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News

The long-planned R. Ostermeier collection of longer
tales will be going to print in the next couple of weeks.
Entitled Nocebo, the new book will open for pre-orders
from Friday the 27th of January in a limited, numbered
hardback edition of 150 copies—

Nocebo will include Upmorchard, originally published
in a strictly limited hardback to coincide with an exhibi-
tion of Broodcomb Press cover art in June 2021, part
of SEOS 2021.

In the new collection, Upmorchard is accompanied by
three long tales of the peninsular weird, including the
novella Moving the Yew that revisits and reknits themes
familiar to readers of A Trick of the Shadow.

~
~

A new R. Ostermeier tale entitled The Silver Field will
be included in Side Real Press’s forthcoming anthology
The Dusk.

To be included in a Side Real Press collection is an
honour, and the limited edition (300) book is sure to
sell out fast. Keep an eye out here for details—

www.siderealpress.co.uk/2010/12/forthcoming-in-
lieu-of-any-physical.html

It is also a pleasure to announce a new O. Jamie Walsh
fiction, Closer, is in the Exile in the Margins publication
On a Dark, Raging Sea, a celebration of the music of the
band Low.

Closer is part of The Clowns, unlikely to see light until
2024/25. On a Dark, Raging Sea can be ordered here—

https://exileinthemargins.bigcartel.com/product/
on-a-dark-raging-sea



trom ‘Moving the Yew’, Nocebo

This evening de Frees told a tale I'd never heard before of a
fishing village on the west coast of the peninsula. The villages
there had been largely abandoned, I knew; as that section of the
coast was beneath the far western edge of the moor so farming
was thankless, yet the tides took a toll in men that measured in
the dozens annually, which over time became unacceptable.

A century ago, however, there was a boy in the village so
golden he seemed to glow when he slept, with blue eyes and
blonde hair that never seemed to fade as he grew, yet he was
frail, his bones stuffed with feathers not marrow, his hands
feckless, his feet too loose at the ankle—

“The men doubted he was fit for the boat,” de Frees said.
“He could stay at home without shame, the men decided, and
the boy Daniel himself felt no shame, yet his mother was ag-
grieved, and when he was fourteen she insisted that he go out
the same as all the other boys.

“Daniel shipped out on a boat called Maid of Gollens and was
lost that first night, a wave almost greedy seeming to pick him
from the deck in a green-dark fist.

“The village grieved for the boy, but the mother, expected
to be riven with guilt and loss, stood resolute. He fo0k his chance,
she said. A/ boys must be tested. Some are lost. 1n this attitude she
was not alone, and it was a sentiment integral to the life of the
fishing villages at that time, but deep within a small voice whis-
pered even in the ears of the hardest men, But not this boy. Not
Daniel. There was to him an otherworldly light, and even though
it would have offended all sense of fairness to articulate, Daniel
was special. His place was a spiritual one in the community, not
a utilitarian one. He should not have gone to sea, it was felt, yet
his mother was immovable as a stone on the moot. I would not
have been shamed by him, she said. To go out on the boat was bis duty.

“Soon after, reports came of a figure moving towards the
village from the headlands in the north on the Sevenston road.
At first the tales told of a light so high on the cliff it was as-
sumed a traveller with an oil lamp, or perhaps a wrecker or
smuggler. Yet the light spoken of rose over the cliff and came
down the hill that led to the cove where the village was, and the
figure did not carry the light so much as follow the light a few
steps behind. The light was spoken of as resembling a scythe
held out hotizontally.

“Daniel’s body had never been found, but the beaches on
the other side of the headland were known as places where the
dead washed up. It was these sands where the boots of those
lost at sea were buried. Rumours began Daniel was returning
to the village, that he was the figure walking behind the curious
angular light, getting closer to the village each night that passed.

“In a week the village was in terror. At sunset all eyes were
averted from the hill down which the figure trod yet all atten-
tion — whether sleepless or troubled slumber — was on the figure
that got closer, closer.

“A woman called Joan Brown went out one night. She’d
been one of those most frightened by the dreaded approach,
but one evening her fear snapped in two like a match leaving
only sharp edges, and she unlocked her door, heading out to
watch from the widows’ bench high above the cove.

“There I saw it pass, she told people afterwards, a fall man walk-
ing towards the village and a few feet in front of him a coffin, perfectly level,

Original working image for Moving the Yew

Jloating like a boat in mid air. From under the lid, a blade of golden light
escaped all the way around. Of the man I conld make out no detail, but
the coffin was fashioned as if for the king of the sea!

“Some villagers fled. Shopkeepers, and the few families with
more options than those who lived sea-to-mouth. Others barti-
caded themselves in at night.

“Some were intrigued by the gradually approaching portent,
however. It was noted Joan Brown had been within yards of the
floating coffin and the shadow in its wake, and she’d come to no
harm, and so more people came to their windows to watch the
fell procession move down further into the village.

“By now it was clear the coffin was heading in increments to-
ward Daniel’s mothet’s house. She knew it before anyone, stay-
ing within her cottage walls white with terror, curtains drawn
and lights extinguished. She added bolts to her door, hammered
a nail in above the latch so it would not lift, rammed what pitiful
furniture she had against the door, yet it was futile—

“That final night when the coffin reached the door of her
cottage it slid right in like a blade into a cooked new potato. To
this day there are those alive who were told by one of the wit-
nesses at the mother’s window that they’d seen the coffin float
onto the table where she sat at the head, white as a cockleshell.
The coffin was a work of art, they said, exquisitely tooled in
the idiom of a sailor’s fantasies: furious octopuses, bottles of
whisky, dusk-eyed women and worm-threaded skulls.

