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News

The hardback of  R. Ostermeier’s new novella, Rumsy 
Schoolchildren, and Sylvia Littlegood-Briggs’s Old Children 
are both up for sale on the website. Pre-orders have 
been sent out, and the bulk of  these limited hardbacks 
have already been sold. Rumsy Schoolchildren, like Upmor-
chard will never see a standalone publication, so once 
these strictly limited 200 copies go— 

R. Ostermeier’s novella is a disquieting tale of  the 
past returned, and the devastating consequences that

sometimes accrue from schooldays, giving a disturbing 
insight into hidden peninsular lives. 

Wild Marjoram Tea by Sylvia Littlegood-Briggs was 
steeped in peninsular folklore, and Old Children returns 
to the same landscape to tell a tale of  theft and return, 
once again taking us far from the fields we know and 
deep into a sinister world that exists just next door—

≈

Broodcomb Press has a shopfront presence in US 
bookshops now, featuring in 50watts Books and Alienated 
Majesty in Austin, Texas. To have books for sale so far 
away is a new and exciting venture. 

≈

Many thanks to Des Lewis Reviews, Thomas Ligotti’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—

≈

The Night of  Turns has gone into a second printing, and 
if  you are late to this novel – one of  the bleakest and 
yet perversely uplifting of  Broodcomb titles – now is a 
good time to pick it up. The Night of  Turns is the novel 
reviewed as—

a captivating work of  folk horror […] Reading it is 
like reaching your hand into a dark doorway at night. 
Heart-racing. Spellbinding. […] the book feels strikingly 
original. Manchester Review of  Books

Personally, I think The Night of  Turns is a future classic, 
and will surely end up as a darkly hermetic entry on a 
future equivalent of  Gollancz’s Fantasy Masterwork list. 
Kulchur Kat

≈

Finally, David Oyston’s Poems from the Sideshow, a project 
in development since the earliest days of  Broodcomb, 
is likely to see publication this year. 



from Rumsy Schoolchildren

The instant the gavel knocked to conclude the sale, Elly 
began to fret over what she’d bought, yet from the mo-
ment she’d first seen the old school desks a spell had 
been cast.

She’d been looking to bid on a collection of  old 
dolls. The auction at Sevenston Growers’ Market drew 
from the demolition of  the lower wharf, dozens of  
centuries-old buildings long given over to the grim, 
faintly criminal air of  lockboxes, storage garages, pack-
ing warehouses, all giving up their ancient treasure at 
last. Listed in the clearance catalogue was fire-damaged 
stock from Jarvis & Valentine’s Doll Shop and Hospital, 
which had burned down decades before. Elly wanted 
them, but bidding took two seconds to outstrip even 
her stretch budget—

“You look sorry to see them go,” the man next to 
her said once the gavel fell on the lot containing the 
dolls. “You’re best off  out of  it. They were stored for 
a reason.” 

Elly didn’t ask what he meant as the next lot was the 
sixty-three desks, the entire stock of  one of  the four 
small schools that were closed and merged into Seven-
ston Comprehensive in 1989. 

Only seven desks were pictured in the catalogue, and 
below the pictures was a note saying Rumsy School had 
encouraged free expression so all desks were defaced—

According to John Flemyng, ex-teacher, the desks – 
bought new in 1976 – contain thirteen years’ worth of  
graffiti and have been untouched since the closure of  
Rumsy School in 1989. Sold as seen.

The photographs looked as if  they held smell, the 
desks rank with decades-old ink, adolescent grease, 
soured varnish. Chewing gum, she thought, the under-
sides dimpled where old gob-wads had been chipped 
off  or, worse, were still there, festering with the dormant 
DNA of  old pupils. 

Despite this foul likelihood, Elly found the desks 
pleasing, significant. Each was photographed from 
above to show a square of  chaos: bands, symbols, boys’ 
and girls’ names, swearwords, diagrams, equations and 
decades-old cultural references she’d no way to under-
stand

“What does Kilroy Was Here mean?” she asked the 
man next to her. 

“It’s from the war. It mean nothing. It was a way of  
saying, Look at me. Like a meme,” he added on seeing 
her blank look. “Think of  it as an analogue meme.” 

Later, she reflected if  the desks had been presented-
dget money, restless in her pocket, and when the auc-

Untitled

tioneer started the bid for the desks at £60, she raised 
a hand. There was one other bidder, and he quailed at 
£110. With the van hire and delivery, the sixty-three 
desks were hers for less than £150. 

Her studio was small, shared with a friend, cold and 
damp and cheap. The desks dominated the space. 

“This is fun,” her studio-mate Mark said on seeing 
them stacked far into his half  of  the studio. “What’s this 
project called? Friendship’s End? The Groom Stripped Bare 
of  His Bastard Sanity—?” 

“I know.” 
“Sixty-three Portraits of  a Shrieking Man?”
“Are you done entertaining yourself ?”
“I’d like to think of  a fourth. I feel as yet unsated.” 

He paused. “But seriously, what’s the plan here?”
“I need,” she replied after a moment, “to catalogue 

them. Get them out to look at. See what’s there. I can’t 
wait to show them to you. There’s literally not a square 
inch of  bare wood that hasn’t been scribbled on or 
carved or stained. They’re full of  writing and drawing 
and graffiti and—. Chaos. Decades of  teenage expres-
sion. Decades of  teenage chaos.”

