
Broodcomb Press
Newsletter No. 6

[nbc06a]

Cover art for Moving the Yew 
(Work in progress)

News

The new R. Ostermeier collection, Therapeutic Tales, is 
out now. In truth, it has been out since April but the 
newsletter to mark its publication was not done due to 
time pressures. Apologies—

The initial hardback edition, limited and numbered 
is down to under ten copies, and I am planning for a 
paperback version to be sent to the printers soon. 

There is also an ultra-limited lettered edition soon 
to be published by Zagava Press, which promises to be 
a beautiful edition crafted with Zagava’s trademark eye 
for high quality. If  you want to get your hands on one, 
the Zagava Therapeutic Tales is marked as Low Stock so 
they won’t be available for long. 

broodcomb.co.uk
zagava.de/shop/therapeutic-tales

≈

The out-of-print Upmorchard by R. Ostermeier is soon 
to be reprinted in a forthcoming collection, as yet un-
titled. The novella will be accompanied by three other 
longer form tales of  the peninsular weird. 

The book’s publication is pencilled in for early 2023 
and will have a limited, numbered hardback release. 

≈

J.M. Walsh’s The Book of  Jonah is currently languishing in 
the belly of  a whale. 

≈

There are tentative plans for a strictly limited and short 
stand-alone book that revisits one of  the stories in 
Therapeutic Tales. 

≈

Finally, there are four new R. Ostermeier short stories 
out for consideration in journals, and one of  these tales 
has found a very comfortable home already. I will share 
more news when I can—



from ‘The Ulfsson Chapel’, Therapeutic Tales

Ilsa first heard of  the Goodrum treatment at the Doctor Fish 
clinic. 

Although she’d hoped to be alone, a woman named Eve had 
an appointment at the same time. Eve had atopic dermatitis, 
which Ilsa could not help silently decrying, part of  her mind 
hard-wired to sort a hierarchy of  misery where skin complaints 
were concerned. She held herself  aloof, cultivating a look of  un-
concern about her own psoriasis – a state she privately thought 
of  as disconcern – as they waited at the foot of  the basement 
stairs for their baths to open. It was eight fifteen in the morning, 
Ilsa still gluey from lack of  sleep as she’d been anxious about 
the fish experience. 

“I always think being the first of  the day is better,” Eve said. 
“As if  the fish are fresher somehow. Hungrier.” Ilsa smiled. The 
woman was gabbling. “I’ve never thought that before. Like, they 
must get full as the day goes on. I don’t know why, but I al-
ways have to book the earliest slot. Maybe I think they’re cleaner 
somehow.”

“Like a virgin pressing of  olive oil,” Ilsa replied quietly. She 
liked Eve better now she’d revealed herself  as nervous, a chat-
terer. “This is my first time,” she said. 

Ilsa was aware Eve scanned her covertly, the barcode read-
ing of  the psoriatic’s uniform: long sleeves, untucked top, trou-
sers, boots that gripped high on the ankle. “It’s relaxing,” Eve 
told her as she looked Ilsa over. “I was freaked out the first time, 
but I like it now. It gives me time to think. Expensive though.” 

Ilsa nodded. She’d been reassured by the expense, and there 
was a comfort in seeing evidence of  this in the clinic itself. 
Everything about the building muttered discretion and privacy. 
The underground rooms where the baths were, the individu-
al suites, the near silence and gravity of  the staff. In her fif-
teen-year experience of  psoriasis, she’d become acutely aware 
of  the place – the blade edge – where her methodical care met 
her despondency; the place where she researched and planned 
until, like a flea, some internal desperate tension reached the 
point of  release and she leapt heedless into the void. Money had 
been a factor – her mother had recently died, leaving a healthy 
inheritance – but Ilsa knew it was desperation that tripped the 
leap. The pricey austerity of  the Doctor Fish clinic told her 
she’d landed in a place she might trust.

“You’ll be in there with like five hundred fish,” Eve told her. 
“Most places have three to four hundred, but here—. Not that 
you can verify it. They all look the same.”

Ilsa wanted to laugh, a laughter that became urgent when 
the room ahead of  them opened and a woman in her aloof  
twenties said quietly (ridiculously), “The fish are ready for you 
now, Ms. Trent.” 

The light inside the room was low, and once she was in-
ducted, her guide slid into a further room – “Press the button 
when you are ready for the light,” she whispered – then Ilsa un-
dressed, rinsed herself  in the shower before fitting the snug cup 
women were required to wear and stepping into the warm bath. 

The fish sensed her as soon as her skin touched the surface, 
and when the first leathered expanse of  plaque psoriasis went 
under the water, the tiny fish made for it, near fizzing as they 
began to feed on the scales there. The fish were Garra rufa, tiny 
fish of  the minnow/carp family that happily traded plankton

Alternate image from Inexistent Texts No. 2

for human skin cells as a food source. As she let herself  enter 
the water fully, she kept her awareness of  her breath rigid in 
front of  her to manage the alien experience of  hundreds of  fish 
starting to nibble off  the scale of  her psoriasis. A block for her 
neck allowed her hair to fall backwards into the water, and she 
stared up into the dark as the fish nudged their way through her 
hair, soft mouths browsing her scalp. 

