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PRAISE FOR GUB

‘Exhilarating: I think of Blake’s “Energy is an Eternal Delight” but it comes here with tremendous sophistication, flair and originality’

IAN DUHIG

‘McKendry captures somewhere that all too often has its stories told for it . . . Fishing from a polymathic frame of reference, GUB is sharp, maximalist and formally buoyant’

SUSANNAH DICKEY, author of ISDAL (Picador, 2023)

‘Unlike anything I have ever read. In a playful demotic that is exhilarating, hilarious and never forced, Scott McKendry makes magic of a Belfast that in other hands would make grim reading . . . The most exciting poet to come out of the north of Ireland in many years’

LOUISE KENNEDY, bestselling author of Trespasses

‘Scott McKendry’s poems are exhilarants; richly textured, gregarious, sublimely sophisticated’

STEPHEN SEXTON

‘McKendry does something truly radical with this book . . . There is nothing else like this in Irish poetry. A lyrical savant of the highest level, and one of the most exciting writers in Ireland today, McKendry is utterly his own beast’

MICHAEL MAGEE, author of Close to Home
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gub/gʌb/



	n.

	1. The mouth.

2. A person who insults others with no good reason.




	v.

	1. To hit a person, especially on the mouth.

2. (in sport) To defeat overwhelmingly.





Originating as something like gobbos in Gaulish. Cognate with Scots gab and English gob probably by way of Old Norse gabb (‘mockery’) – via Norman gab (‘taunt’) or Anglo-Norman gobet (‘mouthful’, ‘bit’) – and Old Irish gop (‘beak’, ‘muzzle’, ‘snout’).




Anyway . . .
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Belphégor, Lord of the Gap, Hell’s Ambassador to France

Bradypus variegates, the brown-throated three-toed sloth,

is surely the laziest bastard in the South American jungle.

Once a week, she climbs down from the high canopy

into the O horizon, where she takes a shite on the detritus.

This is dangerous, as there are jaguars there, and yourselves.

Is the brown-throated three-toed sloth afraid? Is she fuck.

You would cootchie-woo cootchie-wootchie-coo any sloth.

So would I. But she neither wants nor needs our affection;

nor our sympathy when the harpy eagle swoops in for the kill.

Taking it in their stride, all sloths know evil, and this isn’t it.

Would you cootchie-woo cootchie-wootchie-coo a layabout?

a human one? Would you fuck. You’d say, ‘Pull yourself up

by your bootstraps, away out and work or start a revolution.’

And you wouldn’t cootchie-wootchie-coo a beggar neither.

Harpy eagles don’t beg for brown-throated three-toed sloths –

like all good entrepreneurs amongst the Homines sapientes

they go out and take the bastarding bull by the bastarding horns.

You would feed a ploughman’s lunch to a harpy eagle. Admit it.

The Knorr cryodesiccated noodle ship would be touring along

the river creating a market amongst the Amazonian tribespeople

and you’d be cootchie-woo cootchie-wootchie-cooing a sloth;

or feeding bits of Red Leicester and pickle to a hungry harpy eagle

from a bumbag slung over a branch. And I, Belphégor, would be

egging you on. ‘Go on, love,’ I’d say, ‘that’s fucking ingenious.’




Your Granda Ernie Burst My Ball

When I see your brother on the number 57,

I turn my head towards the window

in case his grief points and laughs at my grief.

I never told you this: once, I fell asleep parlatic

on your ma’s sofa and dreamed

the Coalman was getting a mural done.

Ernie was in it –

he was jabbing his finger.

Somebody threw a shawl over my suited body

and left out a glass of sarsaparilla. Was it you?




So, Yip

Today the last flight ever left for Newark Liberty.

I had a Dr. Oetker Pud in a Mug for brunch.

I’ve been stuck in the house for a whole week now

waiting on a fucking parcel from France

which, last I heard, was with some mussel farmer

called José Bolivar down in Kenmare.

Me and the man at DPD’s Munster depot

are mutually unintelligible; and we hate each other.

I have things to do on a list of things to do

and I’m about to get them over and done with

when I receive a text from my unwell mother,

a sentence she heard in a fever fit:

When we pluck the shards of glass from our palms,

we find the most beautiful white feathers.




Five Zillion Geese

You can go down for a jouk, I want to say, a gander

at the greylags on the green

that’s not so much a field as a grassy space

where the flats once stood.

They come at the end of November,

fleeing the Icelandic freeze; swapping the aurora borealis

for murals in memory of Stevie McKeag

and Bucky McCullough;

and those for Cromwell, Cúchulainn, Luther

and Iron Maiden’s Eddie the Head

dressed up as the Trooper, moonlighting for the UFF.

Widespread throughout Eurasia, the greylags

of the steppes often winter

on Inner Mongolian paddy fields, where they eat rice.

But on this estate, they make do

with Tayto crumbs and cones of dropped pokes.

When a local finally stuffed one for Christmas dinner,

a scrawl went up on the courthouse wall:

LET IT BE KNOWN

AS WITH TOURISTS

GOOSES TO BE LEFT TO THEIR OWN DEVICES




Keepers of the Pedigree

for Mr Tayto; and the other Mr Tayto

Fred runs home in his car from Rockhead & Quarry. Friday nights is raptor stew.

Up to high doh, he speaks in tongues, [you know this one] Yabba dabba doo.

This’s no ordinary Friday though. Tonight, young Pebbles rides the chimpanzee:

a short ritual for to get her horns, her first degree

in the Loyal Order of Water Buffalo. With the left leg of her terminator pig

pelt trews hitched at the knee, she hops the Antediluvian Jig,

hup, till the primo cuts her palm – carroty blood upon the Book of Methuselah –

as she obliges herself to God, the Crown and the Lodge Grand Poobah:

‘I, Pebbles Flintstone, of my own free will, in the presence of the Lord Almighty,

will have no truck with Donald Duck, no Looney Tune, no Tom, nor Jerry . . . ’
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