Detail from a new plate, Untitled

News

The paperback of R. Ostermeier’s collection of longer
tales, Nocebo, is available now via the website.

Nocebo includes Upmwrchard, originally a limited
hardback published to coincide with an exhibition of
Broodcomb Press cover art in June 2021. In the new
collection, Upmorchard is accompanied by three long
tales of the peninsular weird, including the novella Moy-
ing the Yew that revisits and reknits themes familiar to
readers of A Trick of the Shadow.
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The last few months have seen Broodcomb Press fea-
ture in a number of new contexts. Thanks go out to the
following—

Egaeus Press for the inclusion of R. Ostermeier’s
Hyldemoer in Unguiet Grove, a tale unavailable elsewhere.
The volume from Egaeus Press is beautiful.

Dark Horses published The Entertainers, also new from
R. Ostermeier, and forthcoming from Underland Press
is Ostermeier’s The Dark Young, part of The Cogy Cosmic.

Finally, R. Ostermeier and O. Jamie Walsh also featured
in Zagava Press’s Infra Noir seties, a signal honour. Os-
termeier’s Death and the Bacheloris a dark tale that revisits
the peninsular moor, while The Funeral of Archinzimus is
taken from the work-in-progress by O. Jamie Walsh,
The Clowns.

~
~

Broodcomb Press is hoping to have a new title out by
the end of the year, and there are also plans for a strict-
ly limited novella that will not be published as a stand-
alone volume elsewhere.

U

Broodcomb Press books will soon have a storefront
presence in US bookstores, which is a new venture.
Details to follow—

U

Many thanks to Des Lewis Reviews, Thomas 1igotti’s Night-
mare Network and Faunus: The Journal of the Friends of Ar-
thur Machen, who have all published reviews of recent
Broodcomb titles, particularly Nocebo. To receive such
support is wonderful. Thank you—



from ‘Mommick’, Nocebo

I am named after my grandfather, Barto$ Gerard. It is
a family curiosity we resolutely give our children tradi-
tional Hungarian names, but the only member of the
family who has reverted to our original surname — Ger6
— is my grandfather, and then only for his photography
work.

We’ve always had a special bond. My mother was
very ill for some time after giving birth to me, and Bar-
to$ was my caregiver — together with my father Zoltan
— for almost my first year of life. Even when my mother
was better and we moved to Linnet, grandfather Bar-
to$ was a constant presence in my life, and his house,
a cottage on the outskirts of Hollow Thomas, was a
playground of dark delight, half library — filled with
dust, tatty dog-hairy sofas, blue smoke ghosts from his
cigarettes — and half immaculate darkroom and work-
shop filled with old photographic equipment I was not
allowed to enter until I was ten.

“Play with Atma,” he’'d say. “Atma can defend her-
self if you are clumsy. My cameras cannot.”

All his dogs were called Atma, after Schopenhau-
er’s conceit; he even adopted the philosopher’s habit —
when the dog misbehaved — of using the word Human!
to shame the animal.

As photographer, Barto§ Geré first gained some
small notoriety in the 1960s. His work was not popular
as such but time treated him well — The world canght np
with him, my father believed — and he always had his ad-
mirers, some famous. He worked commercially, but his
love was single subject focus — Scarecromws was an early
book — or posed photography, which at the time was
viewed askance both politically and aesthetically.

1 got somse clog for it, he would say. I got some clog for it from
the art fascists.

An early success/target was a collection of children
in murder tableaux, some unwisely or unfortunately
close to notorious crimes of the time. The Mary Bell
case was a raw wound scraped by Murder Ballads unin-
tentionally — the book came out before the stranglings
— but this fact was ignored by the taste police. The tasty
police, Barto$ called them.

1 loved Murder Ballads as a child. It fitted, as I suspect
it was intended to, with a child’s mimicking of an adult
world. I never saw it as anything other than play, and key
to this was that Bartos had not dressed the children up.
The tableaux were posed but not costumed, the models
in the ordinary street clothes they were wearing when
Barto$ found them. He’d dig a grave and coax one boy
to lie in it while the others played the gravediggers, one
shovelling dirt on top and the other resting a moment

Detail from Watchers

with his chin on top of the spade. Murder Ballads was
gruesome to adults yet a source of delighted fascination
to me as a child.

The book I couldn’t look at was Scarecroms. Those
pictures terrified me. Unlike his other books, there was
no accompanying text, simply a succession of sinister
figures in stark black-and-white, few what might be
called regular. The familiar jacket, straw-stuffed head
and behatted figure was little present in the book. These
scarecrows, strangely luminescent from the photo-
graphic technique used, looked prehistoric, bone-built,
less created for function than symbolic objects filled
with ritual significance. To a child, those photographs
were dream poison—

~
~

From the Faunus review: “The peninsula, where Brood-
comb’s tales are set, is a compelling creation - a resolute-
ly unromantic portrait of rural England, fully convinc-
ing, but at the same time just askew enough that weird
distortions creep in. The stories are rich and deeply allu-
sive [...] The distinctiveness and originality with which
these influences are brought together is striking - these
stories could not be from the pen of any other than the
creative mind behind Broodcomb—.



trom a work-in-progress

Discretion was part of the Society of the Unlit’s credo.
Should we see someone killed in front of us, we wonld not tell
a soul was an article of faith with us, which I’'d always
thought an overly dramatic and far-fetched eventuality
but was the example we always used, and though at the
society I'd been both witness and participant to ques-
tionable events — it was part of our lifeblood after all —
I'd never felt an urge to break confidence until the night
we visited Lynch.