The experience became not exactly pleasurable but altering 
in a way that intrigued Ilsa, made her curious at how resolutely 
the fish focused on the areas of  plaque, tickling when the del-
icate grazing was on her sides, the undersides of  her breasts. 
There were significant patches of  psoriasis over her lower belly 
– in a mirror, the silvered red flares looked like two skate meet-
ing under the water – and as the fish bedded in to feed there, the 
sensation of  tickled skin made her want to giggle. 

The hour and a half  passed quickly. After showering, she 
went into the further room the technician had earlier entered. 
She noted Ilsa’s details down. Level of  pain, current medication 
(none), years since she’d developed psoriasis, the clinical How 
much has your condition affected—? questionnaires—

“Do you know your last PASI score?” 
“Twenty seven per cent coverage.” 
“Less now. Do you mind if  I do an up-to-date one?” 
Naked, Ilsa shook her head. The woman recorded the 

plaque coverage. Her scrutiny of  Ilsa’s thirty-six-year-old body 
was corrosive. “Nineteen per cent. That’s better.” 

“Psoriasis is a zero sum game,” said Ilsa. “There is no better.”



The Clock Flat

Before coming here, it was concluded I’d unconsciously 
eaten parts of  a human being. Although not strictly 
illegal – it is a peculiarity of  the settlements for this not 
to be on the statutes – the act could not be overlooked 
given my position as omissioner. My defence, legitimate, 
that I was under the influence of  a strong narcotic meant 
some clemency, so I was put to work at the settlements’ 
pleasure, which typically means scutwork, the jobs no 
one else wants to do. 
 The settlements are constructed around passion or 
bent. Those who settle here inhabit enclaves focused 
on their own desires, and these communities navigate 
their lives by these lights. The different enclaves are 
always in flux, often troubled, but the central totem of  
each settlement holds true. People leave, people arrive. 
Everything changes, and everything stays the same.

Despite my ‘crime’, I retained my role as omissioner, 
which is to offer an ear, a valve for the bleeding of  grief  
or worry or simply unspent chat. Anyone can summon 
me either in Ordinary or Extraordinary depending on 
severity of  need. It costs nothing, and I offer no advice: 
an omissioner simply listens. It was in a variation of  this 
role that I was sent to live in the settlement of  Fear, the 
community that seeks out the frightening and provides 
succour to the scared. I’ve a connection to the place 
in that I met my wife, Petulino, here. Two guardians 
were appointed, and once my placement within the 
settlement of  Fear had been achieved they would let me 
know my task. 
 The house I live in now is on Nash Street, although 
the entrance is on the Street of  the Mechanism. The 
building as a whole is called the Littlegirl Murder House. 
It can get noisy at night, and because the whole nineteen-
flat building is owned by the Great Clown, none of  the 
fittings can be changed or damaged. I’m in the Clock Flat, 
and I assume this is to make a hammer-blow point that 
I am to serve my time here, in omissionary service to 
the settlement of  Fear, for a minimum of  two years. 
 The room with least clocks is the kitchen – three – with 
the bathroom having most at eleven. The bedroom has 
four clocks at points of  the compass, thankfully all tickless, 
and the living room seven. Each clock is different— 
 The first night, lonely and homesick for Petulino 
and wondering how I’d remain composed given the 
unsynchronised nature of  the seven ticks of  the living 
room clocks, I was welcomed by musicians playing 
Wagner Ödegård’s Ur Törnedjupen under my window.

The performance was extraordinary, profoundly 
unsettling as the desperate voices speaking lines from 
old Swedish films came from people I thought simply 
walking home on the rain-black cobbles of  Nash Street. 

Fish

As these strangers passed the central core of  huddled 
musicians, they stopped by the piano of  gloom and 
spoke their piece before moving on. The experience 
resembled a street funeral enacted under my window, 
and when the half-hour performance was ended, the 
players put their shoulders to the doom piano and 
pushed it down the street, the unevenness of  the 
cobbled street settling complaint in the strings. 

The rain, the melancholic accordion, the hesitancy 
and frailty of  the organ notes unnerved me powerfully 
– alone in a strange house and a strange place, lost to 
my wife – yet by the time it was done, Ur Törnedjupen 
was beautiful to me, and I felt peculiarly inducted into 
the settlement of  Fear, my new home.

≈

Exclusive extract from The Clowns by O. Jamie Walsh, 
unlikely to be finished until 2024/5



A

Therapeutic Tales, complete image

Memory

In memoriam Elsie Milne, 1913 – 2015

Tweed wet from rain sweetens.
The reek of  the cloth is earthen 
with the sweat of  rural toil; 
the piss-wraith in the scent 
drags the nose to buckets set 
between rear hooves, plants 
and lichen broken for dyes, 
soiled river-water soon renewed 
by the onward rush of  the current. 

My grandfather had a Harris Tweed suit, 
and my mother now wonders how 
it was ever afforded; even in 50s 
Liverpool the cloth was never cheap, 
yet where nothing was there somehow was 
the means for a Harris Tweed suit.

There’s no one now to ask this question. 
The lights in that stack of  the library 
have gone out, no access to those books 
but for secondary sources soon to be 
themselves unlit, yet the sense persists 
the knowledge lost endures in the 
uncurated dark, stored as neatly as ever 
it was on dark shelves sour with must. 
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