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Foreword

What happens in The Tangle stays in The Tangle. It is a self-generating organism, a Word Horde.

The poet Jack Spicer claimed that the moment of inspiration in writing is akin to a visitation from a Martian – an entity – that must attempt to communicate using twenty-six building blocks. The Tangle is alphabet as entity.

Caxton Wood holds time. Each Tangle functions as a point of ingress, and as exit, too. Time too, in The Tangle, is palimpsest. What has happened keeps on happening.

In the time of apocalypse, which is all-time, animals speak. Trees speak, insects word. The grotesque is atavistic, the return of animal souls, as language, from the underworld. Our first language, our first art, our first attempts at communal speech, took place underground, on the walls of the caves – the hybrid animals, rising up, in speech. In the sepulchres too, the early Christian burial sites, we see art, and language, begin their ascent from the underworld, and evoke The Tangle.

William S. Burroughs made the terrifying assertion that language is something that we have been infected with and that we can never be cured of, this constant low-level babbling of words in thought – but Burroughs got it wrong. Push further, to the very precipice of language, out into the air, and there stands the thing itself, revealed and un-worded. Through The Tangle to the clearing, Justin Robertson points to the end of language with words, to the silence at the heart of the wood with sounds, to The Tangle with twenty-six building blocks.

The stories are like tarot cards, The Tangle itself a constantly morphing spread. There is uncanny life in these pages. Every time I reread it, I feel like the scenes have shifted slightly, that there is something newly out of place, that behind the scenes the book has been creepy-crawled, an item misplaced, a character you hadn’t really noticed before, a movement, there in the trees, the snap of a branch, in the dark.

The Tangle is a classic of New Weird fiction, a rewilding of the terrain of M.R. James, Denton Welch, Ballard and Burroughs, Catling and Grant, and a spell – via those twenty-six blocks – set on assassinating modernism with modernism.

David Keenan



When I am in that darkness, I do not remember anything about anything human, or the God-man, or anything which has form. Nevertheless, I see all and I see nothing.

Angela of Foligno, The Memorial

Everything is blooming most recklessly; if it were voices instead of colours, there would be an unbelievable shrieking into the heart of the night.

Rainer Maria Rilke, Letters

Come walk with me to lilac glade, through woodland, stream and knot.

Come stand beneath the gallows’ shade till all weeping is forgot.

Leave the tears and terrors to the mischief of the town.

Come walk with me to lilac glade, to the oak tree’s shady crown.

In darkness now from darkness born, circumference, length and span.

In lilac glade the wreath and thorn, wove mockeries of man.

In lilac glade beneath the earth, in death’s ecstatic bond.

Come walk with me in lilac shade, to the emptiness beyond.

Unknown, The Ballad of the Tangle
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