“The mother’s cottage was datk as she’d extinguished every
candle and had lit no fire, but when the shadow-figure pulled
the lid from the coffin, the cottage was lit with a light so golden
the figure vanished into the sudden brightness—



from ‘Beauty’, ].M. Walsh

For some years the revelation of Jokichi Kotaro’s
mechanical valet maddened Lucy’s thoughts. Every
memory she could summon of his exquisitely-tooled
doll apprehended only the whole, and the whole of that
strange female machine was the result of complexity
unimaginable, perhaps even inhuman. The way Meiko
had moved, her stillness and the percussive hum
that accompanied her presence — not to mention the
mystery of how Kotaro’s ringing of a bell could be heard
by the mechanism — were all monolithic questions, each
smooth and impenetrable, no tooth to grip them or
crack to gain access to the mystery.

As time and frustration wore on, Lucy came to real-
ise she was approaching the challenge from the wrong
direction. Kotaro had, after all, given her a clue. When
she’d asked him how he had made Meiko, Kotaro had
broken Lucy’s finger. Such was the whole of the lesson:
how the simplest units of motor functions connect;
how they break; how they mend.

Once this realisation bedded in, Lucy abandoned
her elaborate drawings of a humanoid end-point and
locked them in a book, onto the cover which she glued
a typewritten copy of Kotaro’s pronouncement—

It is a matter of engineering and ritual.

She did not understand the ri#nal part of the sen-
tence, but the engineering she could learn.

Lucy started small with automata, simple constructs
learnt from books and the Museum of Mechanical
Life in Cubton. At sixteen she was an expert in these
machine parts, boxes filled with eccentric cogs turning
on wire axles, increasingly complex as she built more
movement in until she’d assembled flocks of wood-
en birds flapping, bicyclists peddling and waving, tiny
wooden boats undulating on wooden seas. Although
others marvelled, Lucy disliked every one of them. To
her they were simply toys and therefore worthless. They
were dead objects that had the function of being looked
at, and although they were toys that did, they’d no other
function than to be admired. People pronounced these
machines beautiful and life-like, yet this was an insult to
Lucy. Beantiful and /ife-like recalled her brother and his
friends quoting Keats with tedious regularity—

Beauty is truth, truth beauty,—that is all

Ye know on earth, and all ye need to know.

They said it so often the words became meaningless,
as metronomic as the tick of a pretentious clock, and
Lucy couldn’t understand how the words described any
reality she could see.

Proof print of the cover art for Nocebo

Lucy’s first moment of pride was the construction of
a flat plate hare trap. When younger, she’d played a lot
with the boy from the stables. He was an isolated figure
now as he’d recently got Vita, her old friend on staff,
pregnant, and although they were, at sixteen, swiftly and
safely married, his disgrace still held.

“He was lucky not to be turned out,” Mrs Cleary
said, adding under her breath, “They both were. He’s a
hound’s nose on him and she’s seez things.”

Where Vita had been subsumed into female com-
munity, Tom had not and he was lonely, took himself
off haring, Lucy would go out hunting with him when-
ever her mother was absent, often discovering his snare
tripped but the hare had been found by a fox first, torn
free usually with only the loose head remaining and
sometimes not even that. Lucy knew that the hares were
part of the table he provided for himself and Vita so
she took the need away with her.

Where there was a need there was a use, she thought—

~
~

Exclusive extract from Beauty by ].M. Walsh,
a tale from the same world as Meiko, published
in the Tartarus Press collection Strange Tales:
Tartarus Press at 30



He leaves to collect dead clothes from the north

Erif writes—

Alterations are coming to everyone I know,
change where the body ceases to forgive:

a sparer landscape where bone is nearer skin.
For myself a great leaning must also come
and engagement is key, for what will thin
will be health or an early grave; either way,
my bones will need to near the surface.

Cara, I recall the night before our last departure
for The Hermitage, where you composed
your own epitaph—

Losing weight now, mother—

We’ve been long away from the night caravans,
yet the same sense of the slipstream grips

as if I’ve fallen into a reflective seam of existence,
one where more is seen.

A magnifying glass snow blind on a page
allows only the knuckle ends of words

to wander into part legibility; only

at the edges where the lens thins can
meaning even be guessed, the shookness

of a wagon nudging more words into sense.

I find an increased legibility of self in
the disturbance travel gives to sleep.

The awareness the body is moving over
the surface of the earth as it rests uncovers
truths that lie unrevealed in a still bed.

The motion shakes the sand in your hour-
glass into new settled forms.

This will always have been true for humans:
the even nod of the sleeping self as it travels
in slings, on horseback; through sea-swell,
muttered deeper by the gab of a sail;

in the grit-lined slumber of a wagon;

the dream-nip glide of river, rail.

North of Linnet, the sea air wakes me.
The cups in the galley are troubled;
my nook-mate has the bleached hungover look
of travelling rest. I've a sense of clarity,
a great settling of understanding, soon
to be thinned by the mundane.

Outside,
eatly morning light shines on the surface
of split shallow water, stones forming
the bulk of a river. The rock beneath allows
only the least etch here, grass and gorse
forming the thinnest of layers on the planet,
like lichen and moss on a gravestone,
the water dark as a re-blacked inscription.

Cara, I'm starting to suspect there’s
a chance I might not live forever.

trom Poews from the Sideshow, David Oyston
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