≈

Strictly limited and available now via the website. 



from Old Children

The call came from the other side of  the dry stone wall, 
insistent yet quiet as if  a voice was yelling from a dis-
tance. Jack continued a little further down the lane be-
fore his conscience caught like a trouser pocket on a 
door handle, stopping him cold. 
	 The lane wound around a curve, the base of  the road 
a bend of  dry stone wall with impenetrable hedge above. 
Walking these lanes he’d found unsettling as there al-
ways seemed to be someone behind him. He was from a 
hedgeless coastal town, and it took a while to realise no 
one was stealthily following, for the footsteps were an 
effect of  the high hedgerows, echoes only of  his own 
progress through the world, and now a quiet, fraught 
voice was in there too, low to the ground, calling. 
	 When the lane was silent, the call grew more distinct. 
He walked towards it until he came to a gate in the wall, 
too low to be entered comfortably except by someone 
half  his height. The calling voice was low and plaintive, 
so much so Jack felt the distress physically, in his lungs 
and gut, and he’d clicked the latch before thinking of  
any question of  trespass. 
	 The door opened onto a step down to a sunken 
lawn. A path wound to the right where it met a set of  
steps leading upwards to a cottage, and to the left the 
lawn grew wild as it became a meadow of  long grass 
and wildflowers. At the edge of  the field was a consid-
erable mass of  stones, most flat, neatly stacked. 
	 Jack found the root of  the crying toward the rear of  
the stack. The stones had been roughly organised into a 
three-by-three square, and at the rear he found a young 
man, a boy, his arm lost under the pillar. 
	 Dumping his rucksack, he unloaded the stone as the 
lad whimpered. Doing so took an age. Although the 
boy had quietened somewhat, Jack reassured him—
	 “Easy. You’ll be out of  there soon.” 
	 The stack was large, however, and half  an hour went 
by before the stones were shifted. Despite it being 
spring, the morning had started out hot, and with the 
effort of  the lifting Jack soon began to sweat. 

The last flat stone was flush to the grass, which meant 
the boy’s arm had been squashed flat or driven into the 
sod. The damage would be extensive, Jack knew. He 
took a breath, readying himself  to find blood, bone, a 
red pool in the grass, when the boy got to his feet. 
	 No arm had been under the stone. The boy had been 
lying with his elbow tight to the lowest stone, yet in 
truth his arm ended halfway up. On closer look, Jack 
saw the lad did in fact have a hand, tiny, a baby’s fist 
cunny-thumbed and pink squirting from the elbow. 
	 Jack swore, his thwarted readiness to face a red hor-
ror now turned to embarrassment. In return, the boy

began delightedly to sing, in what language Jack didn’t 
know, as he walked off  into the wildflower field. Jack 
felt like bunging a pebble after him and could almost 
taste the tock it would make as it hit his mischief  on the 
head. 
	 Picking up his rucksack, he saw a woman staring 
from the top of  the steps that led up to the cottage. 
“Did someone invite you in?” she asked. 
	 “No. I heard—.” He looked to the field. The figure 
had vanished in the tall grass. “Not exactly. I heard a 
boy calling for help.” He paused. “Shit, I’m sorry.” In-
stantly, the swearword fouled the air, the green grass, 
the enclosed sweetness of  the cottage at the top of  the 
steps. “Sorry.” 
	 “You were saying worse a moment ago.” 
	 The woman looked to be in her late forties. He told 
her of  the voice he’d heard, the trick. As he spoke, he 
recalled other details. The boy had worn all black, and 
it looked to have been a tailored suit. The sight of  him 
lying there on the ground came into his mind again. 
The lad had lain on his side, the trouser pocket pouting 
open with a bright red lining, and the buttons on his fly 
looked made of  wood or bone. 
	 “He’d only one arm,” he said. “Or his arm was 
short.” Jack shook his head, wanting to swear again, 
frustrated at how gluey his words became when around 
people, as if  his speech gears jammed in any kind of  
social traffic, and especially with a stranger on whose 
property he’d clearly trespassed. “He’d a hand. A baby’s 
hand growing from his elbow.” 
	 The suit there had also been odd, no pinned fold 
or empty sleeve but a tailored cuff  halfway up the arm 
with three bone buttons of  diminishing size. The suit 
had been tailored for the lad—



The twins

The boy stands time with the twins. 
The way they move fascinates, 
like callipers walked across a chart. 
The cruelty of  their truth: joined, 
facing away, one left-handed, one right 
so one side is ever blind, in a shadow 
of  both use and vision. Their living angle 
is one-hundred-and-twenty degrees, 
two-thirds of  their world in darkness.

They are curiously uncared for in the caravan. 
Their booth in The Horrors is titled Janus. 
Their given names are Jana and Ana, 
but for cruelty’s sake, Ana is often called Anus. 

None of  the wagons has a central light, 
and the twins’ wagon is small. 
One, whether Jana or Ana Guantes 
never truly knows, is always left a little 
further out of  the light than her sister. 

Isabel, drunk one night at seeing Erik 
dancing with Cara, joy in his big bones, 
told Guantes with mean-eyed malice
Riemann had slow-wriggled the twins’ 
baby heads when their skulls were soft 
so they were facing away from each other 
when their bones finally knitted fused. 

Guantes helps the twins fix their mirrors 
for their maintenance, 
but the women will accept 
no help in the making-up itself. 

He enjoys this work, the minuscule 
adjustments to fix the glass just so 
to show each to each face on, 
tightening the tiny screws 
when the placement is right. 

It is a matter of  angles, 
the only time the twins 
can look each other in the eye, 
always ending in blood.

from Poems from the Sideshow, David Oyston
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