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PRAISE FOR MARK BRANDI

‘A storyteller who understands the power of the words underneath the silences. A writer who respects that less is more, and lets the reader bring colour too. A novelist of the highest calibre. A modern great’

SAMUEL JOHNSON

‘One of Australia’s foremost purveyors of literary dread’

The Age

‘Brandi is not afraid to take his time. He draws [his] characters fully and whether we like them or not we are invested in their lives and need to know their fate’

Saturday Paper

‘One of the finest Australian crime writers working today’

Better Reading

‘It is no easy task to snare a reader within a mere few sentences and then hold them, eyes glued to the page, shoulders increasingly tensed, as a near-exquisite sense of dread urges the reader onward to the final page where one can only hope for a sense of relief – and yet this is exactly what Brandi does so well’

Readings




PRAISE FOR WIMMERA

Winner, 2016 DEBUT DAGGER, UK Crime Writers’ Association

Winner, 2018 DEBUT FICTION AWARD, Indie Book Awards

Shortlisted, 2018 BEST DEBUT CRIME, Ned Kelly Awards

Shortlisted, 2018 LITERARY FICTION BOOK OF THE YEAR, Australian Book Industry Awards

Shortlisted, 2018 MATT RICHELL AWARD FOR NEW WRITER OF THE YEAR, Australian Book Industry Awards

‘The reader is in the hands of a master storyteller … This is literary crime fiction at its best’

Books+Publishing

‘Very little fiction is as emotionally true as this. Wimmera is a dark and disturbing story from a substantial new talent’

Saturday Paper

‘What makes Wimmera so effective, and original, is the pacing and restraint’

Sydney Morning Herald

‘Subtle and devastating. The novel crackles with suspense and dread’

Australian Book Review

‘Wimmera makes excellent use of atmospheric rural Australia to weave a gothic story with a strongly rooted sense of place’

Herald Sun




PRAISE FOR THE RIP

Longlisted, 2019 BEST FICTION, Ned Kelly Awards

Longlisted, 2020 FICTION AWARD, Indie Book Awards

‘The Rip pulled me into its unpredictable waters, and refused to let go; authentic, heartfelt … and original’

SOFIE LAGUNA

‘A superb book – beautifully conceived, masterfully executed. A winner’

CHRIS HAMMER

‘[an] accomplished second novel that certainly live[s] up to the promise of the first’

Sydney Morning Herald

‘stripped-back and intimate … there’s no doubting the skill with which Brandi ratchets up the tension’

Weekend Australian

‘a fast-paced crime novel full of dread and suspense’

Herald Sun

‘another tension builder’

Courier Mail

‘What held me close in this novel was not the idea of a hidden population of drifters and addicts, but the writer’s reassurance that dignity and small kindnesses have a place in that world’

JOCK SERONG




PRAISE FOR THE OTHERS

Shortlisted, 2022 BEST CRIME FICTION, Ned Kelly Awards

‘A story that hinges on a masterful thread of sinister unease running throughout … bringing together genuinely beautiful writing with a plot that is unexpected and unsettling’

The Guardian

‘The Others sees [Brandi] return to his turf as one of Australia’s foremost purveyors of literary dread … An immaculately sustained mood piece’

The Age

‘[Brandi’s] boldest book to date’

Saturday Paper

‘In Jacob, Brandi has created a memorable young narrator, and in The Others he has continued, with compassion and intelligence, to explore the place of the outsider in a world that is not always as safe or welcoming as we might hope’

Weekend Australian

‘As intriguing as it is heart-rending. Brandi is skilled at turning a slow burn into a gripping read’

Daily Telegraph

‘A sense of claustrophobia and foreboding envelops the reader, only tempered by the bright light of our narrator’

ABC Arts




PRAISE FOR SOUTHERN AURORA

Highly Commended, 2024 FICTION, Victorian Premier’s Literary Awards

‘If you only read one Australian fiction book this year, let it be this one. Brandi tore my heart into countless pieces, leaving me with hopeful tears’

SAMUEL JOHNSON

‘Evocative and authentic, Brandi has created a world filled with equal parts hope and dread. Southern Aurora is a special book’

SARAH BAILEY

‘Another quietly riveting, emotionally potent novel from Mark Brandi’

The Age

‘The master of small-town dread’

Canberra Times

‘Heart-wrenching’

The Australian Women’s Weekly

‘Another page-turner’

Who Weekly

‘Mark Brandi has delivered a protagonist that could well become one of Australia’s classic characters. There’s a Mark Twain innocence and inner wisdom to Jimmy, one far beyond most adults’

Weekend Australian

‘Brandi’s poignant and deceptively uncomplicated tale pulses with foreboding – but also hope’

Courier Mail

‘Unforgettable and unsurpassable … Brandi’s observations are breathtakingly original and his insights are astute. Southern Aurora tackles issues with a purity that’s as rare as it is precious’

Better Reading

‘A beautiful and deeply affecting book … Mark Brandi proves himself a master raconteur, in a work characterised by gentle humour, perceptiveness and kindness’

Living Arts Canberra

‘A powerful and deeply moving portrayal of a sensitive, vulnerable boy battling against the odds for a happy life’

Brisbane Times

‘Moving and well-crafted’

AU Review
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Part One




One

The city never felt like home. But now, unknowable. Another country.

