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Wild Marjoram Tea
Steeped in peninsular folklore, Wild Marjoram Tea tells
the story of two teenagers who take a detour into Pook
Woods near Cubton and never wholly return—
Haunting, sinister and filled with disquiet, the new
novel is a fitting addition to the Broodcomb Press family, taking us far from the fields we know and deep into
a darker world that exists just next door—
One of the stand-alone fictions that grow out of the
peninsula as time goes on, Wild Marjoram Tea is also a
deeply personal book about growing up, change and –
as ever – the unsettling nature of being.
For the first time, the novel will appear in a limited,
numbered hardback edition of 100, to be released w/c
the 9th of August, 2021, with a paperback following on
the 4th of October, 2021—

from Wild Marjoram Tea
Polly was feeling anxious. A quality of the house unsettled her. Although she saw no one, the chimney smoke
and the open door suggested someone might catch
them. Moreover, the house itself seemed to regard
them, and the open front door made her think of a person about to say something. The house was watching
them, still and patient. Yet Tom was already some distance away, heading deeper into the woods but curving
inward to connect with the graveyard.
Polly followed. She’d no choice because he was too
far away to reach with a whisper and anything louder
might betray them. The ground underfoot bellowed
with every step, but no one came out. The house (and
this felt, in the depths of Polly’s alarm, a possibility)
didn’t turn to look over its shoulder to see where they

were going. When they reached the graveyard, she was
relieved to see the path that led to the back of the house
was overgrown with tall grasses and fruit trees, rows of
sweet peas lining the path. She and Tom were well hidden should anyone look out.
Tom pointed out low hedges. “It’s a maze,” he said.
It wasn’t, but Polly could see it once was. The lines
of the maze wound around the graves deep within a
sunken area of land behind the house, right up to the
edge of the trees. Tom was gleeful, and his feeling was
infectious.
“This is the best,” he whispered.
“I wonder if it was a memento mori,” Polly said.
If the hedges that were intended to form the maze
were high, every dead end would have had a grave in it.
Maybe that was the point, she thought.
“Well grim,” said Tom. He ran his fingers over one
of the stones. “Look at how detailed they are.”

Engraved were snakes, dancing figures, green men.
One headstone had a graphic sex act centre stage. Tom
laughed; Polly blushed. Other tombstones held little figures and hulked monsters, and scale was all over the
place as giants and children occupied the same tableau.
Lichen covered them all, which testified to their age, but
all were rigidly upright, which backed up what Mr Gloyn
had told her: that there were no graves, only headstones,
and so the ground would not have sunk into the spaces
beneath that once held human flesh. None of the stones
had the expected information either, no names or dates.
The closest resemblance was a gravestone reading Mary
Baker, dead at seventy-seven. The numbers were spelt out.
Others had legends that might have been names –
Barguest and Selena – while others held engravings more
akin to captions on photographs: Held Harvest, Pulling
Cat-sparks, Low Wedding, Hunters’ Hill. Some were truly
unusual. Teapot Plaque read the strangest. The shortest
two read Thistles and (her favourite) A Hare. The longest
read—
May your pockets be deep in dust,
for each mote is a star, little one,
and your right pocket holds one world
and your left holds another.

“This is the best place I’ve been,” whispered Tom.
At the centre of the maze had the hedges been tall
was a larger grave. Polly understood then this memento
mori held no escape. Death was even at the centre. Although the headstone was the largest, with a rectangle
of dry grass in front of it big enough to have housed
two bodies, the epitaph was short. Where the Wasteland
Ends. Below this was engraved a spiral piebald with lichen. Tom was reaching for the letters when from behind the stone stepped a black dog.

The dog was about the size of a moor pony. The
sight of it froze Polly to the spot. She’d never seen a
dog that size before, and what was worse was that it
was black, and not black in any usual sheepdog sense,
but black in all particulars, even down to the whiskers
and the eyebrows. The dog watched them; even the eyes
were solid black. She felt the most complete fear, fear
as if her blood had turned to gold, doubling her weight
and killing all chance of escape.
“We should leave.”
“I think it’s okay,” replied Tom. “It’s not growling
or anything.” At his words the dog licked its lips, red
tongue and deep red cave of a mouth. “Okay, we should
leave,” he said.
As they backed off the rectangle of grass in front
of Where the Wasteland Ends, the black dog stepped onto
the grave and lay long upon it, watching them as they
hurried away.
≈
Wild Marjoram Tea is released w/c the 9th of August,
2021, and solely available here—

www.broodcomb.co.uk

Other News
A n extract from the forthcoming O. Jamie Walsh book
The Revenants appeared in July’s Horla. Entitled The Burnt
Clown, it can be read here—
www.horla.org/the-burnt-clown-by-o-jamie-walsh/
≈
J.M. Walsh’s retelling of The Book of Jonah is still on its
way, although it is unlikely to see publication until 2022.
≈
A new set of imaginary books postcards are expected
soon as the first batch has both sold out in its collected
form – Inexistent Texts No. 1 – and the individual cards
used as thank you notes for hard copy sales.
Thank you to all who bought the strictly limited set—
≈

from The Revenants
Scratch
The surprise was less the coming to terms
with the thing than the truth that, once
found, acceptance could be lost again
like a tool or valuable, but with more
desolating consequences for the loss;
where a stranger might use a word you use
for yourself to yourself – the ‘m’ word –
there’s a vanishing without dent or stain
to mark the place wherewithal was,
and you’re back to scratch, in the street
in shock, needing a cup of steep sweet tea
and a blanket, searching for face again
whilst knowing it will be no nearer
the grasp for having once been found.
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