

[image: Goonie by Michael Mullen. An overhead photo of a patterned carpet and two pairs of feet: a woman’s silver pumps and a man’s dark loafers.]






[image: ]








CORSAIR


First published in Great Britain in 2025 by Corsair


Copyright © Michael Mullen, 2025


The moral right of the author has been asserted.


All characters and events in this publication, other than those clearly in the public domain, are fictitious and any resemblance to real persons, living or dead, is purely coincidental.


All rights reserved.


No part of this publication may be reproduced,stored in a retrieval system, or transmitted, in any form or by any means, without the prior permission in writing of the publisher, nor be otherwise circulated in any form of binding or cover other than that in which it is published and without a similar condition including this condition being imposed on the subsequent purchaser.


A CIP catalogue record for this book is available from the British Library.


ISBN: 978-1-4721-5880-2








	
Corsair


An imprint of


Little, Brown Book Group


Carmelite House


50 Victoria Embankment


London EC4Y 0DZ



	
The authorised representative


in the EEA is


Hachette Ireland


8 Castlecourt Centre


Dublin 15, D15 XTP3, Ireland


(email: info@hbgi.ie)











An Hachette UK Company


www.hachette.co.uk


www.littlebrown.co.uk









for Francis, Maureen, Peter, Marion and Des










Contents


Beithirix


Part I


Hameldaeme


Petrus


Antivenom


Goonie


Pish-the-beds


POOF


Working


Tawkin Spiritualizm in thi Barbirz


Scots Pine


Three Menchie Haikus


Showers


Tinamints


Hogweed


Clyde Pastoral


Ode tae Yer Chain


Gay Voice


Part II


Houghmagandie


Frigiliana


Ronda, Kestrels


Faggots


His Poem About Blank Grindr Profiles


He Loved Lilies


In Earnest


Rutting


Winchin


hot pink


Pylons


Love Story in Two Parts


Part III


Hairst


The Slosh


Loata Weird Cunts Oot There


Loaded


Mammy Roon thi Firepit


S’onnet S’no affit


The Jig is Up


i. The Occasional Visitor


ii. Cosmic Hungry


iii. Christmas Soup


iv. In the mind every house party gone contains mist


v. Dust


vi. St Anthony


Harvest


Gloaming


Arran Stars


Birch on the Braes


Notes and acknowledgements










Beithir





Aye


this                     drookit


tongue                    hus kent


the thrill n                  thi laldi


of words                  spit-glinkan


along its buds               spraffin bricht


its dialects and              thi braw rammy


of consonants              midnicht flittin


the round vowels            makkin houlet loud


echoes in the small          midden we caw hame


it's not a language,          no thiy cannae understawn


it anyway, but one must       admit it’ll skelp ye lit thi cauld


telephone-voice at the ready    blaw oot yer gub lit an auld


queen – talk properly – assimilate – yon watergraw’s too bonnie a hing


to forget the correct name for – ye dinnae wantae end up a bam dae ye?


wouldn’t like you becoming some – touzie keelie – madwaeit n reekin


what would happen if someone really scrieved in thir ane langwij


didn’t turn on their mouth lit it wis a loch tae be drained. n du


don’t even agree with each othir how tae fookin spell it oot


frae Doric n Lallans tae thi gibberin ae thi demotic-wiy


n aye even inglish gits a luik in, this muckle stammy-


gaster ae oor mither tongues, it’s a’body’s evdiy’s


aabody’s, awcunts’ responsibility tae wahtir


this hoachin wird-gerdin, nuttin bit heather?


sacrit is oor geggie blether. oor wirds


skinlan hings i de rees. oor throaty


clamjafry chitterin n reeslin lood


oor wirds forkin bricht alang


oor tounges, lit blinterin,


yow-trummle,fireflaucht.












 




If we approach a poet without prejudice we shall often find that not only the best, but the most individual parts of his work may be those in which the dead poets, his ancestors, assert their immortality most vigorously.


