playing low. The quiet was
so complete I heard the words sung, the music crossing
a temporal barrier from a past existence. Water sleeps even
when it flows.

“No doubt this is always true,” I continued.
“There’re only isolated pockets of order. Because we’re
human and pattern seekers we’re drawn to them, fool
ourselves our actions increase the amount of order.
They don’t. There’s a meagre ration of order, and we
push it about our lives, and whatever has fallen under
the spell of that movable order goes to ruin as soon as



attention passes to the next fresh chaos. Order is a
magnifying glass, a moving point of expertise travelling
in time as newspapers used to be for history and current
events. Tiny, meaningless. Worse than meaningless
because the transient order gives the illusion of
meaning. My hand on the cloth is the wave of order,
and what’s left in the wake and what lies ahead is chaos.
I’m a fool to believe any different.”

Quietly, Petulino said, “Yes, you are.”

That she might simply agree hadn’t occurred to me.
Her three words popped my woe as easily as a tack does
a balloon. I found her accord piss-looseningly, heel-
hammeringly, breath-thievingly hilarious. I was lost in
laughter for minutes, and each time I saw her happy yet
unsure face, I was returned to laughter anew, tickled by
the idea I might use her response in daily life, telling all
who summoned me not to be such bloody fools.

© Broodcomb Press



	Cover ONLY
	Introduction ONLY
	Text ONLY - New One
	Appendix ONLY