Travel to Lynch’s facility was strictly controlled.
None of this was unusual — we’d all travelled under
hood and headphones before — and although the drive
was winding, suggesting country roads, we were in the
car for only half an hour. This description surely runs
the risk of sounding like we were engaged in illicit activ-
ity; in truth, such secrecy often meant simply that drugs
would be taken or human behaviour out of the norm
be observed: altered states of consciousness or the ex-
tremes of kink were the more common of the society’s
experiences.

“Call him Lynch,” A. told us. “Lynch is not his
name.”

“What is Lynch?” I asked.

“Lynch exists apart,” she replied.

A. was wealthy and so often had access to the kinds
of worlds untold money can reach. She was our means
of entry. There were five society members that night,
the lowest number we’d had for some time. As the ex-
perience of the others are immaterial to this tale, I do
not intend to fuss up the telling with details of who said
what unduly. For discretion’s sake, I will use only their
initials: A., K., N., but the fifth member I will name as —
from the evidence I have — he is no longer with us. His
name is Darius.

Darius had been a long-term member of the Society
of the Unlit. I'll admit he always unsettled me, but it
had always been difficult to name my unsettlement as I
felt it didn’t reflect well on me. It was true that he had
certain ‘odd’ proclivities, none relevant to this tale, yet
he was also physically distinct in a way that it shames
me to say disturbed me. Darius had congenital ulnar
deviation in his hands, which made them of unusual
appearance, swept sideways as they were, with little and
ring fingers subject to Boutonniere deformity. Neither
was the result of rheumatoid arthritis in the former or
blunt force trauma in the latter. (He was open about his
physical difference with anyone who noticed.) Although
he looked odd in his manual movements, he wasn’t im-
paired in any way, but somehow — to my shame — the
sight of him set me on edge.

Test plate

The evening began customarily. We arrived after dark
and entered the courtyard of a large house. I was aware
of the rhythmic swell of the sea, salt in the air, which
suggested we were not far from the coast.

“My friends,” A. said on introducing us, which was
scarcely true. “This is Lynch,” she added when she
turned back to us. “He is to show us what he’s been
working on since his retirement.”

The house, while large, was clinically clean and mini-
mally furnished; there was almost nothing to see. Lynch
himself was old, but not so old to be retited, and he’d a
similar spareness about him, his clothes entirely black,
his head shaved, his glasses wire-rimmed and appearing
very old. He seemed to be alone in the house and of-
fered no refreshments, and although he was friendly, I'd
the distinct impression there was a hidden reluctance in
him. I wondered if A.was perhaps a benefactor and this
meeting had been gently demanded rather than politely
requested.

“The work is downstairs,” he said softly and began
to walk towards the deep interior of the house. After a
moment, we followed—

u



Isabel

“I like it when we settle outside seaside towns.
I walk in the night. No one knows me there,
and the sea-chill travels its root into my skin.”

On the cliffs above Shuck, the big houses strut,
the lower buildings gradually smaller

as they near the water, and beyond the line

of crouched cottages on the sea wall,

wood-rotten shacks splinter into the dark mudflats.

Isabel says when walking there she thought
the lower houses had all been burnt.

There was blackening in the timbers

and ash in the plaster; the walls had absorbed
the scent of long fires as skin does lanolin.

She believed those houses had been burnt
so they might pass unnoticed in the dark.

“For The Silence,” she whispered, “Bergman
pictured a ruined city, streets grave and bereft,
buildings failing. When creating sets for the film,
the notion a stage set was what a city was remained.”

The wedding mirror

Weddings are held in front of the vast trick
mirror to remove all vanity from the ceremony.

A photograph is taken of the sideshow met
as the mirror thins them or fattens them.

The camera is old, silver plate, blousy flash,
images so distant the plate is filled with wrinkles.

Faces can only be searched for with a glass
and no one can tell at first glance who is who.

A second mirror is there at the wedding feast,
a smaller where kin or kith take another picture.

Here the dead are invited, for at the Hermitage,
wardrobes are filled with clothes of the dead,

these clothes collected and brought back
to the sideshow on the occasion of a wedding;

Wheeled wooden frames are dressed and posed,
the empty dead garb warped by the dark other

mirror.

This is Andrew, a man will say to the mirror once
the suit is correct. He /ived once and now he does not.

from Poems from the Sideshow, David Oyston
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