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About the Book

Two men meet for a pint in a Dublin pub. They chew the fat, set the world to rights. They talk about their wives, their kids, their football teams and – this being Ireland in 2011–12 – about the euro crisis, the presidential election, the Queen’s visit. But these men are not parochial or small-minded; one of them knows where to find the missing Colonel Gaddafi (he’s working as a cleaner at Dublin Airport); they worry about Greek debt, the IMF, and the lads in the Vatican; they mourn the deaths of Whitney Houston, Donna Summer, Robin Gibb and Maeve Binchy; and they ask each other the really important questions like ‘Would you ever let yourself be digitally enhanced?’

Inspired by a year’s worth of news, Two Pints distils the essence of Roddy Doyle’s comic genius. This book shares the concision of a collection of poems, and the timing of a virtuoso comedian.


About the Author

Roddy Doyle was born in Dublin in 1958. He is the author of nine acclaimed novels, two collections of short stories, and Rory & Ita, a memoir about his parents. He won the Booker Prize in 1993 for Paddy Clarke Ha Ha Ha.
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24-5-11

— THA’ WAS A great few days.

— Brilliant.

— She’s a great oul’ one. For her age, like.

— Fuckin’ amazin’. Great energy.

— An’ B’rack. He must’ve kissed every fuckin’ baby in Offaly.

— An’ did yeh see the way he skulled tha’ pint?

— No doubtin’ his fuckin’ roots, an’ anyway.

— An’ the speech.

— Brilliant.

— ‘Yes, we can’ – whatever it is in Irish. He made the effort.

— What is it again?

— Haven’t a clue. But it’s funny, isn’t it? Such a simple thing – a few speeches and smilin’ faces. A bit of hope. An’ it feels like we’re over the worst, we’ve turned a corner.

— Exactly. It’s great.

— We’re still fucked but, aren’t we?

— Bollixed.


31-5-11

— YOU KNOW YOUR man Gaddafi?

— From the chipper?

— No. The Libyan nut.

— What about him?

— You know the way they’re lookin’ for a country to take him?

— I’m not in the mood for fuckin’ politics.

— He should come here.

— Wha’?!

— A state visit, like. The hat-trick. It’d be great. The few words of Irish, green jacket at the airport, kiss a few babies.

— He’d strangle the fuckin’ babies.

— Not if he’s looked after properly. It’d keep the buzz goin’. And the Shinners wouldn’t object this time. He could bring the Semtex himself – save on the post.

— Good point. Where’s Libya, annyway?

— I don’t know – the desert.

— Which one?

— Wha’?

— Which desert?

— The fuckin’ sandy one. Ask fuckin’ Peter O’Toole.


6-6-11

— D’YEH KNOW WHO’D make a fuckin’ great president?

— Who?

— Your one who does the weather.

— Which one?

— The glamorous one – looks like she used to hang around with the Human League.

— She’s lovely. Yeh’d give her one.

— I would, yeah. If I worked in the meteorological service. No, but she’d be great for the state visits an’ tha’. She’d be able to point to the clouds an’ say, ‘That’s a cold front comin’ in from the south-west, Your Majesty. But it’ll have fucked off by this afternoon.’ Impress them, yeh know – a scientist in the Áras. An’ she’s a woman as well. They’re always better at visitin’ the homeless an’ lookin’ like they give a shite. An’ she’s a gay icon.

— What’s a gay fuckin’ icon?

— Somethin’ all the gays like.

— Wha’? Like chicken curry?

— No – I don’t know. I think it’s more people – singers – women. Madonna an’ tha’.

— Can she sing as well?

— Who?

— The weather one.

— More than likely.

— She could sing ‘It’s Rainin’ Men’ at the whatsit – the fuckin’ inauguration.

— Good idea. An’ at the airport, when the IMF fuckers are gettin’ off the plane.


12-6-11

— DID YOU HEAR your man, the Senator, on the radio there?

— I fuckin’ hate the radio. Which one?

— The one that’s running for President. He was goin’ on abou’ Plato.

— The footballer?

— The ancient Greek – there’s no footballer called Plato.

— I bet there is.

— Fuck up an’ listen.

— In Brazil, somewhere.

— Shut up. He was sayin’ abou’ Plato. Young fellas came to him. Offerin’ themselves, like. In return for sharing the wisdom of his fuckin’ years. It was common enough – in ancient Greece.

— Wha’ kind o’ wisdom?

— I don’t know – Remember to put the bins ou’ the night before collection day. The bits of cop-on yeh pick up. In exchange for your moment of pleasure.

— Your moment of pleasure could go on all day, if you were talkin’ abou’ puttin’ the fuckin’ bins ou’ while you were havin’ it.

— Tha’ was what I was thinkin’.

— The whole country would grind to a fuckin’ standstill.

— I was thinkin’ that as well.

— No wonder Greece is in fuckin’ bits.

— I’m with yeh.

— Could they not have, like, just gone for a pint?


17-6-11

— SEE YOUR MAN in America who twittered his dick.

— Wha’?

— The politician. Congressman or somethin’.

— Ah, not fuckin’ politics again.

— No, listen. He sent his langer to some woman – by Twitter, yeh know?

— Cheaper than post, I suppose.

— A photograph, like.

— Wha’ was he fuckin’ up to?

— I’m not sure. I couldn’t really figure it ou’.

— Well, I couldn’t see any of our gang pullin’ a stunt like tha’, could you?

— They wouldn’t have broadband, where most of them come from. The bog an’ tha’.

— That’s true.

— But I’ll tell yeh one thing. They would, if they thought it would get them a few votes.

— That’s true as well. Vote for me an’ I’ll come round to your house.

— Was it in the paper, was it?

— It was, yeah.

— Bet it didn’t say langer or dick.

— No. Genitalia.

— It does nothin’ for me, tha’ word.

— I know what yeh mean. Are you on Twitter, yourself?

— Fuck off.
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