It’s dusk when I arrive. I long for a shower, for bed. My right knee has settled into a deep throbbing pain, the sort which might linger.

The man behind the counter has a dark beard, trimmed too neat.

‘Just you?’ he says.

‘Yep.’

‘How long?’

I shrug. ‘Couple of nights.’

The man nods. Taps something into a keyboard, stares at the screen.

‘Fifty bucks a night. First night up front.’

‘Shower?’

‘One bathroom each floor. You gotta share it.’

I reach into my back pocket, take out my wallet. Inside is a thick wad of fifty-dollar notes, a few twenties, wrapped tight in a rubber band.

I peel off a fifty. The man eyes me.

‘A few moths in there, by the looks.’

‘Huh?’

‘Forget it.’

The man reaches under the counter, places a sheet of paper on top.

Something seems to alter in his expression as he passes me the form. A quick shift in his gaze, left and right.

It’s something I’ve learned to trust – the physical. Eyes, mouth, and skin. The flush of pink as blood pressure rises.

‘Rules of the house,’ he says. ‘Sign down the bottom, then print your name underneath.’

I hesitate, hope the man doesn’t notice.

Does he recognise me? He couldn’t, could he?

I sign my name, pass back the page.

The man reaches again under the counter, this time for a length of thick steel pipe. It’s maybe two feet long, black electrical tape around one end. He taps the wooden countertop.

‘This is my friend, Hector. Hector enforces the rules, you got it?’

‘Got it.’

He hands me a brass key attached to a blue plastic key ring.

‘Room sixteen. Up the stairs and to the left. No smoking, right?’

‘Right.’

I feel for my lucky charm, the rabbit’s foot, in my jacket. I give it a squeeze.

The staircase is narrow, the steps irregular. Back inside, everything was ergonomic. Not many places to trip, only a few hanging points.

The carpet here is threadbare and acrid. The ceiling low, the light dim. To the right, there’s a green illuminated FIRE EXIT sign above a padlocked door. At the end of the hallway, another door with a small window of mottled glass. Must be the bathroom.

On the right side of the hallway, near the bathroom, a door sits ajar. A wedge of grey light cuts across the carpet. To the left are rooms eighteen, seventeen, sixteen.

The key turns too easily in the lock, like someone has had a good crack at it. Maybe more than once. The door swings silently on its hinges.

Fading daylight filters in through the window, the yellowed blind pulled halfway down. The faint odour of stale piss. I reach around the doorframe and find the light switch.

The room is small, but bigger than my cell. There’s a single bed in one corner, with part of the bedhead covering the window. I open the blind fully. The view faces the tall concrete wall of a high-rise carpark, a dark and narrow laneway below. A colonial-style wooden cupboard sits on the other side of the bed. On its door, a Geelong Football Club sticker. I can tell it’s Gary Ablett, even with half his face torn off.

I picture a bedroom somewhere, some kid who worshipped Geelong. Gary Ablett, Billy Brownless, maybe Mark Bairstow. Rolled-up footy socks kicked around his room, so his mum and dad won’t hear. The MCG, grand final day, a kick for goal after the siren.

Then in summer, endless games of backyard cricket with his best mate. One hand, one bounce. Over the fence is six and out.

I take out my wallet, put a couple of twenties in my front jeans pocket, then slide the wallet between the mattress and frame.

I sling my bag onto the bed, unzip it. I think about putting my clothes in the cupboard, decide against it.

In the end pocket of my bag, my toiletries. I empty out the plastic bag onto the bed. Disposable razor, can of shaving cream, bar of soap, toothbrush, toothpaste. I leave the razor and the shaving cream, put the rest back inside the plastic bag. I strip down to my undies and socks, put my t-shirt back on.

A faded blue towel hangs from a hook on the back of the door. I come close to sniffing it, decide against it. I drape it over my left shoulder. On the door, beneath where the towel hung, someone has scratched ‘Snake 85’.

I go as quietly as I can down the hallway. There’s music now, a tinny guitar solo, and it’s coming from the room beside the bathroom. A whiff of cigarette smoke. The door is still ajar.

Inside the bathroom, I flick a switch and the exhaust fan whirrs to life. There’s one shower, two toilets. One has the door shut, but not locked. The other door hangs askew off the lower hinge, the toilet cistern smeared with shit.

I open the shower cubicle, turn on the taps. The water flows strongly. It begins to steam, and I feel a deep sense of anticipation.

I strip completely now, look across and see my torso reflected in the mirror above the sink. My ribs protrude slightly. My skin almost green in the fluorescence.

The water is a little too hot at first, then cold, then near enough. I let the full strength hit my face, my neck, the top of my head. I slowly lather my body.

I watch the bubbles run down my belly, my dick, and down my legs. The foam swirls, swirls faster, then disappears down the drain.

I close my eyes. When the bathroom door opens, I don’t hear it. A second later, the light goes out.
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