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PRAISE FOR WILD, FEARLESS CHESTS

‘A haunting, uncompromising collection, Wild, Fearless Chests – stylistically polished, often visceral in effect – offers a bold new voice in the Australian literary culture.’ Australian Book Review

‘Powerfully rhythmic, disjointed, poetic and passionate, referencing such literary beacons as Hemingway, Frame, Kafka, Bukowski with a determined belief in the power of words, a possible escape from despair.’ Sydney Morning Herald

‘Wild, Fearless Chests is a visceral tour de force … a devastatingly smart collection.’ AU Review

‘You can feel the universe expanding and exhaling with Beaumont’s beautifully calibrated prose … Wild, Fearless Chests is a treasure chest of twenty-one unrelenting and unforgettable stories, shocking and shimmering on first read, rewarding in the re-reading.’ Sydney Arts Guide

‘The tales pack a solid punch, both literal and metaphorical, and Beaumont’s voice … is resolute. By writing about (young) women in an unashamedly feminist manner, by offering them a way to express their anger, confusion and pain, Wild, Fearless Chests is as validating as it is devastating.’ Big Issue

‘“Drowning in Thick Air” is shocking … It is not like anything I have read in recent years and takes me a place I have never been in my life or imagination or in fiction.’ Frank Moorhouse on ‘Drowning in Thick Air’ from Wild, Fearless Chests




ALSO BY MANDY BEAUMONT

Wild, Fearless Chests




For Ben, for your Angus. For Russ, for our Shanks.

For the losses that shape our futures.





Out of the ash

I rise with my red hair

And I eat men like air.

—Sylvia Plath, ‘Lady Lazarus’

When you come out of the storm, you won’t be the same person who walked in. That’s what this storm’s all about.

—Haruki Murakami, Kafka on the Shore







IN CLASSICAL MYTHOLOGY, the Furies were vengeful female divinities – the daughters of the ancestral mother of all life, Gaia – who ascended from the underworld to pursue and punish the wicked on Earth.






PREFACE

A GIRL’S* GUIDE TO MISPLACEMENT AND NATURAL DISASTERS: There is a list. You have one too, don’t you? (Yes, you.) Your best friend does. I do. The woman you have never met does. Mine is kept in my head, but while drunk one night I wrote all their names on a piece of foolscap paper; stopped when I got too drunk to care anymore. I never finished that list, am still not sure if I can remember all their names or descriptors. These encounters as I/you/we/your mother/grandmother/your best friend/the woman you met one night at a party remember them, are not the same as the way they remember them. These lists are yours/ours/hers. Are real, and. I. Want. You. To. Know. I really want you to know that we are beginning to use their real names now,* we are all warning our daughters about them, showing our young friends pictures of them, telling them that nowhere is safe to walk anymore. We hold our young sisters to our chests as they cry, and. The ground swells beneath our feet. Do you feel it? Do you see? The. Rivers bursting, the. Pandemics rising, the. Crops and wildlife dying, the. Deep holes swallowing cities on the news? Do you hear the roar, the splutter, the whoosh of fire building to inferno around you? Hear that? Yes. That. Listen. There is no rhythm, no pattern – how very boring if there were. There is, however, a lesson for you about how catastrophe, how sudden and widespread disaster, can be stopped and dismantled. I. Want. You. To. Know. I really want you to know that, if you don’t try, the natural world around you – she will destroy you.
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