T. S. ELIOT


Some ghaists haunt hooses, this ane haunts my hert.


KATE Y. A. BONE


Who possesses this landscape? –


The man who bought it or


I who am possessed by it?


NORMAN MACCAIG













PART I



Hameldaeme











Petrus





You – solid against the sun. Mountain formation man.


Sipping peat-black tea. Buttered morning rolls lay like donations


in the shade of your might. Dark-scent – inky eclipse – faded fags.


Smile made of gravel. Hawns lit a navvie. Fall in – fleshy love-flame.


Furnace under cotton. Dawn’s watercolour summoned you to


the sweet sway of our regular. Your face our cuckoo clock. Your cackle set time spinning.


You – brim-full of language – patter – the spill-tilt of your axis.


Play it bi ear noo – as if the days were tailor-made for improv.


Aye, say it, but say it again waeoot laffin – snake-charming


hilarity. Noo let me see yer tongue – oaft there’s a big black spot – yer


lying. For full-proof interrogations, shake thi hawn that shakes the world. 


You – legend between tenement and suburb, savant of the pint and puggie,


raising your chalice, toasting – Tae thi first ae thi day.


Even when it was your sixth. You had mythos, a smoke-and-iron


lore, voice that boomed vagrant gnosis. How you charmed the cushie-doo


ladies of the playground. Thrilled the weans


as beer-soaked Santa. Men outside bars


begged you to barter words with them – did ye see the gem big man?


Big man. The biggest. Munro-wide, me and my brother camped on your


flanks, listening to the dolorous under-blood drum


of your heartbeat. Ear pressed to the wet cathedral of your chest


that sang no song of real relation. The thrum of your love-words.


When you got Scot-maudlin in the first flush of Famous Grouse,


in the space between ceilidh and damnation sayin:


Aye A’ve hud a guid life, loatta greetin, loatta laffin.


A could go thi mawra and be happy.


You – in the Clyde-dark mug of tea.


You – in the cave-mouth of the Old Ship Bank.


You – in the fake-fag ephemera


of a rock melting with the sun.













Antivenom





I tend to them, moving through the flat


swallow-swift, clinking with each vodka Irn-Bru,


cylindrical fires,


hiss-fizz and evaporate


sedated by the tin-itch of spirits.


Smirnoff – nane ae that foreign stuff –


my aunts sit wide-legged in leather thrones,


they tell me when I haven’t got it right –


too much ice calms its bite –


too much juice foams the gullet –


and too much vodka prompts wraiths


to rave in the vapours. Just before the singing begins


my uncle tsks and knocks back his beer, saying:


     Ye canny kill yersel wae thi hing thit cures ye.













Goonie





Sahtirdey night, up thi Gorbals tap dancer n


Glesga’s a dork glimmer ootside thi windaes.


Me, gettin ready fur ma turn, spurred oan bi ma aunt.


Stage curtains ae blue mist, made fae thi fumes ae her umpteenth snout.


She’s gied me this goonie tae wear, polyester, hoat-pressed wae thi wurk troosers.


It’s saft-bobbelt, wee fabric flooers transparent wae wahshes, a harr, a cauld bloom.


The power ae a manky goonie, cracklin er skin,


a cutty sark in a raincloud. Stampin oot thi beat


tae an auld ABBA Gold number. Ma audience ur bashin


oot claps. Cotton n starch scratchin at ma anklets. A floral


ghoulie, spirallin roon, a birlin saftness through fogs ae Mayfair.


Ma aunt raisin her vodka Irn-Bru, a tumblr ae noxious flame, a toast


tae me, n ma frilly jig. Awk A jist lettum wear witever he wahnts tae wear.


Ma uncle hummin alang wae Agnetha n Anni-Frid, thiy’ve goat season tickets fur


this weekly cabaret. Thi music fades as feet cease, right aht’s yer whack, son, c’mere


n coorie in, afore the telly gets turnt back oan, jist in time – Who Wants to Be a Millionaire
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